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, BOUT the time when buty faces wear Job 


A bumper of good hquor + 
buſy humble dee ami! 


ehoir of bright beauties in ſpring did appear 186 


curſe attends that woman's love 
dawn of hope my ſoul revives 4 
dieu ! the verdant lawns zad 3 
dieu thou lovely youtub 
dieu ye groves. adieu ye plains 
cien ye ſtreams that ſmoothly flow 
viſe vour friend, grave man of art 


\ few years ago in the days of my grannam 216 
fond father's bliſs iy to number his race © 380 


Pgain, Britarnia, me 
ain in ruſtic weeds array's 
zin the balmy Zephyr blows + 

Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly + 

ht! Celia, why affect diſdain =» 

h! Chloe, thou treaſure, thou joy of my 

b! Chloris, could I now bat fit © 

bh! cruel maid, how haſt thou chang'd 
bh ! dear 2 maid divine 

a! Happy ho how fleeti 


b ! ſeek not M what © dine 441 


h ! ſohtude, take my diſtrefs 

h Strephon, what can mean rhe 
h! fure a pair wes never ſeen - 
R! tell me, why ſhould filly man 

b! think not to deceive me 

h ! where can one find a true ſwain 


h! where is my Damen ? ye ſongſters 


h ! whither, alas ! hall 145 - 
n! why did Focky gang away 
h: why muft words my flame SI 
b ! Why ſhould fate porſuing 4 
leit, a pretty Young wan 
is, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant, and 
lexis. how bafhful a loser 
is aan d his fetlow fine 


* 
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„ 
— 296 


93 
„„ 
296 


— 42 
- 152 
8 1 

2 


3 
2 * 
- 263 
* 181 
— 406 


dreaſt 1359 


| All in the Dent the fleet was moot'd 389 
Alt my paſt hfe is mine no more 199 
Alt nature looks gay - SY 5 

Alt on the pleaſant banks of Toad = 3 

Alt you who would with to fucceed with a laſs 203 
A maſter I have and I am his man - 

Amiaſt my admirers when Damen appears 65 

Anpbitryen and his bride, a godlike pair "7 
And are you ſure the news is ti ue - 

And canft thou leave thy Nancy = ) j 


And did you tiot hear of a jolly young wacermen 383 

— bas By then fai in her f - 334 
elic fair, deneath yon pine 133. 

Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn = 287 


A failor's voice, tho coarſe can raife 119 
As Amoret and Phillis fat « 263 
As archers and ſidlers who cunningly "Wn 70 
As Bacchus and Mars once together were 1 318 
As bringing home the other dax 1383 
As burns the charger when he heats - 96g 


. 199 


As Celia in her garden firay's - 1399 


414 6: Celia to the covert firay's «<« - 210 
- 164 


= 41 
43 

- 162 
- 36G 
- 5 
— 4 5 
405 

- 2864 
- 9 5 
Te” 27 
kind 6a 


$ Chloe came into the room t pther day 1329 
As Damon late within the grove 
As Daphne fat beneath a ade 
As Dalia, bleſt with-every grace 
As Dian and her hunting train 
As down on Banna's banks I firay'd 
Az down the cowflip dale I firay'd 
As flows the cool and purpling rilt 
At in 2 penfive form Myrille fat 
As I on purple 1 7 9055 
As I ſat joyous in a — 
As I ſaw fair Chipe walk atone 
| As I was ganging o'er the lee — 
As I went o'er the meadows, e het da 5 
1 | As L went to the wake that is held on the green 2 
As Jumie gay, Fang ubliche his way - 265 


Eqs > 4 
35 82 


66 | Af if on darjiaſk role is fueet = 1230 
- 276 


Alk me not how calmly 3 „„ 


— ZDi6ůỹůÿ . — W — 


iy AtrHABETICAL Tast of the Soxcs. 5 
Aſt not the cauſe why ſullen ſpring 1380 | At Totterdewn bill there dwelt an old pair 38 


As lately at a rural fair * © 131 | & twelve-month and more I had courted young 17 
As May in all her youthful dreſs * 190 | At Windſor, where Thames glides ſo ſoftly 25 
As my cow I was milking jum now in the vale 69 Auſpicious ſpirits, guard my love . 6 


Az now my bloom comes on apace . 65 | Awak'd by the born, liks the ſpring deckt I 
A ſaldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier, for me 40k Awake, my charmer, my Roſalind, wake 26 
As on a ſummer's day 266 | Awake, my fair, the morning fprings 20 
As once a gentle red- breaſt took his Rand 405 | Awake, thou blithſome god of day 5 
As on Tay banks I wandred in ſearch , 191 | Away, let nought to love ditpleaſing. 26Fi 
45 Aa o'er the lawn young Sandy tripp d 8 | Away to the field, ſee the morning looks grey 

N As o'er the varied meade I ſtray 290 | A wonder! a wonder! a wonder ! I'll hew 36 
Aſpaſia rolls her ſparkling _ . 196 | A wretch, lang tortur'd with diſdain « 31. 
As paſſing by a ſhady grove 266 | A youth, adorn d with every art . 4 ins, 
As porter Will along Sa int Paul's ad move 309 B 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuneful nine . . 129 | Bacchus, god of j joys divine 


I} Aſſiſt me, every tuneful bard 8 181 | Bacchus, Jeve's delightful bog . = L 
| As the birds on every ſpray 297 Bacchus, one day gaily firiding «© »« 34 
As the Thames ſilent fiream crept — along 198 | Baniſh's by your ſevere command 109 
As through the fields I chanc'd to ſtray 6 | Beat on my heart, eyes pcur your tears 
Aa through the grove I chanc'd to ſtray R « Beauteous nymph, approve the flame 
1 As tink' ring Tom | h ſtreets his trade did 313 | Beauty and myfic charm the ſoul . 
| As t'other day in harmleſs chat . « 42314 | Before I faw Clarinda's face 331 WM 
As Cother day milking I fat in the vale 96 | Before the moon's empurpling light, _. zx6$y 10 
A other day o'er the green meadows I paſt 71 | Behold, faireſt Pharbe, yan garden ſo fair 14.4) m 
As Cother day young Damon came 385 Behold from many an hoſtile ſhore «. 235m 
A ſwain, of love deſpairing . 83 283 Behold, my love, the roſy morn , ., 2317 ſo 
A ſweet-ſcented beau and a fimp'ring young cit 19 | Behold on Lethe's diſmal Krane 38 % ch 


As wit, joke, and humour, together were {tting 353 Be hold on the brow the leaves play in the wok gy :þ 
As you mean to ſet bes for W e of delight 400 | Behold the ſwee: flowers aun 


At a filent & . — Behold this fair goblet, t was carv'd from the 
At cyntbia s feet I figh'd, I pray d Believe me, dear aunt. , 


At eve with the woodlark I reſt 8 298 Believe my ſighs, my t m * 0 

A thouſand charms the lover ſees * 39 | Belinda, Zum affeAed = w . * 

At noon, on a ſultry ſummer's day » 266| Beneath a bower of blooming 3 . 

At once I'm in, love with two nymphs that 119 | Beneath a cooling ſhace - - — 

A trifling ſong you ſhall hear „ $354 | Beneath a fragrant myrtle ade 

At Saint Oßytbe, by the mill 234 | Beneath this grove, this filent bade 

At ſetting day and rifing morn 79 | Beftow your attention on this little ſong 
Attend, all ye ſhepherds and nymphs, to my lay 158 Bid me when forty winters more 32& ft. 
| Attend ye ever tuneful ſwains. 190 | Billy Briſtle ſcorns to rank with thoſe flimſy | Py ea 
| Attend, ye nym dc while 1 im .70 | Blab not what you ought to ſmother . eaſ 
| At the cloſe of 


| 
1 | | e day, r the 3 37 Bleſt· as th immortal gods is he 
At the foot of 2 bill in a neat lonely cot 171 Bleſt with thee, my foul's dear treaſure | 
| 


|| At the peacefyl midnight hour. . 363 Blithe, hlithe, as feather'd foogitery are 


21 


ov, 


5 Vitons, attend, I fing in merry lay 


ithe Fuse yount and gay „ 

ow, ye bleak winds, around my head 
aſt not, miftgken ſwain, thy art . 
patſwa'n, pipe up all hands, hoy 
athe ſoft, ye winds, be calm, ye ſkies 
ight Cynthia's pow'r, divinely great 
ight dawns the day with rofy face 
ight So! is return'd, the winter is o'er 


-ght was the morning : . . 
ing, Phoebus, fiom Parnaſſian bow'rt 
iſk wine and women are * 


urſt clouds and tempeſts roar . 
uſy, curious, thirſty fly . n 
y a cool fountain's flow'ry ſide 


y dimpled brook and fountain bim 
y him we love offended : « 
y love too long depriv d of reſt 
y moſſy bank and flow'ry plaia 
y my fighs you may Ciſcover . 
y ſome I am told 55 F 
y the dew-beſpriakled roſe . 


Sy the gaily circling glaſs , « 


2 


eg” 
low, thy winter's vine 


o 


y a whirlwind methought I through Ecker 
y Chre:ft and St. Patrick, going home late 


y the ſide of a grove at the foot of a bin 


y the fide of a fiream at the foot of a hill 
y the ſide of the ſweet river Tay «© « 

y Taveed's clear ſtream — late I ftray'd 
an a heart that is burſting with grief 
an love be contravt'd by advice , « 
an lovely Delia ſtill per ſiſt . . 
an then a look: create a thought . 


aſt. my love, thine eyes around 

eaſe awhile, ye winds, to blow 
eaſe, ceaſe, heart eafing tears « - 
eaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
eaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt' ting railer 
lia, hoard thy charms no more « 


Cilia, tyo late you would repent » 


— 


an the ſhepherds or nymphs of the grove 


* 


 Atvrnanttical Tabte of the Sorcs. 
the Colin, a pretty young ſwain . | 


* 
43 [Chloe briſk and gay appears „ 235 
| 77 Chloe's the wonder of our ſen , 196 
386 Cblori, yourſelf you fo excel , , 234 
267 Colin, one day in angry mood 6-0 
64 | Come, all ye ſhepherds of the plain 393 
323 | Come, all ye youths, whoſe hearts e er bled 194 
141 | Come, all you jolly Bacchanals , «. 925 
166 Come, all you young lovers, who wan with 173 
6 | Came and crown your Billy's wiſhes . 404 
61 | Come, cheer up, my Jads, tis to glory we ſteer 334 
154 Come, Clio, come, and with thee bring 201 
200 Come, Colin, pride of rural ſwains . 53 
348 | Come, come, big adieu to fear . b 375 
311 Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd 301 
235 | Come, come, my tair one, let us ftray , 297 
333 | Come, come, my good ſhepherd, our flocks 298 
167 | Come, dear Amanda, quit the toon 157 
351 | Come, deareſt Nancy, bleſs my eyes 252 
335 | Come, dear idol of my fancy . 57 
321 | Come, give your attention to what I unfold 144 
101| Come, haſte, my Phillis, haſte away 20 
196 | Come, baſte thee, my Phillic, I pray . 269 
72 | Come, haſte to the wedding, ye friends 391 
33 Come hither, my country ſquire 391 
335 Come, hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles 223 
128 Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine 893 
348 Come, liſten and laugh at the times . 335 
199 | Come, liſten, ye fair EE. 
166 | Come liſt to me, ye gay and free . 334 
72 | Come, live with me, and be my love. 328. 
56 | Come, my faireſt, learn of me » 25x 
- | Come, my gallant foldier, eome . 101 
197 Come, my Silvia, come and bleſs 6 253 
141 | Come now, all ye ſocial powers , . 320 
223 Come, Phoebus, and tune thy ſoft lyse 2353 
2Co | Come, Roger and M Al. come Simkin and Bell 330 
167 | Come, Roſalind, oh! come ang ſee « 140 
313 | Come rouſe, brother ſportſmen 5 2 
54 Come, rouſe from your trances . 4 
116 Come, ſhepherds. we'll follow the hearſe 272 
30 | Come, fing round my favourite tree , 62 
353 Come, take your glaſs, the northetn laſs 176 
201 [Come then, piniſh, peeviſh lover . 98 
252 h 3 


vi  _ ALPHABETICAL TABLE of the Sox es. 


Come, thou queen of penſive air 269 Delia I lav'd, a willing fair - - 
Come, thou roſy-dimpled boy . 238 Deſpairipg beſide a clear ftream . 
C..me, ye hours, with bliſs replete 124 | Did ever ſwain or nymph adore 
Come, ye party-jangling ſwains - 325 Did not tyrant cuſtom guide mee 
Come, ye ſportimen ſo brave - 5 | Did you ſee e er a ſhepherd, ye aymphs 
Conſider; fair Silvia, ere wedlock. - 226 | Diſtant hie thee, carping care - 

Conſi det, fond ſhepherd, how fleeting 121 Does the languid foul complain 

| Conſtantia, ſee my faithful ſlave +» 138 | Down the bourne and thro' the mead - 

Contented all day will I fit by your ſide 315 ho you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound 
Contented 1 am, and contented will be 332 | Drink to me only with thine eyes 

Corinna coſt me many a pray rr 234 | ½ | E. 5 
Could I each fault remember © = . . 212 | E'er love did firſt my thoughts employ - 
Cruel Cupid, why diſtreſs me © += 35 | E'er Phg&bus did prep on the freſh-budding 
Cruel Strepben, will you leave me - 42 | E'er round the hage oak that o'erfhadows 

_ Cupid, god of love and Joy = = 147 | E'*er the primroſe or cowſlip could blow - 

| Cupid, god of ſoft perſi 2 


119 Ev'ry bliſs that heav'n can give - » 
Cupid, inftruQ an amorous ſwain -< 234 | Ev'ry mortal ſome fav'rite pleaſure purſues 
Cupid, thou waggith, artful boy .- . 


Cynthia frowns whenever I woo her 


SS =. 2 


\ 


238 Ev'ry nymph and ſheplierd bring © = 
235 Extinguiſh the candles gh — 


Cyprian goddeſs take the lyre 252 | 
9 Fair and ſoſt, and gay, and young 
Dame Nature in forming a creature ſo fair 124 Fairer than the op' ning lilies 8 
Damon, if you will believe me - 628 Faireſt daugher of the year = »- = 
Damon, would you know the paſſion - 334 Faireſt iſle, all iſlesexcelling = - — 
Dapbnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade - o 275 Fair Hebe | left with a cautious deſign - 
Daughter ſweet of voice and air - 301 Fair Hetty my heart has enchain's = 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſe 143 | Fair Iris 1 loves and I hourly lie 
Dear Ch/se, while thus beyond meaſure « 125 Fair is the ſwan, the ermine white 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſkes G1 | Fair Kate I lov'd, but ſhe unkind - - 
Deareſt Damen, do not fly me © $4 | Fair Kitty, beautiful and young 
Deareſt Daphne, turn thine eyes - 299 Fair Kirty's charms young Johnny took + 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 159 Fair Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman + — 
Deareſt 1 why thus way 73 | Fair Semira, lovely maol 
Dear Kathleen, yt u, no doubt — - - 399] Fair Venus left her bleft abodes, they ſay - 
ear madam, when ladies are willing - 1382 Faithleſs Damon's turn'd a los rr 
Dear Nancy fir'd my artleſs breaſt = 202 Fanny, fairer than a flowr = - < 
Dear Sa. , thy charms have uncone me = 169 Farewell all the joys which of late I poſſeſt 
Dear Sally, whilſt poetic Sreams - 212 Farewell, Tanthe, faithleſs madd 
Dear Silvia, hear thy faithful twain - 247 Farewell, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain 
Dear ſmiling Kimy's to my mind = 163 Farewell the ſmoaky town, adieu - - 
December is the month + - - - 23] Farewell to Lochaber. and farewell my Jean 
Declare, my pretty maid - 131 Farewell ye green fields and ſweet groves - . 
 Decrepid winter limps away = 262 Farewell yelove enchanting ſhades « < 
Lefend my heart, ye virgin powers . 36 Far ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom K 
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Fill your glaſſes, 
Fire flies your eyes 


Fill me a bowl, a might bowl 
Fill, O goddeſs, fill my breaſt 


banidh grief « 


= - a6 
9 7 0® 


Flatt'ring hopes our mind deceiving... . 
Flow, murmuring river flo 
Flew, thou regal purple fiream 


0 © I © 3 ES 9 


Fly, fly, to yon vale, other paſtimes purſue 


Fly, ſoft ideas, fly, "that neither tears 


Fly ſwift, ye minutes, haſte away 
Follow a ſhadow „ fill it flies you . 
For ever, fortune, wilt thou prove. 
Forgive, fair creature, form'd to pleaſe 
Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong. 
Fer me, ve fair a wieath has wove. 
For Phillis I figh and hourly die 
For ſafety my flocks ſeek the plain 


Forſaken my pipe and my crook , 


For the brook and the willow . 
Fortune's like a tight or ſlip ſhoe . 


.» 
Fiy ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Camus receive 


„ 


For twice twelve-month's, had Harry ſued 


For various purpoſe ſerves the fan 
Free from ſorrow, free from ſtrife . 
Free from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife 
Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon . 
From all uneaſy paſſions fre: 
From College I came . . . 
From flow'r to flow'r the butterfly . 


Erom morning till night, and wherever I go 


From Paphos, fam'd of old, I come 
From place to place forlorn 180 
From filent ſhades and t 
From ſoft deluding tales af love. « 
Fl om ſweet, bewitthing tricks of love 
From the court to the cottage convey | 
"Fr rom the face of the fun the miſts, 


"From the man that I love tho' my heart 
Ftom tyrant laws and cuſtom free . 


Full of dreams of r . 


| *GCainft the deſtructive wiles of man 
Gay Damon wg fudicd my heart. 


e Elyſian groves. 
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ALPHABETICAL Taz: of the Soncs. 
Far leiter than light my. love flies 


Gay flatt' ring bopes the fancy warms 


321 | Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air 


— -- 


| 


| 


Gentle breezes waft him over 
Gentle Damon, ce:ſe to woo me 
Gentle gales, in pity beer 
Gentle maid, ah ! why ſuſpect me 
Gentle ſhepherd, ſooth my ſorrow 
Gentle youth, oh! tell me why 
Gently ſtir and blow the fire 
Gently touch the warbling lyre. , 
Give Tſazc the nymph who no beauty 


e „„ % 20 © Oo © 0: 


G:ve me but a wife, I expect not to find, 
Give round the wacd, diſmount, diſmount 


Give the toaſt, my good fellow 

Go, and on my truth relying . 
Gaddeſs of eaſe leave Lett"; brink , 
God ſave great Gearge our king 
Go, gentle breeze that tans the grove 
Go, go, thou falſe deceiver . 
Go high, go low, in eve ry ſtate «. 
Go, naughty man, I caa't abide you 


Good Damon, if you will you may . 


Good mother, if you pleiſe you may 
Good people all, both great and. ſmall 
Go, perjw'd youth, thou foe to truth 


Ga, plaintive ſounds, and to the fair 


Go, roſe, my Chlze's boſom grace 
Go, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot 
Co, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies 


Grant me, ye powers, a calm repoſe _ 


Grave fops my envy now betet . 
Great Cæ ſar once renown'd in war 
Great Love, I own thy power ſupreme 
Guardian angels, now * me. 


Had I a heart for falſhood fram d. 
Had I but the wings of a dove . 
Hail, Burgundy, thou juice divine. 


a 04200o 04a T7 4 36S 4 


Hail, Greenwich, crown'd with ſoft delight 


Hail, politeneſs, power divine 
Hail, thou ſource of thought diyine 


Hail, Windſor, crown'd with lofty tow'rs 


Hail, young ſpring, tne earth adorning 


Happy hours, all hours excelling , 


2 
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Happy the man, whoſe wiſh and care. 262] How can I again beheve you. 
Hark away ! "tis the merry ton'd horn 2 | How can you, lovely Nanny, thus cruelly 
Hark ! for ſure I hear the horns melodious 1 How chearful along the gay mee 
Hark ! from that cottage by the ſilent ftream 17 How cruelly fated is woman to woe . 
Hark ! hark ! jolly ſportſmen, while 21 | How fair is my lose OE. 
Hark hark ! o'er the plains what glad tumults 315 | How gentle was my Damon'sair « « 
Hark ! hark! the joy-inſpiring horn 1 How happy a lover's life paſſes . 
Hark ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb 234 | How happy a ftate does the miller poſſeſs 
Hark ! hark ye! how echoes the horn in the vale 5 How happy ſhould I be with either. 
Hark ! the birds begin their lay , 279 | How happy was I . . 
Hark the hollow groves reſounding « I 2 How happy was I my blithe Focky . . 
Hark ! the horn cal's W How happy were my das till now 
Hark ! the horn ſalutes the eaſt : » g | How hard is my fate 
Hark ! the huntſman's begun to ſound , 16 | How heavy the time rolls along . 
Hark ! the loud tuning horn bids . 17 | How impartial our art in 
Hauk! "tis I, your own true lover . 149 | How imperfe@ is expreſſion , n 
Haſte, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair 156 | How little do the landmen know , , 
Hafte, heav'nl+ nine, ye muſes, hafte . 222 | How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid , . 
Haſte, Lorenzo, hither fly . » a 96 | How pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes . 4 
Have ye ſeen the morning ſk y . 278] How pleas'd within my native bow'rs. , 
Hear me, bloom ing goddeſs, hear me 136 | How pleafingly glided the day „ . 
Hear me, ye nymphe, and ev'ry ſwa n 205 | How pleaſing's my Damon, how charming 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes « 355 | How prone the beſom is to ſigh , . 
Hence with care, complaint, and frowning 339 | How oft glides the ſtream the gay meadows 
Hence with caution, hence with fear. 177 | How flands the glaſs around , . , 
Here's to the maiden of baſhful fifteen , 322 | How (ſweet are the roſes of June . 
| Her hair is like a golden cles. , 226 | How (wee? a torment tis to love 
| Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe , 277 | How ſweet is the woodland with fleet hound 
: He's as tight a lad to ſee to 5 1 79 How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green . 
He, who a virgin's heart wou'd win 5 222 | How ſweet the freſhing gales of ſpring , 
His ferm by nature's hand was caſt . 372 | Huſh, every breeze, let nothing move 
Hiſt! hiſt! 1 hear my mother call. p 96 | Huſh, ye birds, your amorous tales D 
Hit her, Plæbus, turn your eyes > * | I 
Hither turn thy wandring eyes 370 | ama jolly huntſman , , « . 
Hither, Venus, with your doves , 5 210 | I am a poor ſhepherd undone . . 0 
Hone ſt lover, whoſoever 5 0 394 | I am a young maid , « , 5 
Hope and fear alternate ring. 383 lam a young ſhepherd, the pride of the plain 
Hope, thou ſource of every bleſſing 5 331 | Lam a youny virgin, who oft has been 
How blef# has my time been 130 I am marry'd and happy, with wonder 
How bleft the maid whoſe boſum . F 30 Ianthe, the lovely, the joy of my plain , 
How blithly ali the live-long day . « 255 | 1 afk not beauty quite complet 
How blithe wa» 1 each morn to fe j 28 I could never lufire ſee . - 3 
vw blithe within my native wild, . 247 | I crave not Gyge's boundleſs pow'r . . 
low brimful of nothing's the life of a beau 380 * 


7 . 


Indeed. ſor ſooth. a pretty youth. 
lo good King Charles's golden cays 


ALPHABETICAL Taztn of the Soncs. | 
In green wood ſhade or duet. * 


TI's. "OM man of ſenſe and ar 


If a daughter you bave, ſhe's the plague . 


If all the world and love were young 


If e' er I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love 


If ever a fond inclination . 

If ever, O Hymen, I add to th) tribe 

If ever thou didſt j joy to „ 
If I have fome little beauty . 
If I was a wife » . 


If love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment 


If o'er the cruel tyrant love 5 * 
If pure are the ſprings of the fountain 


If the whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe 


If that man is happy whoſe life is moſt free 


If the heart of a man is depreſs'd with care 
If the quick ſ irit of your eye 


If thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r 
If *tis joy to wound a lover 8 
If truth can fix thy wav"ring _ . 
If wine and muſic have the po 


If wine be a cordial. why —— it ; 46 LOR 
If you at an office ſolicit your due 


I have rambled, I own it 6 . 
I heed not while life's on the wing 


I have ſeriouſly weigh's it and found it but juſt 171 


J lately ſaw what now I fing . 
I like the man, whoſe ſoaring ſoul . 
I'll paſs no dull inglorious life 


Tu fing of my lover all night and al] day. 


I'n to ſome ſhady cool retreat . . 
I love, I doat, I rave with pain 


I love thee, by beav'ns! what can I 10 more 


I mace love to Kate. . 


I met in our village a ſwain rother day | 


I'm in love with twenty . 
Immortal powers canvey me where 
I'm not to be ftinted in love 

In all mankind's promiſcuous race 
In all the blaze and bloom of beauty 


In all the ſex ſome charms I find 


In a neighbourly way with a honeſt man | 


In a vale clos'd with woodbine 


—_ 
— 


ö = 
. 


5 


3! 
193 
229 
336 
396 
229 
324 


In hiſtory you may read 
2 infancy que hopes and fears - 


JE Lincoln's Fields there lives a laſs 
In love to pine and languith , 
In my pleaſant native plains , 
In pity, Celia, to my pain a 


Ia purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks 


In pu: ſuit of the fox and the hare 
In roſy bloom of ripen'd years . 


* 
* 


In Jacky Bull, when bound for France 


In ſearch of ſome lambs from my flocks 


In ſpring my dear ſhepherds, . 
In ſummer when the leaves are green 
[a the barn the tenant cock , 


In the bloom of her youth ſhall it ever be ſaid 
In the city of Płæbus a widow there dwelt 


in the golden barge we ride 


In the morn as I walk thro' the mead , 


In this ſhady bleſt retreat 
In tuneful numbers let me tell. 
In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt | 
In vain Lev'ry art eflay . 
In vain I ſeek to calm to reſt , 


la vain I try my ev*ry art Fr 
la vain you b d your captive live 
vain you te] your parting lover 


I pr'ythee ſend me back my beart 


I ſaid on the banks by the fream 
I faw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child 
[1 ſee it, Mira, know it well. 
I ſeek my ſhepherd, gone aſtray 
I ſeek not at once in a female to find 
I figh and lament me in vain , 


I tell thee, Charmion, could I time es 


I tell with equal grief and truth 
It is, I bellexe, next Hollantide eve 
It is not, Celia, in my pow'r , 
I told my nymph, I told her true 


9 * % „„ „ 


e 


once was a maiden as freſh as a roſe . 


I cambled about for a twelve m nth and more 


I told a ſweet damſel a tender ſoft tale 


I tofs and tumble through the night 
l travers'd Tudab's ba un ſai d 


* * % 3 
oo . 
—_ 
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J _ marry any mon but Sandy . 86 Lord ! what care I for mam or dad , 
y ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't geo | Love aſſerts his powerful reign 6 
| 4 wenches and drinks R 326 | Lovely maid, fair beavty's pride . 
: L. | | Lovely maid, now cesſe to langurſh . 
; Laſt Mi dſummer morn as I paſe'a 0 281 | Lovely nymph, alluage my anguiſh «. 
Laft Valentines day when bright Phoebus 6 | Lovely nymph, oh! ceaſe to grieve me. 
/ Late when love I 1teem's to ſlight . 242 | Lovely Pbillis, when 'thor'rt kind * 
Laughing Cupids bring me roſes . 340 Lovely virgins. in your prime. . 
Leave party diſputes, your attention I pray $3 | Lovely, yet ungrateful ſwain . . 
| | Let a ſet of ſober aſſes 326 | Love never more ſhall give me pan 
Let care be a ſlranger to each jovial foul 336 Love's a bubble, courting trouble . 
| Let court lovers pay adoration to crowns 373 Love's a dream of mighty treaſute . 
| Let coxcomhs boaſt of painted belles 231 | Love's a gentle, generous paſſion . 
f Ler fops pretend in flames to melt 301 Love's a pleaſinę, noble paſſion . 
| Let fuſty old grey beards of apathy boaſt 325 | Love's but the fraflty of the mind . 
Y Let heroes delight in the toils of war. 136 Love ſounds the alarm. . 
! Let letter'd bards fing lofty ſtrains , 280 Love! ſweet poiſon, torment pleaſing . 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe . 116 Love ! thou bane of ſoft content " "'S 
Let miſers hug their darling ſtore . 140 | Lo! what dreary darkſome morning 
Let others Damon: praiſe rehearſe + M 
11 Let poets praiſe the flowery mead 6 402 | Maidens, let ycur lover Jangui ſn . 
Let poets toll of ſhape and air. . 242 ) Mafter Jenkins ſmok'sd his pipe . 
Let rakes and libertines refign'd , 221 | Maſter J ommy's married . 0 
Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 341 May the ambitious ever find. » 
J Let the ambitious favour find. . 194 | Mirth, admit me of thy crew « . 
13 Let the ceclining damaſk roſe , . 242 Miſs Hande, when fair and yonng 
12 Let the gay ones and great . 5 | Viſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by a 
Let the grave and the gay 5 . 209 | Morte bright the ſun begins to dan 
: | Let the nymph ſtill avoid and be deaf 324 Mortals, learn your lives to meaſure , 
BE. - Let the ſlave of ambition and wealth . 14 My banks they are furniſh'd with bees 
1 Let the tempeſt of war. . 145| My Bey | is the blitheſt mail . 
| Let the waiter bring clean glaſſes 6 355 My blits too long my bride der ies * 
| | ? Let us fly to cooling bow'rs . . 4c7 | My bonry failor's to my mind 0 
Let vs laugh at the common diſfinctions 3510 My cautious mother tother day . 
4 Like my dear ſwain no youth you'd ſee 41 My Colin leaves fair Londoa town „ 
Little muſes come and cry . 366 My deareſt liſe, were you my wiſe . 
Live and love, enjoy the fair , 4 3s 5 My dear miftreſs has a heart ; 
Long at thy altar, god of love . 209 | My Dolly was the faireft thing . 
[ Long, Jong, I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd I find 88 My eyes may ſpeak pieaſute , 4 
Long time had Lyſander told Dapbne 334 | My fair has nature's charms alone”, . 
Long time Pye enjcy'd the ſoft tranſports 38 My fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray | . 
* Long time my heart has rov'd. . 220| My Fanny was as fair a maid . | 
Long young Jeckey toy'd and ſported . 81 My father and mother for ever * chide 
— Sir ! you ſeem 2 uncaly . 37] My — aud mother; ; what ail then 5 


— —D'ꝛé1: — — ——— 


* 


| AtruAzETIcAL Tast of the Soxcs. 
My former time, how briſk and gay 


. go No more ye ſwains, no more upbraid , 
Ay goddeſs Lydia, heav'n!y fair . 209} No nymph that trips the verdant plain 
My beart's my own, my will is free . 31} No ſcornful beauty e er ſhall boaſt , 
253]My Focky is fled from the plain . 69 No ſport to the chace can compare 
232]My Focky is the blitheſt lad , 0 39 No ſwain e er prov'd half ſo faithful , 
124\My Feany and 1 have toil'd . , 227 | Nat Celia that I juſter am . . 
23!\My laddie is gang'd far away . 75| Not long ago how blythe was T , . 
13*}My love was fickle once and changing 209 Not on beautics tranſient pleaſure . 
30 Fay miſireſs expects me and I will go to her 306 Now faintly glimm' ring in the eat , 
5 My mother cries, Betſy, be ſhy 6 Fl Now gilded greves with verdureclad » 
2085 y mother oft chides me and tells me. Now nature's beauties bloom around . 
4 4 y muſe inſpire me to impart . 241 | No woman her envy can ſmother . 
1<t{My name's Ted Blarney ! I'll be bound 378 | Now peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain 
3* [My Nancy quits the rural train R 243 | Now Phoebus finkerh in the weſt " 
23" [Myrtilla demanding the aid of my pen 215| Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds , 
59\My paſſion in vaio I attempt , . 220 | Now's the time for mirth and glee . 
20NMy Peggy is a young thing 161 | Now ſummer approaches . 
339 My pride is to hold all mankind . 67 | Now the hill tops are burniſh's _ 
89 My roving heart has oft with pride 243 | Now the ſnow-drops lift their heads , 
28 — is the ſweeteſt ſwain . 90 Now the ſun is gone to bed a 
[My ſhepherd is gone far away . . 47 | Now the woodland choirifts fing . 
50% Silvia is the blitheſt laſs . 243 | Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away , 
57 Ny ſweet pretty Megg, you're as ſuft as a bog 221 | 0 | 
3" My temples with cluſters of grapes 32327 O0 Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 6 
2 "My time, oh ye muſes, was happily ſpent 1730 Bey, wilt thou gang with me 
: 7 wife ſhe died laſt Saturday night 401 | Odds my life! ſearch _—_ over 
3 3 — YT O'er deſart plains and ruſhy meers , 
1 By any blu ſhes when I woo her . 253 | O'er moorlands and mountains rude , 
feature gave all creatures arms. , 375 | O'er the lawns, up the hills as with ardour 
a meandring river's fide . . 216| O'er the ſeas my love is failing . 
Nera thick grove whaſe deep A 299 | Of all my experience how vaſt the amount 
lar the fide gf a fiream there liv'd . 220 | Of all the ſwains around the Tweed , 
© Nesteſt of pretly feet for dancing . 203 | Of all the various ſtates of life . 
Never till now I knew love's ſmart , 204 | Oft had I laugh d at female pow's , 
© fight and day the anxious lover , 373 | Of thy ſex the faireſt . . 
icht aſſumgs her gloomy reign . 297 Of woman to tell you my mind >. 
I Might reigns around in lleep's ſoft arms 297 | Oh! could the various power of ſound 
1 ight to lover's joys a friend , - 9! Oh! Damen, ſtill you ftrive in vain 
2: No glory I covet nor riches I want 174 | Oh! give me that ſocial delight . 
No more along the daified mead . 75 | Oh greedy Midas! I've been told . 
21 Na more of my Harvigt, of Polly no more 188 Oh had I been by fate decreed i 
14 No more ſhall meade be deck' d with fow'rs 133 | Oh ! had my love ne er ſmil'd on me 
174No more the feſtive train I'll join > 281 | Oh! happy hour, all hours excelling 
Po morothe gay freney of delight 197 Oh!] hear me, kind and gentle ſwain 
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g T fair bank a gentle youth a 
Ob ! how ſhall 1 in language weak | pt 4 | == — gentle Stour, when I breath 11 1 
Oh! how to bid _ es 00 ; 38 Oons, neighbour ! ne er bluſh'd for a trifle 8 
Ohl how vain is ev ry bleſſing 0 p Toe Our elaſſes, waiter, once again ſupply 328 
1 harmx Our reck ning we've paid, here's to all . $00 
Oh! how would 33 hat ſacted c x F Ove wives at heme; your hullflad yeud 323 

h ! let me unreſ-rv'd declare . 25 20 

= Seo | chow bite fo 23 b "Wy — Out of ſight ate the W boys | 
Oh! never be one of thoſe fa y fe 5 a 4 307 
Oh Sandy] why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to 3 3 e biene . os 

Ohl take this wreath my hand has * A bs 4 | Philire's charts poor” Dintne wal f I57 
Ob ! tell me ye ſhepherds, that live on the 2 Phillis, 1 pray, what did I fay 3 
irren — Phoebus meaner themes 4iſdaining . 
Ob! the little god of love . 25 "Pho! pox o this nonſenſe, I pry "thee give o'er 28 
. A ²˙ ¹rNàÄ 5 
r ſe 0 296 | Pr'ythee, Suſan, what doſt muſe on 8. 
* — how 1 — "hoes welcome 76 | Purſuing beauty, men deſery 3: if 

we come, 7 6 ſk bo 1 5 75 8 9 
Oh! what a change ia my fortune is this 49 | ay the bumpers about” "Ro 3 740 
Oh! what joy does r 4 e N 4 R — 
Oh! what picaſures will aboun . dM N 328 
FF 88 — of Celia to fing 168 
OI Ry Op ou h 18 Riſe, rife, brother bucks, ſee how ruddy 13 
Oh! wouldſt thou know what ſacred charms 9 — cd > 997 f aten, r 
Ohl why ſhould we ſorrow who never knew fin 59 ule, Jou ip 
purges eee 64 Say, cruel Iris, pretty. cakes 2 * * 186 ; 
On a bink, beſide-a willow ; e — kerle, fooliſh, flutt'ving l 37 81 
= 27 f Goa 5 353 | 87, N ſyrag wn is. gentle love „„ 87 
On by the pur of valour g . g : 
Once the Go2s of the Greeks, at 4 mote 325 — Coliz t me, I've 8 — in * 103 Se 
22 — — 0 3 —— ; _ — my uncle, I pray now diſcover 248 80 
One d at her toilet, a 55 ; 8. 
F we on, nb 
One Midſummer morning, when nature , | + fell we 148 5 
r _ k * og. why and the pore BA —_ wn 355 : 
One night, having noch lag to do, nor to drink 345 tr ron wok ney" —— : — 8. 

On Errick's banks, in a fummer's aight 2 : 7 Sex M, a, the Sm; and 8 9 7 
CEOIRRIITS Sram, wo 

a every tree in 2M 5 0 

2 r 5 106 boa = _—_ A agar riſe Y | 8 th 
On My er ble, — livdin the dale — 3 4 — ds — * 27 3 
On old n $ or EY Ss ©» . , ome ot 2 . 
On pleaſure e ſmooth wing how old time 129 See, * _ ow ivy i" I S 5 
on Tay's greeg banks I'll boldly tel at "a5 you — lovely * 


— ass of the Sores. | 


1 zog returns, the iguns advance 297 
* ing JON all tbings gay =» 9 
236 $ your guns, my hearts of oak 321 
— 3 . 235 
J2 rags, trepbog aroſę t early gawn „ 281 
2 — herds, I have 1 phon has faſhign, wit — youth 6$ 
p25 N 5IM gre, wþien en fee ms fy 63 

* trephon wqo me now of never . 56 

107 ure. laſs in — [r the age 1 —.— 4.6 

| * N epherd was ton tur me 1 

103 ho that 1252 2 wins 9 ally is the lovelieſt laſs 5 128 
137 — 5 972 of Ki ==" 38 Gia, thy hopeleſs paſhon {mother . 250 
218 — ilt than . E meet are the charms of her I * . 2 
v3 b 12 56 $weet bud, to Laura t boſom go 
32 —— pg „ 57 weet Echo, ſweetet nymph, 8 Iieſt * 3 83 
1 e artifty net ke —— +4 te El of fame. 124 | Sweeteſt of _ maids, let Cyfid.incline the 24.3 
306 jnce at laſt I amfres, ©» , 3 346 | $weet $meer mere i th e lovelie flower 51 
18 e Enpacaught . * N | the _—_ io May 76 

hag cg 3 

4 221 pom meg e no f 4 Talk no more of dove to . 83. 
124 Since I feel I am growing old 40 Take, oh ! take thaſe lips away . 250 
5s  Sioce Jenny tbipks reap ber heart's bu 307 | Tax my topgue, it is.a he - 105 
* Siace Kathjcen hes prov's (0 ynzue, 399 Teach me, ye nine, to ſing of tea . 389 
13 Sigce loſt tp peace gf mine ©, » — Tell me, cruel Cupid, tell me . 44 
0 Since love 3» the plz If — Z 32 me, Jes have you ſeen 0 38 

| 1217 hien . hut a me, lovely ſhepherd, where . d 

186 2 weet — 2 — * 22 Teil me no more I am deceiv'd / . 288 
37 8 they ſaw me-aJage with » (main. | Tell me no mere at pointed darts . 65 

95 jace waglock 5 in yogye and ale Wmigiass 26 Tell ae n 3 gy tame miſpend — . 22 

42 ce you ee ——2 „ 444 Tell my Scepbam that I die . 4 

A ge p, thou bal af 29 Tull not me af your roſes and lilics 212 

* Saft breathing, the. zephyrs . 37% Tel, oh! gell my lover true n ca 

48 Sottly. ſound the marti ial trumpets 0 a 36 Tal me when, incouſtant lover =) 226 

7 Soft pleaſing gains, unknown before 146 Tender virgins, ſh un deceivers 5 

5322 Sehen my ſpindle I miflaid 76 That I might nat be glagued with the nonſenſe 

143 Same love tg range, ſo fond af * 422 That Fenry's my. — my delight 127 

355 Same ag jo praiſe of a friend ar a glaſs 3$6 | That intle rogu vow . 108 

"25 Sons of Ogean, fam'a in Rory . 319 | That May day of life is far pleaſure b 22 

* Son as the buſy day is Ser . $77 | That the werld is a ſtage, and the ſtage 30 
oy group as he ſun begins to . 291 The bird that hears her neftlings cry „ 128 
x2 than I'll my 9 . 53 | The dl.thefl hid that ings in Moy , 114 

*39 Sole, who in gay circles ye 222 The hlaoming damfſel whoſe drferce 175 

> 4 Sans d, ſound, the brifk hora . 2 | heb 3 Os now __ the motn 23 
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1 
The breed came forth frae the bairn 1 
"The card invites, in crouds we'fly , 7 
The cards were ſent, the muſes came 


The chace was oer, Aon fought a feat 1 
The court is a fountain of honour and fame 363 


The crimſon morn bids hence the night 306 | Then hey for a frolicfome life To it 
The duſky night rides down the ſky . " 22 | The nobleſt heart like pureſt gold 2 5 

The early horn ſalutes the morn . ©. 4 | The nympl that I love mn was as chearful - - mh 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 3 | The patriot in the fenate burns Rs. 


The faithleſs Theſcus ſcarce had got on board 303 
The farmer's dog leapt over the flile - * 209 
The fatal hours are wond'rous near 
The feſtive board was met 


The fields now are looking ſo ga '43 
The fields were green, the hilis were gay 27 
The — e and drum found merrily . 103 
The of love fincere I felt . +: 
The fool that is wealthy is fore of a bride 151 
The fragrant lily of the vale . 149 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride 125 
The gentle primroſe of the vale ._ 208 
'The gentle ſwan with graceful pride 140 
"The glitr'ring ſun begins to riſe 2 
The goodneſs of women ſome men will diſpute I'22 


The great dolles are noble and proud let em be 364 


The happy moments now are near 427 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt , 155 
The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are clear © 345 


The hounds are all out and the morning doespeep 17 

The kind appointment Celia made 
The lark proclaĩm' d return of morn 
The lark s thrill note a wakes the morn 
The laſs of Patie's mill .* 3 
The laſs that would k now how to manage 
Ihe lat time I came o'er the moor 


. 2 
The lily and the bluſhing roſe = 
Ihe little bark by — toſ d. 366 
The lovely Delia ſmiles again ” 289 
- The lowland lade. think they are fine 40 


The man, who for life . 
The man, who in his breaſt conveing EE: 
+ The mind of a woman can never Is 
The miſer thus a Hilliog ters-- - 
The month of Sc tenibræ 


„ 
* 
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The ſpring newly dawning Invites erty flow'r 3 
-\ The ftag through the foreſt : 

The tory goes that fifter Bee 

The ſummer, gay delightful ſcene - ; 

The ſummer was over, my-flocks s 

The ſua from the eaſt tips the mountain 


}The-fwain * 


— 


ieee Tir of the Sons; 


The morning freſki;/the funin en- GG 
| The motaing is charming, n 58 


The morning n 
The new flown birds, the ſhepherdv fing | 
Then farewell, ay im- built wherry * 


The pleaſures of x lady's ſmiles 225 
The poachers for — who damſels LF 380 
The ponderous cloud war black and los 288 
The pride of all nature was fegt Willy O 38. 
The pride of every grove I choſe * 

The proſpect clear d, around is _ 
There is one dark and fullen hour ' 
There was a jolly miller once 

There was a maid and ſhe went to the mill 
There was an old man, and tho” its not common 39 
There was once it is ſaid, 
The rooks in the neigh bring grove 
The ruddy morn blink'd o'er 2 2 
The roſy morn, with crimſon —_ 
The ſages of old * 
Theſe mortals ſay right. 4.0 ; 
The ſhepherds, who rove the — | 
The filver -moon'senamout'd beam 
The ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright 
The ſimmer it was ſmiling, nature ound 
The ſluggiſh morn, as yet undreſt 43 
The ſmiling morn, the bloomiag fpring 121 
The ſmiling plains, profulely $7 150 
The ſportiman goes out with his dog nnd his gun + 
The ſprightly horn awakes the mbrn ” 


. '. 
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The fun juſt — Be woe * 15 f 
| The fun now er onder hill E 
Tbe ſun was funk * the hill © 
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Aires Toms 
56 $ — . 2 
8 . 
83 . © 
1 2 
44 222 i dog 838 
* weſfern y was purpled or. 272 
<4 e whiſtling p hails nn 10 
88 The winter's dreary ſcene i Ger 134 
7 The woodlark” whiffles the grove 160 
7 The world my r Mira, is of deceit. 132 
b The youth, 5 I to fave would die 4 
5 They ſay me an echo here 8 
Think, m „ how delay >. 6 223 
Tbiak, think within my breit 160 


This is « petit. maitre's day 


69 O- 8 


Tho' cauſe for ſuſpicion js 
Tho* Che out © — 
Tho cruet you ſeem to 


ww ov 


Thv' envious old age — fret to impal 


Tho“ Flavia to my warm defire 


|, Tho" my features, I'm told 
Tuo prudence may preſs me 
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Tho' fill fo young and ſearee fi ſteen 
The* the winds are whifiling round me 
Thou tanft not boaſt of fortune's ſtofe 
'Thoughrleſs of all but love and you 
Thou rifing ſun, whoſe gladſoine ray 
Thou ſerting fun that calls my fair . © 
Thou ſoft-flowing Avon, by thy filver ſtream 
Tho' women, tis true, are but tender 
Three lads contended for my heart 
Thrice lov's Conflantia, heavenly tir 
ö Through all the profeffions in ton 
TREE the . w find me a TY 


Pecan a he have wake d 25 
This world is 5 fair, where the croud is bent 


* . * 
* 


d 


Tho' fromm plate to place Var ranging 

Tho his'paſfion in filence the youth 
Tho” man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway 

 Tho' my drefs as my matiners is ümple and | 
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437 
107 


239 


275 
357 
213 
142 
175 
349 
232 


$1 
109 
137 
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Thy ors origin divine, I ſee _ . 
i one} Wy ate Nair "H 
TR > ruremooth ay, nay pe 0 


a twelvemoath ago, nay perhaps _ 
done, I've rais'd a rural po . 
E ſor 4 to — «ry 
"Tiz not my Party's ling eyes 
*Tis not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eye: 
"Tis now, fince I ſat down before. 
"Tis the birth-day of Phillis, hark! 
Tn woman that feduces all mankind 
Ta Anacreon in heav'n, where he ſat 
| To a ſtage coach we aptly may liken 


Ta court at one time three young maics . 


To curb the will with vain pretence 
To eaſe his heart and own his flame 

Ta eaſe my heart I own n'd my flame 

| To excel in bon-ton, both as genius 
To fly like bird from grove to. grove . 
To Handel" pleaſing notes as Chlve ſung 
To hea] the ſmart a bee had made 
To hear the jar of noiſy war ky 
To keep my gentle 7, . 

Ta little or no purpoſe I ſpent many days 


make the moſt of fleeting time 
Too late for redreſy, and too ſoon tor 
Too long a giddy wand'riag youth . + 


To Phillis and Chloe and all the gay 
To pleaſe me the more and to change 

| To resſon, ye fair ones, aſſert your 
To ſheepſhear, my. boys, pige and * 
To figh und cbmplin 

To peak my ming of womenkind . . 
To ſpeal, my muſe, ſweet Charlatte 


To tell you the truth . » 


344 
250: 


„„ . . 


T4 the chains ee Ie me” 28 
| 216 6M 


Tas 1 and like a Tack, with my davis 
ſhafts unerring move _ iS 


Ta. chaſe o'er the plain the fox or the hare | 


To court me. young Colin came many a mile. 


To make the man kind and keep true | 


| Too plaing dear youth, thoſe tell tale eyes 


8 


To take in good part the ſqueeze &f the hand 


—— 


ii ; | Atvwmadtricir TanLt of the Soites, 
To thee, eh gentle flee} atbhe 


"een | What — — „ fd 

T'other day as I fat in the Gedntore fade 6 What fate the bro hing r 

Tother day in the ſtrawberry vale , «. | What harm in ſo firiple & tditen of fore. 
To the woods 1 love to go * 6 _ ps c_ N . 74 8. 0 
To try her ſhepherd onee a ar oe 318 t is a pier, $i Sie _—_ . 
Tranſported wy joy, with a heart . What is Chlce to 45 b 17 71 2 the fair » 
Torn, gentle hermit of the dale What! is he gong? and A it be? . 
 *P'was at the gate of Calas What meant this loud tumult 3 
Twat in that ſeaſon 3 What med' cite cui foften the * » 
"Fwas in the dead of tight bon after 3 ==] put off with one dedial "RT 
Nou not Belinda's face, tho" fair +. aefs reigns over the T3 
*T was when the feas W e . What's s 2 p6or ſimple cow © «© o» 
What ſhepherd or nymph of thegrove «. 


Vain are the charms of Shire and red 
Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour . 8 
Viainly asc ye ſfrive to charm me What though the blooming 8 year « 
Fus, beaufeous queen of love What various colgurt deck the bo 
Vitgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre 336 | What virgin or fiepher@ in valtey or * 


W hat ſoff pretty things bk by night * day 4 
What think yoo, my maſters . 


Virtue bids us conquer paſſion » «© 362 | When all the Attic fits was fled 
Vows of love ſfrould ever bind 5 45 When a lover'sin the Wind 
Plcan, contrive me 9 3 335 | When April wik'd the dawn 


: When a tender maſd is firſt effay'd . 
Waft, Oh Cupid | to Erander , When Bacchus, jolly god, invites , 
Waft to her ears, kind gentle breeze „ 214 When beauty on the lover's ſoul 


as e er poo: fellow ſs ptagn'd with a vixen 237 | When Bibo thought t from this world 
Was | a hepherd's maid to keep 


ee wopnonennds, 


What dezütenus ſceries enchant my ſight. 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe . 


When courted by Ser ber what pains 
—— nts So frowi . 
What Cato advan. moſt certainly wiſe is 


— and violets blue . 


LS 47 | When bickerings Bot 
Was I ſure a life to lese 53 | When bluſhes dyed the cheek of morn | ' 
Was love 2 ſweet paſſion „„ „„ aw bright Roxana treads the green h 
Wis Nanny but a rurat mail. 133 When Britain firſt at heav'ns command W h 
Wi er parted from the tea „ When Britain on her ſea girt ſhore In 
We all to conq'ring _— bow « „ 246 en Britnin's queen on A!bicrs land /h 
+ Welcome, friendly gleam "of night. « 353 | When by the g-atly gliding ftrezm b 
We'll drink, and we'lf never have done. 4330 | Whence comes it, neighbour Dick « WI 

Well met, joliy fellows, weil met , 342 | Whence comes my love, oh ! muſe, diſcloſe þ 
Were I 2s poor as wretch can be 6 | When Celia chants the rural lag 
We three archers be >: „ en charming Teraminta fings « « T 
What a chatming thing's a —_—.-: 4 n chearful day begins todawn © » 
What a lover ls he. that has notbing , en chilling winter hies away « ©» * 
What art'outward forts and ewe When Chlve firſt with blodicing charms « | 
What bard, oh ! time diſcover . ' When Chloe we © . 

. | 
- 
” 


* 

0 

When firſt 1 ſaw wy Dies fs +» 
* 

0 


When Fhra der the garden firay'd - 


When here; Lucindsd, firſt we came . 


SSIS 818335838 


Delia on the pia appeies + « 


| hen Jewy mere on weod-berme bein 
N hene'er I-meet wy. Gaia yen 4 
den evening tales elder. vuval groves 4 


ken Fanny, blooming nr 


When Fanny I ſaw as I try d the green 
When Fan ts id was growing - 


ben firſt am Arran e 
hen firſt Aurora gies che eaffern bills 


When firſt I ſaw thee gracefeb nhove 
When firſt I ſought fair Cala love 
When firſt my gay eddie gude to the green 
den firſt my er 


hen firſt the youth hie feers farſfook = 
hen firſt this humble roof E 
ben firſt thy foft Hips ! but tien den 
hen firſt Yaneſſa's blvorning f. 
hen firſt y0 woo'd u to comply 


hen fragrant bloom: of yettow broom | | 
ben gentle Celia firſt I En. 
den gentle Hayride friſt I f 


. 


hen lavreclis ſweet and yellow broom , 
Then, lovely maidy with — — 


Whe 
2 * 
1 l 2 2 


——— ys wats owes; : 


403 
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192 hon — Pbiinis tuner the ny 
n lo woman t6 f 
When lovers for —— 
70% When madam, her day 18 2 7 
Wien M. LIES — 6p — . 
When mighty way frat! 
When Mall ſmiles bevent her — 5 
When mora with perpbe ſtreu les the Mies 
4 — my here in c appears - « 
When o'er the b, # en % 
Wen once Lin Pn Rvey's. 
When one love's fabets poiſon giine 
When peace hers Wis feighlny - 
493} When Phæbus begins te peeps Ger de hills 
112} When PD the tops of the hills 4er ar 
96 When Placmda's beautier uppen 
66] W hen primroſe fwen bedecles the year 
When real joy we miſe e 
| When able night en dweoping plant 
When Sappbo tun d Me raptar'd frtin 
When ſnow defends a tober the dein 395 
When Sol from te deft dad umi? 15 
When Strephon the rover to Phi, zd ved 26 
When ſummer comes, the frafnt a. Troced 2 


75 


1 


g oy 
5 
6 


4% 
372 


12 
112 


* 
3 


© © + © 0 


hen hope was quite fon in deſpair | When ſwallows lay their eggs in 04 
ben 1 awake with painful brow « When the bright gd of diy . a 4 _ BS | 
den | beheld you alt divine , When the don Suſe of of tay pals = 55 
When I behol@ at verns) de When the early cock crows & & 6. 
When I drain the roſy bowl , 373} When the hated merni#y's light _ 6. he — 5 
When I enter'd my teens, and flung play things 1 12 When the head of oor Tenn i dro; 379 
ſhen I ſee my lingeith | gs: * 6 113 When tne maid dm we love - + 375 
hen 1 forvey thee, matchfeſs fal- « #23] Vhenthe | | | 
Vhen I think on year hjs̃ k + 135 When the nymphs were contettdinng 6 
When I'was a young one whit gt. "L 2 | When the roſy mn ipptaritys « 396 
hen I was of 2tenddage  « 404 When the ſheep 7e ia the fauls 5 «+ 93 
hen I was youngy the” now wm old 7, A When the ſhepherds fesk eo 0 63 
den Femmy fir ſh digit to n. When the tees are all beat not a leaf to be ſeen 137 
Nhen 775 {mil'dy her 88 5k. + £246} When the trumpets firilt notes « 408 
en — forſake the flow'vy pain $5 Wies ter under mind's ere 45 
hen laſt we parts@ e the plaid  » When vijeuts ver the endes die 112 
Nhen late a fimple sud, lafs 0 When unrelentimz fates dvdiin 5 
den late I wande&r's & er the ps When war's alarme entice my NY 1 


When winter o'erſhadows the ſcente = 


” 


ALPHABETIC 
When yau meet.a lovely creature 
When your beauty appears | 
mature to manhood grew . 
going and all the day long 
Where ig pleaſure, tell me where ” 
Where new- mown-hay on banks of Tay 
Where thall a. love-fick virgin find 
ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter 
Where's my ſwain fo blythe and clever 
Where the blithe bee ber honey ſips 
e jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r 
Where the light cannot pierce in a grove 
e murmuring river 
Where virtue incircles the fair 
Wheg, where, dear maid, ſhould' ſt 
Which is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay - 
While abſent from the ſwain I love 
While beaus, to pleaſe the ladies, write 
While bloſſoms ceck each verdant ſpray 
While happy in my native land 
- While her charms my thoughts employ 
While I'm at the tavern quaffing 
While I figh'd. with idle care 
While on earth's ſoit lap deſcending 
While on my Cbh/ce's knee I ſat 
While others barter eaſe for ſtate 
While others trip the new-fall'n ſnows 
While ſervile ſcribblers take the pen 
While the lads in the village 
While you, Felicia, heedleſs fray ß 
While you, my fair one, ſure to pleaſe , 
Whit I m caroufing to chear up my ſoul 
Whilſt I gaze on Cha, trembling 
Whilſt on torbidden fruit I gaze 
Whilft on thy dear boſom lying 
Whilſt other men ſing of their goddeſſes 
Who's know the ſweets of li 
Who has e'er been at Jaldoch muſt needs know 188 
Wpbo has e er been at Paris muſt needs know 392 
Who'll buy a heart, Myrtilla cries . . 
Whathirſt for more knowledge 
Who upon the o0zy. beach 


Who, who is his that Rxlkes 


When youth 
Whereas I'm 
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219 


187 
2279 
113 
34 
100 
$3 
45 
2383 
2385 


174 


a . 145 
thou forſake 215 


304 
406 
127 
304 


366 


21 


kt Tanrs of the SonGs: 
Why nt peed. 
195 Why, Colin, muſt your. 

Why, cryel creature, why' fo bent We: "1 
Why, Dam, wilt then firive in vais 
| Why _— my fond — wy „ 
Wh 3 , Ralph. VE 
Fs Jo lose, ſhould I 
Why ſhines the mopn with ſilver-ray 
Why ſhopld we of humble ſtate - 
Why ſleeps my ſoul, my love ariſe 
Why we. love, and why we hate 
Why will Florella, when I gaze 
Why will you my paſſion reprove. . 
Why will you plague me with your pain 
Why with fighs my heart is ſwelling . 
Will you go to the.ewe-bughts, Marion 
Wine, wine, ip the moraing 
With me joy, yeinymphs and wanne 
— a chearful old — merry old ſong 399 

ith artful voice, young 7 N . 
With Delia ever could 1 9 
With doubts and fears for her I love 
With harns and with hounds I awaken . 
With joy and mirth our vallies rung 
With Phillis how. oft have I firay'd 
With Phillis PlI trip o'er the mead - 
With Phils I ſought the woodbine 
320| With Phæbe wherever I go a 
With Phebus I often aroſe «» 
With ſweet looks and words ſo tender 
With ſwords on their thighs the hold yeomen 
With the man that 1 love was | deſtined - 
With the pride of the garden and the field 
With tuge'u] pipe and merry glee. - . 
With women and wine I defy er 
| Wit, love, and reputation walk d 
Woe betide each tender fair 
Woman ſhould be wifely kind 
Wouldſt thou all the joy receive 
Would you a female heart inſpire 
Would you obtain the gentle far 
36] Would you taſte of freedom's charms , 

Weuld ypu wiſh to gaia a lover 
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Ye nymphs, whoſe ſo ſter ſouls approve 34 
Ye nymphs, who to the throne of love 245 
Yes, Damon, yes, I can appiove - 300 
Fes, Delia, tis at length too plain 120 
Ves, faireſt proof of beauty's power 192 
Yes, Fulvia, is like Venus fair - 244 
Ye ſhepherds, give car to my lay - 273 
Ve ſhepherds, ſo chearful and gay = 270 
Ve ſhepherds. who firay with my ſwain 293 
es, I'm in love, I feel it ox - 136 
Ye lluggatds, who murder your life time 12 
Ve ſons of the bottle attend to my muſe 305 
Ye ſportimen al} 5 13 
Ye ſport ſmen draw near. & ye fportſwomen 19 
Yes, the is fair, divinely fair - 155 
Ye ſwains that are courting = = 171 
| Yes, theſe are ihe ſcenes where with Iris 134 
Tes, yes, | own I love toſee | = 345 
| Yer awhile, ſweet ſleep, deceive me 79 
TC verdant woods, ye chryftal fireams | 31 
Ye virgin powers, My heart defend 98 | 
Ye virgins attend = > Fa 374 
Ye virgins of Britain who wiſely attend 12 


. 


ALYtaSaTicat Tavis of the Soncs, 7 
Ye beauties; or ſuch as would beauties 


Ye belles and ye flirts 3 


- 131 

Ye blitheſt lads and laſſes gay - 54 

Ye chearful virgins have ye ſeen - 153 

Ye chryſtal fountains ſoftly flix 35 

Ve fair, be advis'd by a friend — 382 
Ye fair, poſſeſe d ot every charm = 125 

Ve fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle 126 
Ve fair, ye lovers, at my call = 373 
Ye gales, that genily wave the fea 94 

Ye gentle gales that fan the air . 244 

Ye gods, ye gave 10 me a wife - 150 

Ye happy nymphs, whoſe harmleſs hearts 100 

Ye little loves that round her wait 196 


Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex 337 
Ye mortals whom trouble and forrow attend 330 


Ye mortals who ſearch for content 376 
Ye nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join 1 $7 
Ye nymphs of the plain who once ſaw 283 

e nymphs, tis true, to Colin's ſtrain $2 


Ve nymphs, who fait Parnaſſus fummit throng 305 


Ye warblers, while Strepbon I mourn 


54 
Ye Warwlckfbire lads and ye lafſes +» 333 
Ye zephyrs, come flutter and play = 40 
You aſk me in vain of what ile — 99 
You bid me ny jovial companions forſake 319 
You gave me laft week a youry linnet 206 
You goes that round fair Celia wait 244 


You imauvdent man, you - - 08 | 
You know I'm your prieſt and your conſcience 399 


You may ſay what you will but Belmda 182 
| You meaner beauties of the niht 184 
Voung Arabella, mama's care - 235 
Young Colin, having much to ſay 377 
Young Calin proteſts I'm his joy and delight 47 
Young Calin ſeeks my heart to move 61 
Young Colin ſought my heart to gain 99 
Voung Colin to our cottage came - 44 
Young Colin was the bonnieft ſwain 289 
Young Damon long had lov'd 3 318 
Young Damon ſtri ves my love to gain 99 
Young I am, and fore afraid - 34 
Young I am, and yet unſkill'd - 64 
Young Joly, blith at early dawn ©« 95 
Young Focky ſought my heart in vain 34 
Young Focky who teiz'd me a twelvemonth 111 
Young Lubin was a ſhepherd boy = 371 
Young man, young man E2 7 
Young Molly who lives at the foot of the hilt 158 
Young Patie blames me ev'ry day 408 
Young Polly was the blitheft maid =» 245 
Young Roger he courted me for a whole year 109 
Young Strepbon, a ſh-pherd, the pride 111 
Young Strephon, pride of yonder plain 116 
Young Strepbon, the artful, the dangerous 5 
Young Thirſis, ye ſhepherds, is gone 113 
Your wiſe men all declae . 363 
You ſay at your feet that I wepft 133 
You ſay ſhe's fair, tis no ſuch matter 245 
You fay what charm in Nancy's face 180 
You tell me 'm handſome, i know not 42 
You tell me my Chloe inconſtant 2236 
Vou' ve not forgot, dear — mine 62 
Zovnds, Sir, then I'll tell you without 376 


- 
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A AM: WS Bs 
H ! Faſhion, wherefore doft thou fill 43 
Ah! roſe, forgive the handſevere 409 
Ah! where can fly my foul's trae love 421 
A linnet's neft with anxious care 409 
A plague of thoſe muſty old lubbers 423 
A roſe from her boſom has ſlray d — 419 
A roſe- tree full in bearing — 47 
A ſailor's life's a life of woe — 417 
Az I lean'd o'er the gate one midfummer eve 431 
As on yon village lawn I firay'd - 435 
Aſſiſt O thou God of the Vine - 437 
A tinker I am - - o 4 
Be till my heart, embrace thy chain 411 
Blow, Boreas, blow, and let ſurly the winds 427 
C 
Cold blew the wind, no gleam of light 410 
3 7 | D 
Dear image of the maid I love 412 
Dear is my little native vale — "oa 
Di#ild amiaſt the gloom of night ibid 
Driſted ſnow no more is ſeen - = 


E 
Encampaſe'd by an angal's s = = 473 


Fill high the bowl, an ample tide 415 
For tenderneſs form d in life's carly day 435 


Go patter to lubbers and ſwabs to you ſee 421 


| "'H 
Her mouth with a ſmile FF 4736 


I'm a votary to Bacchus, his godſhip adore 
Ik a ſailor would like a lubber appear 
| Imprefſt with every fond defire 
In am'roug mood young Strephon long 
In Charles the Second's merry days 
In gaudy courcs with aching hearts 
In vain to me the hours of eaſe 
I Gngthe Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe 
| I was, d'ye ſee, a waterman 


Muſic charms the raviſh'd ſoul 
My name's Tippy Bob i 


No more Ill court the townbred fair 
No ſport ta the ehace can compare 
| Now the bluſtering Boreas blows s 


oO flowing fountain ſhould'ft thou er 
O fortune how ſtrangely thy gifts, &c. 
Ot on the Thames's banks I fray 

| One ſummer's eve when Luna's beam 


Farewell to Old England, thy white cliffs adieu 423 Returnin 8 
ning fr | 


See the courſe throng'd with gazers, &c: 
Severe the pangs of lighted love 
Softly ſweet the minutes glide 

Stay, traveller, tarry 


| here to-night 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth was wy dear 


410 
411 
410 


412 


436 


433 
416 
413 
422 


Lawyers pay you with words and fine ladies, &c, 432 
Like mine to botch is each man's trade 
Little thinks the towniman's wife — 


438 
323 
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7 : | L W * i | 
Tell me babbling echo, why - - 412 | What is beauty but a flower 41 
The day is departed, and round fromthe cloud 428 | When Arthur firſt in court began * 417 
The midnight moon ſerenely frailes + We bipeds made up of frail clay - 425 
The _— climb'd t hill —— — leq threaten wide 413 
The morning ſmil'd ſerenely gay 3 5 | ia on the plain appears — 432 
The — ſtill and air ſerene I When firſt 1 ſaw the village maiden - 414 
The ſable - clad curtain's undrawn * wid | When firſt on the plain I began to appear 435 
The fun ſets in night, and the ftars, &c. | When firſt I began, Sir, to ogle the ladies 4620 
The topſail lle, the waving bark unmoors When firſt the fatal news arriv'd. - 437 
' The twias of Latona, fo kind to my boon | When 1 was at home 1 was merry and friſky 421 
- (i The wealthy fool, with gold in ftore - When it is night, and the mid watch is come 429 
Tue wind blew hard, the ſea ran high - 42 | When night her ſahle curtain drew 414 
Tho' Bacchus may boaſt of his eure killing, &c. 414 | When on Cleora's form 1 gaze — 424 
To hear a ſweet goldfinche's ſonnet - 420 | When the fancy-ſtirring bol! 4 
"Twas in the good ſhip Rover - - 418 | When Werter fair Charlotte beheld | 4 
'T was, gear a thicket's calm retreat - 425 | While o'er the bleeding corpſe of France 122 
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ing the molt rigid virtue; nor can the Gentlemen be more pleaſed by the porticula- 
attention ſhewn to the LADIES, than by the compliment we pay to their good ſenſer 


GENERAL HEADS. 
Hunting Songs 1 - 1 | Social and Convivial Songs 318 
Songs for Ladies 4 24 | Miſcellaneous Songs 361 


Songs for Gentlemen 118 New Songs fung in i784 402 


Paſtoral Songs = 258 Appendix to 1792 Incluſive - 404 


To the Ladies and Gentlemen of Great Brian 
O compile a volume of Songs for the entertainment of the Public, without 
offending againſt the laws of decency, has been particularly attended to; for 


the public gardens, and every place of muſical -entertainment, affords an ample 
range for ſelecting a pleaſing collection, both as ta muſic and words- It is too true, 


T which purpoſe ind uſtry alone was requiſite, In this refined ages the theatres, 


that the Public have been nauſeated with volumes of Songs, which are the difgrace * 


of our language. The general encouragement that has given to muſical en- 
tertainment, has naturally excited men of genius toexert their abilities in compoſing 
ſome very excellent pieces, and whilſt the ear is pleaſed with the harmony of the 
numbers, the heart is improved by the deli of the ſentiment. This Collection 
the Ladies may ſafely open, without the ſtart of a bluſh upon their cheek, or offend- 


by an omiſſion of all 1 t ribaldry. We are ſorry to ſee ſo many publications, 


that are equally a diſgrace to the underſtanding of the Publiſher, as an inſult on the _. 


judgment of the Public ; but of theſe it is ſufficient to ſay, 
Immodeſt words admit of no defence, 
For want of decency is want of ſenſe, | | | 
By this compilation we pretend to. no other merit, than having made a decent pro- 
viſion for the hours of mirth, by affording to every muſical perſon an n of 
turning to the moſt approved Engliſh, Sceech, and Iriſh Songs; and 1 
lection we have put into the hands of the Ladies and Gentlemen of this Country a 


chearful, entertaining Companion, we have every reafor to hope that our induſtry 


will not go unrewarded, but that we may truly ſubſcribe ourſelves, 
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( xxii ) 


GENERAL HEADS. 
I 


Hunting Songs Si Social and Convivial Songs 318 
Songs for Ladies ** 7 Miſcellaneous Songs 3861 
Songs for Gentlemey <- 118 New Songs fung in 1784 402 
Paſtoral Songs 2238 Appendix to 1792 Iacluſivxe 404 
Cantatss, Ke. - - 299 | | 


To the Ladies and Gentlemen of Great Britain, 


O compile a volume of Songs for the entertainment of the Public, without 

| | offending againſt the laws of decency, has been particularly attended to; for 
which purpoſe indultry alone was requilite, In this refined age, the theatres, 

the public gardens, and every place of muſical entertainment, affords an ample 
range for ſelecting a pleaſing collection, both as to muſic and words- It is too true, 


that the Public have been nauſeated with volumes of _ which are the diſgrace * 


of our language. The general encouragement that has been given to mufical en- 
tertainment, has naturally excited men of genius to exert their abilities in compoſing 
ſome very excellent pieces, and whilſt the ear is pleaſed with the harmony of the 
numbers, the heart is improved by the delicacy of the ſentiment. This Collection 
the Ladies may ſafely open, without the ſtart of a bluſh upon their cheek, or offend- 
ing the molt rigid virtue; nor can the Gentlemen be more pleaſed by the particula- 
attention ſhewn to the LADIES, than by the compliment we pay to their good ſenſer 
by an omiſſion of all indecent ribaldry. We are ſorry to ſee ſo many publications, 


that are equally a diſgrace to the underſtanding of the Publiſher, as an inſult on the 


judgment of the Public; bat of theſe it is ſufficient to ſay, 
| Immodeſt words admit of no defence, 
For want of decency is want of ſenſe, 
By this compilation we pretend to no other merit, than having made a decent pro- 
viſion for the hours of mirth, by affording to every muſical per ſon an opportunity of 


turning to the moſt approved Engliffs, Scosch, and Iriſh Songs; and if by this Col- 


lection we have put into the hands of the Ladies and Gentlemen of this Country a 
chearful, entertaining Companion, we have every reaſon to hope that our induſtry 
will not go unrewarded, but that we may truly ſubſcribe ourſelves, 
Their vy much obliged humble ſervants. 
The ProPnIsE TOMS, 
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. : 8 or Canaan ſuce is ? 
| The Man of Kzur. | The Dome i 2 by fame enroll'a, 
HEN Harald was invaded,, - © The church of erbury, . 
. And failing lot his crown, : | The hops, the beer, the chert ies there, 
And Norman William waded- | ; Ott ſerveto make us merry. 
Through gore to pull him down, . Þ:þ  .. Them, Sc - ; 
The counties round, with tears r Augmented Rill in flory, 
To mend their ſad condition, I | Our antieat fame ſhall riſe, 
Their lands to ſave, they hamage paid, And Welfe, in matchleſs glory, _. 
Proud Kent made no ſubmiſſion. Shall ſoaring reach the ſkies; = 
Then fing in praiſe of Men of Kent, 5 uebec ſhall own, with great renown, 
All loyal, brave, and free; I. And France, with awful wonder. 
Of Briton's race, if one ſurpaſs, | His deeds can tell, how great he fell 
A Man of Kent is he.  Amidft his god-like thunder, 1 
The hardy ſtout freeholders, Then, Se. ISR 
Who ſaw the tyrants near, '1 And. tho” deſpotic er . 
With burthens on their thoulders - With i Nugget __ 
A grove of oaks did bear, ö Our Britiſh ſont of treedom 
Which when he faw in battle draw, I. Their parent cauſe will back: 
And thought that he might need unn. With voice and pen they forthwith fand, 
He ceas'd his arms, comply d with Tons, | Brave & e ſoon will tell them, . 
And granted noble freedom. ps That virtue's cauſe and Brat Clu hm laws, :- 
Then, &c. : | Bold Men of Kent won't EI OBS. 
At hunting, and the race too; | Then, Cc. | 
They ſprightly vigour ſhew z When royal George commanded 
And at the female chace too, 8 | . Militia tobe — . 
None beats the Tentiſpb beau. . | | The French would ſure have . 
Poſſeſs d of wealth, and bleſt with health, "ee foo food youths as theſe ; 
By fortune's kind embraces, Their oxen ſtall, and cricket ball, 3 
A yeoman here ſurpaſſes far | ö They left for martial __ 
A knight in other places. | : The . 4% lads ſhall win t adde 5 
8 ä 1414 den e before you. 5 
The promis'd land of blefingg : | 3 . 
— | : FE: 2 ws 2 3 $1 +. Ts 
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Each nymph looks aſkew at her favourite ſwain, 


But meaſure each ſtep, and be ſure pitch a length. 


T 
XXI¹ 


— — — — 
The noble GAME of CRICRE r. 

BW: itten in con youre of a Match between Hoy 
ſhire and Kent. "Auguſt 19, 1772, Which was de- 
cided in fawoar of the latter, | 

ATTEND an ye muſes, and jotn to reheatfe | 

An 0/1 Engliſs ſport never prais'd yet in verſe, 

Ties cticket | ſing, of illuſttious fame, 

No nation e'er boaſted ſo noble à game. 

| Derry down, Cc. 
Great Eindar bas bragg'd of his herdes of old, [bold 

Some were fwitt in the race ſome in dattte were 

The brows of the viftor with otive were crown'd, . 

Hirk ! they ſhout! & OH] returns the glad ſound 

Whar boaſting of Caſtor, and Polluæ his brother, 

The one ſam'd for riding, for bruiſing the other; 

Theis luftre's eclips's by the lads in the field, 

To 1M:nfball and Miller theſe brothers muſt yield. 


Here's guarding & ca'ching, & throwing & toſſing. 
And bowling and ftriking, & running & croſſing; 
Each ma e muſt excel in fome principal part, 

The Pertathlon of Greece could not ſhew ſo much art. 


The parties are m2t, and array'd all in white, 
Fam'd Elis ne er boaſted fo pleaſing a fight, 


And views him half ſtrip'd, both with pleaſute & pain 
The wickets are piteh d now, & mieafor'd the ground 
Then they form a large ring, & ſtand guzing wound; 
Since Ajax fought Hector, in fight of all Tray, 
No con teſt was feen with fuch fear and tack joy. 
Ye bowlers take heed, to my precepts attend, 
On you the whole fate of the game muſt depend; 
Spare your vigour at firſt, nor exert all (our firength 


Ye ſtrikers « bſerve when the foe ſhall draw nigh, 
Mark the bowler advancing with vigilant eye: 
Your ſkiil all depends upon diftance and fight, 
Stand firm to your ſcratch, let your bat be upright. 


Ye fie:ds men look ſharp, leſt your pains ye beguile 


KewnTrsn Sonos. 


When the ball is return'd, back it ſure, for I trow 
Whole ſtates have been ruin'd by one overthrow, 


The ſport is now o er, to victory ringe, 


Echo doubles the chorus, & Fame ſpreads ber wings; 
Let us now hail our champions, all ſteady and true 
Such as Hemer ne er ſung of, nor Pindar e er kne +, 


Minſpall, Miller, and Parmore, with Lumpey & May, 
Freſh Jaure!s have gain'd by their conqueſt to day; 
Woed, P attenden, Simmons, with Fuggles and White, 
With Borematt we'll join, & we'!] roaſt them all night 
With heroes like thefe even Hamphire we'll drub, 
And bring down the pride of the Hambicdon Elub ; 
Che Dute* with Sir Hauer, are men of true merit 
And nobly ſupport ſuth brave fellows with ſpirit, 


rhen fill up the glaſs, he's the beft who drinks moſt 


The Dube and Sir Horace in bumpers we'll toaſt ; 


Let us join in the pra ſe of the bat and ihe wicket, 
And ſin in full chorus the pa tons of cricket. 
And when the game so er & our fate (hail draw nigh 
(vor the hetoes of ericRtet, like others, moſt die); 
Our bats we'll refigny ntithet troubled or vext, 
And give up out wickets to thoſe that come next, 
Derry down, S. 


The Hob Sur rl. 

A Round the brown Haan zt the farfier's we met, 
Where plenty df ah Wiktbuld with for wit fer; 
His hops were 41! pick I, aud of cord Mis Barins Full 

Man and wife were #tt ſoy, "twat a fins tbe dull. 
| Derry down, Se. 

He bleſt with his friends with M's childten & ſpouſe 
Gave freely, drank freely, and, bid us cfroufe; 
By Fove, we enjoy'd it, as ſongs of true Mirth, 
We drank. him ſucceſs i the Ftuits öf the earth. 
But the farmer's large bowl, & his flaggond of beer 
(As brown as a filberty, and ag d à full yeas)  [lle, 

ade our eyes (like the ſtars in a frofty night rwin- 
Not a brow of threeſcore had that iin me leaſt | 


Move clole, like an my, in tank and in file; 


- 


* Of Dorſet, . 1 Mam {wrinkle 
TL a IF 


a 


If che kiog and the hueen to dut preſence had ſtept, 

And view d. with our joy, What decorum we Rept, 

They'd wiſh'dto have join t us, When we with their 
pow'r 

Would have ſectled the natiob in leſs than an hour. 

We drank, ſung, and danc'd, & told tories of fun» 

Ne'er heeded old time, nor his ſands how they run» 


"Twas the farmer's good will we of joy ſhould be full 


We reſolv'd tu be fo, and hang all that were dull. 


Now death, thou deſtroyer of good and of evil, 
(DireQed by providence) be to us civil; 
The life of the worthy pray lengthen the ſpan, | 
And ſpare this good farmer as long as you cin. 
| Derty down, Cc. 
— 1 4 — 3 
| The ALLIANCE. 
Warn Harwich Camp was form'd; 
And Kent aud Tork did meet, 


Like bretfiren they accorded ; 


And did each other greer, 


In friendGhip's bands, they joined hands, . 


In token of alliance; | 

And to all foes, that dar'd oppoſe, 
They boldly bid defiance. | 

Then fing in praiſe of Harwich Camp, 

In 2 we — e | OL ha | 
oagſ ſoldiers brave, if one you'd have, 

817 Harwich Camp is 8 5 | 

We both have left our houſes 
And countries far behind, 

And now our verigeance rous'd is 3 
We fear net ſtorm or wind. : 

The Frgncb tofight we both anite, 
Our country's rjghte maintaining; 

Whene'er they come, we'll fend ſome home 

| Moſt bitterly complaining. 


— 


| Then fag ia praiſe; Gi. Ge. 


Unger our gallunt leaders; 

* We Sat while we have brew; 
We'll go where er they need us; 

Ia ſcoin of wounds or death, 


— 


| 
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When Dorſet bids, er Hare leads, 
We'll prove our king's defenders, 

Wich Bold Thornton, and Dalliſen, 

- We'll baſe alk pretenders. 


Then ſing in praiſe, Sc. Ge. 


We love our Majors, Captain: 


Lieutenants, Enſigns too, 
Nor would forget our Chaplains; 
Could we their faces view, ;. 
They cure our ſouls o'er flowing bowl, 
Their buſineſs is not fighting; 
At home they ſtay, receive their pay, 
Perehance their ſermons writing. 
Then fing in praiſe, c. Sc. 
As Me of Nest ſo fam'd; 
And T4+ifhive ſo reno wn'd, 
We will not be aſham'd; | 
To boait dur native ground; 
Our ment we ll drefs, together meſs, 
And know no proſtitution; f 
We'll driak and fing, God fave the King, 
And eke our tohfitution. 
Then fing in praiſe, Ic. Cc. 
And tho' we've loſt our Zfex friends z. 
| We never can forget them, | 
We hope they'll make us ſome amends; 
Whene'er the wind will let them; 
In the mean time, we'll meet in rhime, 
And wiſh them mirth and plezfurs, 
With every ſport, within the fort, 
They can have without meaſure z 
Then fing in praiſe, &c, SW. 
And wheh the wars are over, 
Again we'll tend the plcagh, 
From ſoldiers we'll turn lovers, 
With laurels on our browz ; 
Our wives we'll kiſs, our friends careſs, 
And every toil forgetting; _. 8 555 
We'll cure our wounds, with the craſh of hounds, 
From ſun-riſe.to the ſetting; = 
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ODz in Praiſe f Kew 7. 


Swrkr Melody ! the charm repeat! 
We watch the birth of ſound. 
To pleaſe the ming" 3 a feaſt complete: 
Kent's ſons muſt ev'ry way Tx. harmony be crown'd 
Again inform the willing lyre, 
With notes that might 1 * — 
Sweet and prevailing, like 
That pleaſe and melt us as ey wa 1m. 


Along thy fertile ſides, 
The ſwelling Thames, with plenty loaded, glides, 
Enriching thee wi h — tides. 

Safe there, and in thy Medwway's wat'ry bed, 


The floating guard of Britain's e and trade, 


In ſtate triumphant rides. 
Her fleets their being owe to thee ; 
Thou her ſure bulwark; Europe's the. 


Nor doſt thou raiſe thoſe giant frames alone, 
(Whoſe pow'r cen Neptune's ſelf muſt own: 
To rule where'er expanded ocean rolls; 

- Thou fillſt thoſe bodies with heroic ſouls. [ſphere | 
They journey with the ſun, they join each hemi- 
And ſpread alike thy pow'r & bleſſings every where, 

So well ſet out for peace or , 
What may not Albion dare ! 


Sweet liberty, thy Briton's boaſt, 
To thy ſons indulgent moſt, 

Bids here ſucceſhon be ſecure, 

And titles ſtill endure: 

For virtues with eſtates come down, 
And from the father bleſs the ſon. 

Sent ſouls with plenty rais d. aſpires : 

A gen'rous ſpirit, e'en in ſwaine, » 
 Enlarg'd with eaſe, and freedom reigas, 
That heav*niy double gift, the food of manly fire, 

The bleſſing flo wwe, as pleaſure glides with dealth, 

* From thy reviving ſpri 


When on to Kent with viftor t 


Kene, early pious, early great, — © 


| | Fair Mlbion' s front, ber awful head, 
| Her neighbour's epvy, with, and diead : 


Thyfclf a royal Nate ! 

All rock, all. fortreſs, to their zicht; 

To thy bleſt ſons, all Eden, all delight ! 

While fond of thee, untaught to Yield, 

They're firſt to take, and laſt to quit the field 3 
Secure the eaſtern world you face, | 


Nor tan the greater mate the leſs, 


The firſt great Filliam, fortunate and > 

Who came to conquer, as the laſt to ſave, 

roops he rode, 

Late of a thouſand ſhips the load, - 

Britæin, which he who half the world could Wr 

Great Ceſar little more than ſaw, - 

Bow'd to the Norman law, | 
The ſons of Kent alone the tide withſtood; 
Of right tenacious, fingulac in good; | 
| Unſhaken, tho' the only uaſubdu'd. 


In arms collected all 


To live and die, like their great fathers, free. 
Graſp'd with one hand, the threat' ning fteel they 
The other, verdant boughs diſplay'd.. [waz 98 
In dire array, thus dreadful Nom afar, - „ 
bann on 
On the brow of the threaten'd land, : 
The moving, foreſt made a dreadful ſtand. 
- The waer king, mov d at the doubtful 28 
So equal both for friendſhip, or for fight, 
A parley ſounds ; pleas'd even in foes to lots - 
Spirits ſo worthy to be free. 
They come, they anſwer d, negligent of life, 
By friencly peace and generous firiſe, 

To elaim their dearer liberty and. right, | 
Undaunted race, the hero cry'd, - | 
Such virtue cannot be deny'dg > — © 
Toke more from me than — claims. | 
My friendſhip; nay, my conqu'ror's name z - 
| Thus to your rights, and valuur true, 


ww 
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And ſhar'd dy all the 2 ſubjectꝰi wealth, 
Here magnifies the wag a e 


— - 


* more enn to ce than ingtoms o able, 
| E 


Se. 


168. 


See ruddy heal h more dear than wealch, 
On von b'ue mountain's brow 
The neighing reed invokes our — 
And Reynard trembles now; 
i he neighing ſteed Tc, 


In ancient davs, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers fought; 
The ruftic race ador'd the che, 
And hunted as they tought. 
Come let's awa , make nv delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt + charms ; 
Then o er the bowi expand che ſoul, 
And reſt in Chlce's arms. 


HE echoing horn calls he ſportſman abroad, 
To horſe, my d ave bois, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry « f the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. | 
What pleaſure we find en purſuing the fox, 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, huzza! 
The traitor is ſeiz* on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchana's ſhouring and gay, 

How ſweet is the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day: 

With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
Dull wiſdom, all bappineſs ſours : 


Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 


Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs. 


HE morning is charmiag, all nature looks gay, 
Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away, 


For the prime of our humour's in queſt cf the hare; 


We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 
Hark the lively ton'd horn, how melodious it ſounds, 
To the muſical tone of the merry-mouth'd hounds, 


O'er highlands, and lowlands, and woodlands we fly» 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry, 

So match'd in their mouth, and ſo ſwiftly they run, 
Like the trine of — ſpheres, and the race FRE the ſun; 5 


Huxrixo SONGS and CAN TAT AS. 


Fer jcy and felicity dance i in the rounds, 
An bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hounds, 


The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure fign, 
That the hare, tho“ a tout one, begins to decline: 
A chace of two hours, or more, ſhe has led; 
| She s down=look bout you-they have ber-ſhe's dead, 
How glor'ous a dea! o be honour'd With ſounds 
Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of hounds. 

HE ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 

gold, 


| Ard the meadows all ſpangled with dew-a:ops behold ; 


How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 

And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay! 
With the ſports of he field there's no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, foilow, 
| follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
| follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſpo:r, 
And the ſlave of the fiate hunt the ſmiles of the 
Court, 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence till gives a z-ſt co our joy. 
Wich the (ports of the field, &c, 


Mankind are all bunters in various degree, 
| The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 
The doctor a patient, the courier a piace, | 
Tho' often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports of the field, Sc. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier bunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name, 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

Vet, in ſpite of her airs ſhe her lover purſues, 
With che ſports of the field, Cc. 


Let the bold. and the buſy, hunt elory and wealth, 

All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health, ; 

With hounds and with horns, thro” the woodlands te 
roam 

And when ird abroad find contentment at home. 


With the puts of the field, &c, 


THE 


4 HunTiNG SonGs and CanTATAS. 
HE early horn ſalutes the morn Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 
T hat gilds this charming place, Ours ſtill is repaid with contentment and health; 
With chearful cries bids echo riſe, Then hark, &c, 
And join the jovial chace. | 
The vocal hills around, | 
The waving woods, | | ME, rouſe from your trances ! 
The chryſtal floods, | The fly morn advances, 
All rerurn the enliv'ning ſound, | | To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; z 
Let the horn's jocund note 


ITH horns and with hounds I 1 the day, In the wind fweetly float, 
And hie to my woodland walks away While the fox from the drake lifts his headz 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd ſoon, | Now creeping, 
And tie to my forehead a waxing moon; Now peeping, 
With ſhouting and hooting we pierce thro” the ſky, The fox from the brake lifis his head; 


* 


. —_— ————— 
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And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. MY Each away to his fteed, 
| Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
WAY to the field, ſee the morning looks grey, | Come follow, my werſhippers, follow, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, foreb des a fine day, For the chace all prepare, 
The hounds are all eager the ſport to embrace, | See the hounds ſnuff the air, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chace. | Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, Hark Fowler, hark Rover, 


And join with the jovial crew; 
Whil- the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 
The health-giving chace to purſue, 


| Sec Reynard breaks cover, 
The hunters fly over the ground; 
Now they ſkim o'er the plain, 


How charming the fight when Aurora firſt dawns, Now they dart down the lane, 
To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over the lawns; And the hills, woods, and vallies reſound 1 
To welcome the ſun, now returning from teſt, x With daſhing, ; 
Their matins they chant as they merrily queſt, | And ſplaſhing, 
Then hark, Ce. | The hills, woods, and vallies re ſound: 
But oh! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, Then away with full ſpeed, 


To flart juſt as Phæ bus peeps over the hills; s Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 

While joyous from valley to valley reſounds | Come follow, my worſhippers, follow; 
The ſhouts of the huaters and cry of the hounds. Oer hedge, ditch, and gate, 

Then bark, Sc. If you ſtop you're too late, 


H :k » } 
See how the brave hunters, wk courage elate, ak, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! 


Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate, — N. 

Borne by their bold courſers no danger they ſear, O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of che 

And give to the winds all Vexation and care, | horn, 0 6 
Then hark, &c, And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? ne 

Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, | For ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, and ere it is morn, ut ol 


Aud ſcorn the dull pleature of ſleeping ia down 5 Wich me the ſweet * 


Throy | 


bro: | 


Thro' the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 
While hounds in full cry, thro hedyes ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till he dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields, 
Both willing and joyous repair; 
o paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 
Than chafing the fox or the hare. 


or ſuch com'orts, my friend, on the rl attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found; 

or when it is o'er, as briſk as before, 

Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


Whoſe notes do fo ſportingly dance oa the gale, | 
Lo charm us to barter for ignoble rei}, 
The joys which true pleaſure can raiſe in the breaft, 
The morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

nd the cry of the huntſman is hark, hark away, 
Then wherefore defer we one moment our joys ? 

aſte haſte let's away, ſo to horſe my brave boys. 


What pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 

here meaner delights to more noble give place ? 
hile onward we preſ:, and each ſorrow defy, 
rom valley to valley re-echoes the cry : 
Dur joys are all fterling, no ſorrew we fear, 

e bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old care ; 
orgetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 
ed an by the horn, and the cry of the hounds, 


How ſweet is the ſound cf the echoing horn, 
When the antling ſtag is rous d with the ſound, 
Zrecting his ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
But ſtill we purſue and nuw come in view of the glo- 
, rious — 
D ſee how again be rears up his head, 
And winged with fear he redoubles his ſpeed ; 
But oh! tis in vain that be flies, 


That his eyes * the duntiman, his cars loſe the cries, | 


FARK, bark ye, how :choes the horn in the vale, | | 


| Where 


HEN Phoebus the tops of the hills does adorn, | 
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| For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 


And he pants, till with well- ſcented hounds ſurrounded 
he dies. 


ET the gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
F com pleaſure to pleaſure they run, 
Well, who cares a jot ? 
I envy them not, 
While | have my dug and my * b 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the. fields I repair, 
With ſoirits uncl uded and licht 3 
The bliſſes 1 find, 
N. ſtings leave behind, 
But health and dive: ſion unit e. 


OME, ye ſportſmen ſo brave, who delight ia the 
eld | 

the bud-barren mountain freſh raptures can 

yield, 

With the h alth- breathing chace rouſe the ſoul with 
delight, 

Wich the jolly god, Bacchus, be jovial at night. 

See the high · mettled 4 ſtceds | where ſnorting hey fly! 

While, ſtaunch, the dogs cover the ground in full cry! 

While, Rach, while bunch, the dogs cover the 
ground in full cry! 


| How can ye, my bays, from ſuch ſports now refrain, 


When the horn's chearful ſound calls you forth to the 
plain? 

Poor Puſſ:y | ſhe fl es, and ſeems danger to 3 

Then redoubles her ſpeed as ſhe bounes o'er the lawn. 

Zee the high-mettled ſteeds, c. 


She has cunningly cheated the ſcent of the hounds; 


Through hedge-rows ſhe creeps, and ſculks o'er the 
| downs : 


Bruſh them in, my bold hearts ! ſhe fits panting for 
breath ! 


The victim is ſeiz*d=Hark ! the * ſounds her death. 


See the high mettled ſteeds, Sc. 
WI LAST 


AST 7alentine's day when brizht Phæbus ſhone 


clear, 
1 had not been hunting for more than a year: 


1 mounted black Sleven, o'er the road made him | 


bound, 


ſound, 
Taleo tales taleo taleo tales taleo tal eo. 


Hallo into covert, old Anthony cries, 

No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, fir, he ſpies; 

This being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip, 

Taleo was the word, and away we did leap, 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who 1 not 2 pin, 
He ſprang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in 
And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old Ren', 


For I heard the hounds challenge, and horns ſweetly 


With his tongue hangicg out ftealing home to his den. 1 


Taleo, Oc. 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as . 

As ever broke covert, or daſh'd thro' the wood ; 

Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Daw en did ery, 
Taleo, Sc. 


The hound: they had run twenty mike now or more, 


Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and ſwore, 
But Reynard being ſpent ſoon mutt give up the ghoſt, 
Which will heighten our Joys when we come to each 
toaſt, 
Taleo, Se. 


The day's ſport being over the horns we will ſound, 


- To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 


So fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully drink, 


To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink. 
Taleo, &c, 


RIGHT gawns the day with roy face, 
That calls the hunters to the chace. 
With muſical horn, 
Salute the gay morn, 
Theſe jelly compadions to cheer ; 


ä —— 
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With enliv'ning founder, 
Encourage the hounds, 
To rival the ſpeed of the deer. 


If you find out his lair, 
To the woodlands repair, 
Hark ! hark! he's unharbour'd they cry $ 
Thea fleet o'er the plain, 
We ga'lop amain, 
All, all is a triumph of joy. 


O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
'Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the wind 3 
| The weikin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chaat in a concert behind, 


Adieu to all care, 
Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 
Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear, 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ftay, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize: 
The welk in ceſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn with his knell, and he dies, 


WWS Phoebus digs juſt to peep o'er the hills 


With horns we awaken the dav, 
And rouſe, brother ſportſmen, who ſluggiſhly lleep, 
Wich hark ! to the waods hack ! away: 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical cry, 
How ſweetly it echoes around; 


And high mettled leeds with their neighings all ſee 


With pleaſure to echo the ſound. 


Zehold when ly Reynard, with panic and dread, 
At diſtance oer hillocks doth bound; 
The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 


| Hatk! the horas! O how ſweetly they ſounds | 
© 
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Now on i» the chace, Ger hills and o'er dales, 
All dangers we nobly. defy ; 

Oer nag» are all ſtout, and our ſports we "I purſue, [ 
With ſhouts that refound to the ſky. 


But fee how he Jags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies; 

Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor is ſeiz d on and dies: 

With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With erink crown the ſports of the day ; 

Then to reſt we recline, till the horn calls again, 
Then away to th: woodlanes, away. 


OW the hill-tops are burniſh's with azure and| 


gold, 


And the 33 around us meld bright to behold ; 
The hounds are all trying the mazes to trace, 
The ſteeds are all neighing, and pant for the chace. 


Then touſe, each true ſportſman, and join at the 


dawn, 
The ſbog of the hunters, and ſound of the horn, 


Kealth brages the nerves and gives joy to the face, 
Whilſt over the heath we purſue the fleet chace; 
See, the downs now we leave, and the coverts appear, 
As eager we follow the fox 0 or the bares 

Then rouſe, Se. 


Wherever we go, pleaſure waits on us fill, 

If we fink in-the valley, or riſe on the bill; 

O'er hedges and rivers we valiantly fly, 

For fearleſs cf death we ne'er think we ſhall die, 
Thea rouſe, c. 


From ages long paſt, by the poets we're told, 
That bunting was lov'd by the ſages of old; 
That the ſoldier and huntſman were both on a par, 


And the health-giviag chace made them bold : in the 


War. 


Then rouſe, &c. 
When the chace is once over, away to the bowl, 


| The full wing buwpers hall chear ut the ſoul; 
Now 


Kind breezes ftill greet us, with chearfulneſs crown'd, 


and CanTATAS. 


- [Whilft jocund our ſongs ſhall with choruſes ring, 


And toaſts to our laſſes, our country and king. 
Then rouſe, Se. 


O UND, ſound the briſk horn, 
Twill enliven the morn, 
And nature repleniſh with glee, 
The vallies around, 
Shall rejoice at the ſound, 
And join in the chorus with me, 


Let ladies each night 
In cards take delight, 
And ſuch dull amuſements embrace, 
At noon then ariſe, 
Unknown to the joys 
Of the health-giving, health giving chars, 


But while they're content, 
Why let them frequent 

The p-ayhouſe, the ark or the ball; 
The pleafures I chuſe, 
My time to amuſe, 

Are greatly ſuperior to all. 


\'ER the lawns, up the hills, as with ardour we 
bound, | 
Led on by the loud ſounding horn, 


And joyful we meet the ſweet morn, 
Roſy health blooms about us with natural grace, 
Wuilſt echo re-echo'd enlivens the chace. 


Should all the gay Jarks as they ſoar to the ky, 

Their notes in a concert unite, 

The muſic of hounds when ſet off in full cry, 

_ Would give a more tuneful delight, . 
Roſy health, &c. 


Tis over, tis over, a pleaſure divine, 
Freſh air and full exerciſe yield, 

At night, my good friends, o'er the Juice of the woe 
We ll fing to the ſports of the field, 


Roſy health, health, & 60 


"oval 


| RECITATIVE. 
ARK? the horn calls away 
H Come the grave, come ihe gay; 
ake to muſic th.t wakens the ſkien, 
Quit the bondage of fluth, and ariſe, 


AIR, 

| From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See, tbe tun-beams ad« rn 

The ild heath and the mountains ſo high ; ; 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 

The ſteed neighs to the found, 

And the floods and the vallies reply. 


| 
| 
| Our forefathers. ſo good, 
[ 
| 
| 


Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 

By es count'rintz the hart or the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the f. ce, 
Age and youth urged the chace, 

And taught woodiands and foreſts to roars 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 
| Hills and w:1ds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
' Tho' in life's buſy day, 
Man of mar. makes a prey, 
Still let our? be the prey of the field. 


Wich the chace in full fight, 
Gods ! how great the delight ! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
Where is care, where is feat? 
Like the winds in the rear, 
And th; man's loſt in ſomething divine, 


Now to horſe my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the joys 

That anon ſhall enl'ven the whole; 
Than at eve we ll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſuies recount, 

And renew the chace over the ol, 


RECITATIVE. 
E chace was e'er, A#on ſought a ſeat, 
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To thade him from dhe rage of mid-day heat: 


Whilſt reams nor nymphs could fave her 3 his 


No longer a man but a ſtag all complete, 


His fainting dogs, with toil and thirft oppreft, - 
l.ong'd for the cooling ſtream and freſh'ning reſt, 
As on tbe hunter wandered, 

Diana and her nymphs appeared undreft : 


ſight, 
Thus try * che youth to ſpeak, appal' d with fright, 


| AIR, 

O think me not, godde is, to blame, 
] lurk'd not thoſe charms t'eſpy ; 
By chance to this covert I came, 
And fate is more faulty than I. 

All weary with hun in 1 ſtrove 
To hide me from Pbæbus's ray; : f 
Forgive me thus deſtinꝰd to rove, F 
O let me now win back my way. 


RECITATIVE. 


| Enrag'd the goddeſs thus beſpoke the ſwain, 
W ho ſu'd for pity, and had ſu'd in vain : 


ad t 
| : AIR, 
Raſh youth ! your mad folly you ſoon ſhall . 
No mortl thus naked has ſeen me before, ff I. 


Leſt you tell where you've been, 
Bo3ft of Wü at you have ſeen, 
Bold hunter, here know 
That Diana's your foe, 
That for this you ſhall never again ſee me more; 


You ſhall branch out with horns, bound with fwift- 
running feet, 


ome, 
Your hounds in full crys din tl 

Shall purſue as you fly, x 
Chace you all the long day, 80 
Till they make you their prey, O 

Since your eyes dar d to glance tow Den. 
| | H 
Se 
RECITATIVE., 


FHEN firſt Aurora g'lds the eaſlern bills, 


And on the ground * slit ring dang 
ſpills, 


The 
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| Tho” fo great was his fame, 


be ſwelling horn ſalutes the riſing day, 
Pleas'd with the ſound, all nature looks more gay. 
he drow'y huntſman, freed from Marpbeus chain, 
ith dogs and horſes ſcatter all the plain : 
rom his cloſe paddock ſtarts the ſrighted deer, 
1d earth rages teels him in his ſwift career. 
AIR. 
Over mountains ſee him bound, 
Lighter than the fleeting wind; 
oods and vallies echo round, 
While he leaves them far behind, 
Now fainting with toil, 
He takes the cool ſoil, 
But there finding refuge in vain, 
He ſeeks the wide lawns once again. 
he ſtaunch op'ning hounds have at _ ſeiz'd 
their prize, 
What joy reigns around, 
When brought to the ground, | 
nd the horn ſounds his knell as be ſtruggling dies. 
Our ſports at an end, 
he ev'ning we ſpend, | 
In innocent mirth and good cheer ; 
Like bold Robin Hood, 
Our prey is our food, 
And * Engliſh brown beer. 


ww 


RECITATIVE, 
"ARK ! the horn ſalutes the ear, 
The hunters ready, morning clear; 
ome, the happy hours embrace, 
in the ever jovial chace. 
AIR. 

See the ſtag how he bounds 

Ober the neighbouring grounds, 

His ſpeed ſtill increas'd by his fear; 
Hills and dales are ſoon paſt, | 
See his ſwiftneſs ſo vaſt, 

The huntſmen he leaves in the rear, 
"Twas Nimrod of old, 

By the poets we're told, | 
"Bega firſt the ſports of the chace, 


iſe 


The 


There's a ſlur on bis name, 
As men he purſued in the race, 


But ſuch tvrants the chace 
Will its pleaſures diſgrace, 
Yet frien«. ſhip ſhall Will be our guide ; 
With the ſo:ind of the hora, 
Call forth each in the morn, 
Our ſports there ſhall nothing divide. 


But again he's in view, 
And we nearer purſue, 
His ſpirits decreaſe as he flies; 
| Now they've pull d him to ground, 
| A nd the dogs have him bound, 
Ah! ſee how he trembles and dies. 


Now our pleaſure's complete, 
Hark, the horn ſounds retreat, 
| Our ſport does our health fill maintain; 
To the bowl next away, 
We'li with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again, 


i RECITATIVE, 


HE roſy morn with crimſon dye, 
Had new ting'd tne eaſtern ſky, 
The feather'd race on wy ſpray, 

Sweet warble to the god of day. 

When chaſte Diana, goddeſs bright, 

From balmy flumber ſpringing light, 
Wak'd all her nymphs from pleaſing reft,. 
yy thus ws ſylvan train adareſs'd, 


AIR, 


From this high mount with me deſcend, 
And hey to the joys of the chace; 


| O'er hill and dale our flight we'll bend, 


And match the fleet ſtag in our paces 
My filver bow i: ready ſtrung, 


My goldea quiver is graceful hung, 


Away, 


= 
— 


— 


. 
— 


* 


Away my nymphs, away, away, 

Let ſhouts to the welkin reſound, 
And ſhe who ftrikes the deftin'd prey, 
Shall queen of the foreſt be crown'd, 


RECITATIVE 
HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh me lodious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the black bird tb. ro retounding groves, 
And the lark ſoars to meet the rifing tun. 
| AIR, 
Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds 3 
Tul warrant be ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he fkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then {pur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 
blocgs : | | 
*Tis a delicate ſcent- lying morn ; 
What concert is equal (o thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 
Zach earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find, 
Jo he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
Oer rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn; 
Steut Reynard we'll follow upul hat he oiez 
Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 


And now he ſcarce crzeps 'hio' the dale, 
All parch'd from his mou h hangs bis tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer ava:l, 
Nor his life can his cunning prolong. 
From _ ſtaunch and fleet Et was in vain that he 
dd, 
See his bruſh fails bemir d forlorn, 
The farmer with pleaſure bet lu him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the ſound et the horn. 


 RECITATIVE. 
OW peeps the r:ddy dawn o'er mountain top, 


lis different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 


| 


| wy no ſpot ou the earth e er bred ſportſmen ſo keen, 
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The milkmaid's carol glads the ploughman's ear, 
he jo ly huntſman wines his cheartul horn, 


And the flaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute. 


| AIR, 
The hounds are unkenneled, and now, 

Thro' the copſe and the furz will we lead, 
* Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 
For there lurks the thief that muſt bleed. 
told yu fo didn't I ?—ſce where he flies; 
"Twas Bellman that open d, ſo ſure the ſox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound, 
Encourag: the hound, 
And float through the echoing ſkies, 


| - RECITATIVE. 

The chace begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor 1— 
Quick ſet, or gate, the thunde ing courie retard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim he fal ing prey, 
hen — to the ſportive ſquire's caps cious bowl. 

| KI | 
O'er that and old beer of his own, 
Ti:is ſound, br gh: and wholeſome we'll fing, 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's with the king. 
And next we will fill to Fove's favourite ſcene, 
The rich iſle of ſaints, Britannia I mean, 
Where men, horſes aad hounds, 
Can be ſtopp'd by no bounds, 


RTH, admit me of thy crew, 
To liften how the hounds and horns, 
Che :rly route the ſſumb ring morn, 

From the five of ſome hoar hill, © 

Thro' the high woed RY aun. 


R rouſe, jolly (pocimen, the hounds a 
atl out 
The chace is begun, I declare ; 
Come up and to horſe, let us follow the rout, 
„ hate. 


Py 


teen. 
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Hark! hark! don't you hear they are now in the 
The horn, how melodious it ſounds! 

Poor Puſs in a fright, how the ftrives to prevail, 

And fly from the cry of the hounds. 


hough up to the hills and the mountains ſhe ſcales, 
Whoſe top ſeems tc join to ther ſky; 

We mount in the aft like a Kite in a gale, 

And follow the hounds in full cry. 

hough into the copſe there for refuge ſhe flies, 
We kill her, tis twenty the odds; 

hile echo ſurrouncs us with hooring and cries, 
We ſcem to converſe with the gods. 


Dur freedom with conſcience is never alarm'd. 

We are ſtrangers to envy and ftrife 3 

When bleſſed with a wife, we return to her arms, 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal liſe. 

Dur days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 

Which kings and their courtiers ne'er taſle, 

a pleaſures of love we revel all night, 
Next morning return to the chace. 


AM: jolly huntſman, 
My voice is ſhrill and clear, 
ell known to drive the ſtag, 
And the drooping dogs to chear, 
And a hunting, Oc. 


leave my bed betimes, 
Before the morning grey ; 
looſe my dogs, and mount a horſe, 
And hallo, come away, &c. 


, 


he game's no ſooner rous'd, 
But in ruſh the chearful cry, S's 
bro” buſh and brake, o'er hedge and flake, 


a vain he flies to covert, 
A num'rous pack purſue, 
hat never ceaſe to trace his ſteps, 
Eva though they've loſt the view, &c, 


dale, | 


and CanTaTas. 


There's Scentevell and Finder, 
Dogs never known to fal, 

To kit off with humble noſe, 
But with a lofty tail &c 


| To Scentwell, hark! be calls, 
And faithful Finder joins, 


Whip in the dogs my merry rogues, 


And give your horſe the reias, &c. 


| Hark forward how they go it, 


The view they'd lott they gain; | 
'Tantivy, high and low, | 
Their !egs and throats they ſtrain, Sc. 


- 


: | There's Ruler and Counteſs, 


That moſt mes | ad the field, 
Trave:ler and Bonnylaſs. 
To none of them w:ill yield, Sc. 


Now Ducheſs bits it foremoſt, 
Nur Lrghtfaor leads tne way, 
And Toper bears the bell, 

E. cn dog ill have his day, @c* 


There s Mufic and Charter, 
Their nimble trebics try; 
While Sweet/ips and Tuneꝛvell, 
Wich counters clear reply, Sc. 


There's Rockeoged and Thunder, 
| That tongue the heavy baſs; 
} Whilit Trowler and Ringwood 
With tenors crown the chace, Cc. 


Now ſweetly in full cry 

Their various notes they join; 
Gods! what a concert's here, my lade ! 
Tis more than half divine, &c. 

"he woods, rocks, and mountains, 
Delighted with the ſound, 

To neighb'ring dales and fountains 

| Repeating, deal it round, &c. 


| 


| 


| A glorious chace it My -: | 


We drove him many a mile, 
O'er hedge and ditch, we go thro” itch, 


And hit off many a foil, Sc. 


And 


— 
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And yet he runs it ſtoutly, 
How wide, how ſwifi he rains, 
Wh what a ſkip he took that leap, 
And ſcours it o'er the plains, Cc. 
See how our horſes foam! 
The dogs begin to droop, 
With winding born, on ſhoulder bor'n, 
*Tis time to chear them up, Sc. 


[Sounds Tantivy.] 


Har! ! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 
Chear vp my meiry dogs all; 

To Tatler, hark; he holds it {mart, 
And anſwers every call, Cc. 


Co co there, drunkard Sr:xvball, 
GCadzooks | whip Boer iu; 
We'll die i'ch' place, ere quit the chace, 


Till we've made the game our own, Oc. 


Up vonder ſteep I'll f low, 

Heſet with craggy ſtones; | 
My lord cries, Jack, you dog! come back, 
Or'elfe you'll break your bones, &c, 

Huzza ! he's almoſt down, 
Hie begins to lack his c urſe, 
He pants for breath; I'll in at's death, 
Or elſe III kill my horſe, Sc. 


See, now he takes the moors, 
Aad ſtrains to reach the ſtream; 
He teaps the flood, to coo! his blood, 
Aud quench his thirky flame, Sc. 
He ſcarce bas touch'd the bank, 
The cry bounce finely in, 
And ſwifily ſwim acroſs the fiream, 
And raile a glorious din, c. 
His legs begin to fail, 
His wind and ſpeed is gone, | 
He fands at bay, and gives 'em play, 
Ne can ao longer run, Cc. 


| 


By uſe and nature bold, 
In ruſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
But ſoon is flung from's hold, Cc. 


He traverſes his ground, 
Advances and retreals, 

Gives many hound a mortal wound, 
And long their force defeats, & ce 


He bounds, and fprings, and ſnorts, 


And ſhakes his branched head, 
"Tis ſafeſt fartheſt off, I ſee, . 

Poor Ta!lboy is lain dead, Fc. Z 
Vain are heels and antlers, : 

With ſuch a pack ſet round, l 
Spite of his heart. ſeize every part. 

And pull him fearleſs down, C. 


Ha ! dead, ware dead, whip off, 
And take a ſpecial care; | 
Diſmount with ſpeed, and cut his throat, 
Leſt they his haunches tear, Cc. 


The ſport is ended now, 
Wale laden with the ſpoil; 


| As home we paſs, we talk o th chace, 


O'erpaid fur all our toil. 
And a hunting Sc. . 


lluggards who murder your life time in ſleep, 
Awake and purſue the fleet hare; | 
From life ſay what joy, ſay what pleaſure you reap, 
That ere could with hunting compare : 
When Phœbus begins to enlighten the morn, 
The huntſman attended by hounds 
Rej-ices and glows at the ſound of the horn, 
Whi!tt woods the ſweet echo reſounds. 


The courtier, the lawyer, the prieſt have in view, 


Nay ev'ry profeſſion the ſame, 
gut ſportimen, ye mortals, no pleaſures purfye, 


Than ſuch as accrue from the game, 


Whil 
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And turn into day ev'ry nitzht; 
At the break of each morn the huntſman is up, 
And bounds o'er the lawns with delight. 


Then quickly my lads to the foreſt repair, 
O'er dales and o'er valleys let's fly; 
For who can, yt gods, fee] a moment of care, 
When each j joy will another fupply : | 
Thus each morning, each day, in raptures we paſs, 
And defire no comfort to ſhare ; 
But at night to refreſſr with the bottle and gals, * 
And feed on the ſpoil of the hare. 
37 
Hazk! for ſure I hear the horns melodious 
Then come come come join in [tound 
The chearful merry din Ss 
Of the houpds in concert ſhrill, 
Heard round from hill to hill. 
All ſhall join in jolly fong, 
Noble ſports to us belong; 
Hail the morning's ruddy face, 
Now begins the ſprightly chace. 
Then out ſcouts Reynard ſtrong 
And nimbly darts along, 
T. climb the neighb'ring ball, 
Or leap the purling rill. 
All ſhall join, &c. 


Boys, follow then with ſpeed, 
As we have thus agreed; 
Then come, come, mend your pace, 
And follow briſk the chace. 
All ſhall join, &c. 


We ſoon ſhall ſee him lag, 

Like deer or hunted ſtag; 

Then preis him hare, my bloods, 

We'll. drive him to the floods, 
All mall Join, Se. 

O'er floods, o'er rocks and hills, 

Aud orer purliag rills, 


| 


HuxTixnc Soxcs and CAnTATAs. ; 
While — are pleas 0 in the j joys of the cup, | 


| The welcome call of the chearful has 3 


We will purſue the game, 
Till Reynard ſtout we tame. 
All ſhall join, &c. 


Ah ! ſee in vain bis flight, 
His heart is broken quite; 
And as he gaſping lies, 


He pants, he pants, and dies, 
All fhail join, Cc. | 


Vr enden all, | 
Attend to the call, 


Quit bufineſs for pleaſure, 

Nor thirſt after treaſure, 
But purchaſe new life from the ſweets of the morn, 
See now dapple Bay in his foin waxeth grey, 


And white Lily ſtops, with the ſcent in his chaps, 


And nqw nimbly ſhe bourids from the cry of the 

Then boys, haſte away, 1 
Without further delay, 

Tis with pleaſures like theſe that we hail the new 


Whilſt cares of flate | Laar » 
Attend the great, 

And countiers prey on their country's en, 
No ſtately ambition, | 
Or fickly condition, 

Diſturbs our repoſe, recreations, or health. 

The fop, vainly proud of his delicate ſelf, 

The miſer, who doats on his ill-gotten pelf, 

And the lover who fighs, ogles, flatters, and lies, 

Would they hither repair, they need not deſpair 

*5 enjoying ſweet life, with a mind free from care 
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Diana's 4A long on the plain; [ morn, 
Hark, hark, tis — ſound 61 the hounds and the 
Repeated by echo again. 


\ 


; Then, to horſe, my brave boys, * 3 


For the pleaſures of hunting admit a9 delay.ſaway 


14 


If our hounds, wken they're dragging the wood | 


Unkennel the fox from his den: [lands around, 
Or if, hen they're trailing along on the ground, 

A puſs ſhould be ſtarted—O then, | 
So ho, cries out huntſman, ſo ho, ſhe's in view, 
Then with hounds in full cry we the paſtime purſue. 


But if we ſhould meet with an out-lying deer, 
The paſtime ſo royal we'l] rouſe; _ 

Purſue him till (lain where he flies without fear, 
Ani ne*er the lad fight of him loſe. 

Neither hedges ner ditches ſhall ſet us our bounds ; 

It our horſes are good we'll keep up with the hounds. 


When dur day's ſport is over then home we'll return 
To enjoy our dear botile and glaſs, 
And all be az ready as ever next morn 
To go back to the jovial chace. 
Thus Nimrad s diverſion we'll keep in renown, 
And each night with a bumper our day's ſport well 
| [crawn. 
40 | 
H OW ſoft glides the fiream the gay meadow i long”? 
The birds all how chearful, how tuneful their ſong, 
How Flira the me ads with her gifts doth adorn, 
The violet, the roſe, and the fair bloom ing thorn ; 
And bark ! ſtil} to heighten the joys of this place, 
The ſound of the horn ſpeaks the hounds are in chace 


See over yon clover the hare ſwif. ly flies, 
While the hunters purſue her with clamorous cries ; 
_ Haſte, hafte, then away, let us join in the ſort, 


Leas the banks, fly the gates, to yon covert retort ; | 


"There trembling the lies, panting, gaſping for breath 
Let's follow with ſpeed to be in at the death, 


Tis done, the is Lreathlefs, now heme we repair, 
While peaks load, triumphant, reſound thro' the air 
Not a hill, or a valle, or cavern around, 

Where ec». refides, but repea's the glad ſound 3. 
While Plabus well-pleas'd the gay pruſpect ſurvey:+ 


And fircak: the fair morn wich his brighteſt of rays. | 


HunTinG Songs and CanTATAS. | 
Thus ble{s'd with the pleaſures the country affords, 


Content wich our ftations, more happy than lords, 
With heart true and loyal we jovially fing, | 
No! tronbled with cares from ambition that ſpring, 
While the courtier is eagerly hunting à place, 
We jocundly join in the ſports of the chace, 

RE — ů—ů— 
Lær the ſlave of . and wealth, 
On the ſrolie of fortune depend, 


I aſk but old claret and health, 


A pack of good hounds and a friend. 
In ſuch real joys will be found, 
True happineſs centers in theſe; © 
While each moment that dances around 
Is crown'd with contentment and eaſe, ; 


Old claret can drive away care, 


Heaith ſmiles on our days as they roll; 


What can with true friendſhip compare? 


And a taily I love from my ſoul, 
Thon up with your bumper my boys, 
E-ch hour that flies we'll improve ; 
A heel tap's a ſpy on our joys— | 
Here's to fox-huanting, friendſhip, and love, 
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 RECITATIVE, 
N OW faintly elimm'ring in the eaſt 
Sol brings on the ling'ring morn, 
As loth to quit fair Thetrii' breaſt, 
While dew beſpangles ev'ry thorn, 
The herald lark ſalutes the ſkies, 
And bids the jocund fportſman riſe. 
AIR.” 
Hark ! the chace is begun, 
See, yonder they run, 


And fleet as the wind the tag flies 


O'er mauntain and gale, 
Thro' wood land and vale, 
His purſuers awhile he defies; 
But in vain is his ſpeed, 
They faſter proceed, 
Ia hopes to o'ertake him anon; 


While echo around, | 
With the horn and the hound 
Reſponſive replies Ton- ta- ron. 


Thus we pleaſure obtain, 
*Thout fickneſs or pain, 
What ruddine!s im les on each face; 
Ve jemmies prepare, 
Mount the Reed if you dare, 
And overtake health in the chace. 


* 
Tur fweet roſy morning 

Peeps over the hills, | 
With bluſhes adorning a 

The meadows and fields; 
The merry merry merry horn 

Calls come come come away, 
Awake from your ſlumber 

And hail the new day. 


The fag rous'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 

And pants to the chorus 
Qt hounds in full cry; 

Then foilow follow follow follow 
The muſical chace, 

Where pleaſure and vigour, - 
Wich health you embrace. 


The day's ſports when over, 
Makes blood circle right, 
And gives the briſk lover 
Fr:ih charms for the night. 
Then let us let us now enjoy 
All we can while we may, 
Le: love crown the night, 
As our ſports crown the day. 


RECITATIVE., 


- 


Fd 


WHEN chearf ul day began ta dawn, 


While Cupid ſtill his pillow pteſt d, 
Diana rous'd by hounds and horn, 


Whitd Ker gentle virgins thus addreſy'd, 


HuxTixG Sonos and CaNTAT AS. is 
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Hark away, ha:k away to the merry ton'd horn, 
| While the hounds chearful c:ics awaken the morn, 
Diana herſelf rules the ſports of to-day, 
| And joins in the chorus of Hark, hark away. 


With cautions ſtep avoid the bow'r, 
Where wily Cupid ſleeping lies; | 
Fond nymphs, you'l} tue the fatal hour, 
Should Love our ſpotleſ: train ſurpriſe» 
Ha k away, Oc. | 


Love will promiſe and deceive, 
Leading youthful hearts aſtray, 
But the jos our paſtimes give 
| Are jocund. innocent, and gay. 
Hark away, &c. = a: 


— — 


ee eee 
Wurrn Sol from the eaft h. d illumin'd the ſphere, 


| And gilded tht laws ard the riv'lets fo clear, 


I roſe from my tent, and like Richard, I cali'd 
For my horſe and my hounds too, loudly I bawld, 
Hark forward, my boys, Billy Meadows he cried, 
No ſwoner be {puke but old Reynard he ſpied; 
Over joy'd at the fight we began tor to ſkip, 
Ton- ta- ren went the horn andſmack went the whip. 


Tom Bramble ſcour'd forth, when almoſt to his chin, 
O'er Kaping a ditch==by the lord, he leap'd in; 
When juſt as it hap'd, but the ſly maſter Ren, 
Was ſneakingly haſt'ning to make to his den; 
Then away we purſu'd, breke covert and wood, 
Not a quick ſet nor thickſet our pleaſure withſtood 


'| So ho! maſter Reynard Jack Rivers he cried, 


Old Ren' you ſhall die, Daday Haut burn replied. : 
All gay as the lark the green woodlands we trac'd, 


| While the merry-ton's horn inſpited as we chac'd, 


No longer poor Reynard his ſtrengrh could he boaft, 


To the hounds he knock'd under & gave up the ghoſt 


The ſports of the field when cuncluded and o'er, 
We ſound the horn back again over ihe moor; 
At night take the glaſs, and moſt chearily fing 
| The fox-hunters round, not forgetting the K ing. 


2 = HARK 
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H ARK ! the huntſman's begun to ſound the ſhrill | 


Come quickly unkennel your hounds; horn, 
"Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden - ey d morn, 
We'll chace the fox over the grounds. 


See yonder ſits Reynard, ſo crafty and ſly, 
Come ſaddle your courſers apace; 

The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full cry, 
They long to be giving him chace. 


The huntſmen are mounted, the ſteed feels the ſpur, 
And quickly they ſcour it along; 

Rspid after the fox runs each muſical cur, 
Follow, follow, my boys, is the long. 


O'er mountains and valleys we ſkim it away, 
Now Reynard's almoſt out of fight; 

But fooner than loſe bim we'll ſpend the whole day 
In hunting, for that's our delight, 


By eager purſuing we'll have him at laſt, 
He's too tired, poor rogue, down he lies; 
Now ftarts up afreſh, and young Snap has him faft, 
He trembles, kicks, ſtruggles, and dies- | 
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'To chaſe o'er the plain the fox or the hare, 
Such pleaſure nv ſport can e'er bring, 

It baniſhes ſorrow and drives away caie, 
And makes us more bleſt than a king; 
And makes ns more bleft than a king. 

Whenever we hear the ſound of the horn, 

Our hearts are tranſported with joy; 

We riſe and embrace with the earlieſt dawn, 

A paſtime that never can cloy, 


O'er furrows and hijls our game we purſue, 
No danger our breaft can invade ; 

The hounds in full cry our joys will renew 
An increaſe of pleaſures difplay'd : | 
The freedom our conſcience never alarms, 

WMe live free from envy and ſtrife; 
If bleſt with a ſpouſe, return to her arma, 


Sport, ſweetneſa, and conjugal life. 


| HuNTiNG Sox Gs | and CanTATAS. 
The courtier who toils o'er matters of ſtate, 


* 


Can ne'er ſuch an happineſs know; 
The grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great, 
Can ne'er ſuch a comfort beſtow : | 
Our days pa's away in ſcenes. of delight, 
Our pleaſures ne er taken amiſs: 
We hunt all the day, and revel all night, 
What joy can be greater than this. 
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Ev'Rxv mortal ſome favourite pleaſure purſues, 
Some to MWypite run for play, ſome to Batſon for news z 
To Shuter's droll phiz others thunder applauſe, 
And ſome triflers delight te hear Nicho!s's noiſe: - 
But ſuch idle amuſements I'll carefully ſhun, 

And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 


Snon as Phebas has finiſh'd his ſummer's career, 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care. 


When Roger and Nell have enjoyed harveſt home, 


And their labours being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, 
And J range o'er the fields with my dog and my gun. 


When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, 
Aad none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command, 


| When the covey be ſprings, and | bring down my 


[*'ve a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: 


[bird, 
No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, 


Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. 
| When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I repair 


And I bruſh thro' the thickets devoid of all fear; 
There I exerciſe freely my levelling ſkill, 

And wi h pheaſants and woodcocks my bay often fill; 
For death (where I find them) they ſeldom;can ſhun, 


My dogs are ſo ſure, and ſo fatal my gun. 


| My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under command; 


Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand 


If a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they ſpring, 
With heart chearing notes how they make the woods 


Then for muſic let fribbles to Raxelagh run, [ring ! 


My concert's a c horus of dogs and a gun. 


HunTinG Sowcs 

When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay ; 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend a part, 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart; 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies 1 ſhun, 
And my E confine to my dogs and my gun. 
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 RECITATIVE, 

Awa K'd | by the horn, like the ſpring, deckt in 
Betimes in the morni«.gthe hunters are ſeen ; [green, 
With joy on each brow they enſiven the place, 
Aad impatiently wait to mY in the chace. 
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Fram his cioſe covert 3 the ſtag ſwiftly flies, 
As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow; 

O'er rivers and mountains all danger defies, 
And fears nothing bui man, his worſt fue, 


RECITATIVE. 
Now they trace him thro' the copſe, 
Panting, firuggling—ſce ! he drops ! 
Kark ! rude clamours rend the ſkies, 
While the — victim dies. 


AIR. 
Thus Britain s ſons, in Harry's reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 
Thro' ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlain, 
And triumph'd at bis fall. 


CHORUS, 
Now hoſtile foes alarm ; arm, arm, Brizennia, arm. 


RECITATIVE. 5 
Then away to the field, tis great George gives the word 
Quit the horn for a trumpet, the whip for a ſword ; 
Like our valiant forefathers, ftern death let us face, 
And be glorious in war as we are in the chace , 
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Hark, the loud tuning horn bids the ſportſman pre- 
And the hounds woo him forth to the lawnſ pare 

The huntſman proclaims that the morning i is fair, 
Eo Aurora with red ſtreaks ons dawn. 
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Wich cleaſure e hearkens the heart-ſoothing chear | 


Shakes Morpheus and ſlumber away; 
While joy f I he ſtarts, and with ſpeed doth appear 
The toremoſt to welcome the day. 
With the h rn's jolly clangor he quickens the clog 
| And fills all the vale with his joys ; 
| While his pleature fuli glowing, 0 his face, 
And the hounds in full concert rejoice. 


From the ſportſman, ye Crones, ye may learn how 
Exempted from paia or diſeaſe ; [ro live, 


He'll ſhew, that the fields and the meadows will 


That health which you bar er for eaſe. 


[give 
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| TRE hounds are 211 out, and the morning does 


Why, bow now, you fluggardly fot | [pecp, 
How can you, how ean you tie ſnoring aſleep, 

While we all on horſeback are got, 
My brave boys! 


IT cannot get up, for the over-night's cup, 


So terribly lies in my head 
Beſides, my wife cries, my dear, do not riſe, | 
But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy. 
come on z with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer aelay ; 


| The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the bare, 


Will chace all dull vapours away, | 
My 'brave boys, 


| 32 
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Hark from that cottage by the ſilent 3 

How ſweet the iwallow greets the tiſing gicam 

Of light, that dawns upon the eaſtern hill, 

Tipping with grey the fails of yonder mill; 

'And hark ! from the farm below the watchſul cock 

Warns the dull ſhepherd to unfold his flock ; 

His hurdied flocks the freſh'ning breeze int ale, 

And bleat for freedom, and the clover vale. 

See. bow away the ſevering clouds are driven, 


6 gay aleady 1 
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1 1 breaks foretel the ſun is near | RECITATIVEs | I Th 
| To drink the dew and glad our hemiſphere. | Far from the eaſt had roll'd the glorious ſun, ( 
O! did the ſons of diflipation know | And thro' each well known baunt the fox had run; Th 


What calm delights from early-riſing flow, The ſtream he'd paſt, and the vaſt mountain 's height, p 
: They'd leave (with us) their down, and in the] Se king the dell — dark ling brakes invite; A! 
Imbibe the health that freſh Aurora yields. [fields There ſtrove to earth, but trove to earth in vain, E 


AIR, He breaks the covert, tries the lawns again; Th 
Now indolence ſnores upon pillows of down, But, as he fled, the crafiy ſpoiler found, E 
Now infirm ty, guilt, and diſeaſe, Fleeting behind, the never fault ring hound: 

4 Envy the gentle repoſe of the clown, Weary at length, he views the wide mouth throng, Coo 
ö And in vain beg the bleſſing of eaſe. And drags in pain his mired bruſh along; A 
| Whilſt we honeſt fellows, who follow the chace, Now ſpent, he falls, rolling his haggard eyes; The 

| | Ot ſuch troubles are never poſſeſs'd, And, ſavage like, he wounds, and ſnarling dies. A 

The banner of health is diſplay'd in each face, Eager to view, the ſhouting train ſurround ; May 
| To ſhew Peace holds the fort of the breaſt. Hills, woods, and rocks, reverberate the found. vw 
| | Can the ſlaves of a court, can the miſer ſay this? Ai. Wh. 

| Or the wretches who feed in diftreis ? | WhilR the huntſman exults to hunters around, * 

O! may fuch ne er taſte of our rational bliſs, And holds up the ſtrong - ſcen ed prize; 
| Till, like us, they diſdain to oppreis. Elated with conqueſt, each ſtaunch mettled hound, AI 
1 RECITATIVE. | Sends a clam'rous peal to the ſkies ; * 


See! to the copſe how the dogs ſcud along, 
They ve found out the drag of the foe; 
And hark? how the huntimen ride ſhouting along, 


The deep ſound of the horn, borne afar on the gale 
Ca ls the ſportſmen thrown out, to the pack; 


bd -- 


L 


; | They meet round the ſpoi', if their courſers don't "Fail 
| th below. p our 
| | = 4 4 > ot : = 8 - Then away, to regale, they ride AY back The | 
| Seel yonder he ſculks o'er the glade; RECITATIVE. | = 
| Spur your couriers, my lads, and briſk1y pans 3 och are the manly pleaſures of the chace, 0 
F O1's craft will our vengeance evade. Which kings of old were eager to embrace: 
| , AIR. While o'er the champaign ran the courtly crew, E 
4 The ſhepherd with joy views the chace, The cheek was garniſh'd with a roſeat hue; W. 
* His lambs the vile traitor would fleece, I Then no pale Canymede diſgrac'd the court, = 
4 The farmer, delighted, beholds his diſgrace, And he was honour'd who moſt lov'd the ſport ; ; * 
| And thinks on his turkies and geeſe. ; _ boning — there Gu d . * | 15 1 
8 - = o cloud ne row, or poiſon menta reit. 
— EE 
17 * * 
5 Tell what poultry of late was his prey, „ He ih to the veins, and quiet to che heart. Ha 
f 4 And with the ſtaunch pou may prevail. AIR, 
9 | — the beats By oves the FE N Our nobles rejoic d in the chace; *'". To 
h Ev'ry breaſt feels a — glow, "They fled the een of 8 coup, he h 
f | ___ By'ry tongue trills the jocular ſtrain, J The hearr-cbearing toil 5 Ane 
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Their offspring was tuddy and ſtout, | 
Curſt lux'ry was yet in the bud 

They ſcarce knew the pangs of the gouts 
AQivity phyſic'd the "blood. 


A fribble they ſeldom could meer, 
But now how revers'd is the ſcene! 

The creature's in every ſtreet, 
Erecting his butterfly mien. 


At fight of the gay-ſpangled train, 
They'd-fly the degenerate ſlaves, 
And with to be buried again. | 
May ſuch never taſte of our joy, | 
We hunters diſclaim the whole race; 
Whilſt time over tea they deſtroy, | 
We're loſt in the charms of the chace. 


All you who would follow the mu ſical horn, | 
Co early to bed, and ſalute the young morn. | 
Dur ſports ſhall "ſecure you the boſom's repoſe, 

und yourcheek in old age wear the tint of the roſe, 
our nerves ſhall be ftreng, and feel, e en in decay, 
he raptures enjoy'd by the young and the gay. 

hen hither come all who would live long in heaith, 

\ bleſſing the wiſe much eſteem before wealth. 


| _ 
E ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; 

ankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. | 

is lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 
A hunting continually go; 

| ranks and degrees are engag d in the chack, 
Hark forward, huz2a, tally ho. 


he lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a. mortgage or deed ; | 
he huſband gets up, at the fund. of the horn, 


j Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after 


* 


and Ca Nx TAT AS. 
The patriot is thrown in ne „ 


© 4 


The poet, too, often lays low, .. 


With hark forward, Baze. gally _ 


While fearleſs o'er hillsang e woodlands we Creep | 
Tho' prudes on our paſtime may frown, 


| How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 


And the fences of virtue break down. 


Could our anceſtors riſe from their graves, | Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 


For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 
All tanks and degrees are engaged in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally he. 


A Sweet-ſcented beau, 2 a ſimp' ring young * 
An artful attorney, a rake, and a wit, 

Set out on a chace in purſuit of her heart, 

Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at heir art: 

And rous'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn, | 


Wit ſwore by his fancy, the beau by bis face, 

The lawyer with quibble ſet out on the chace; 
The cic with exactneſs made up his account, 

The rake told his conqueſt, how vaſt the amount. 
Sde laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the moray 
Tantivv, ſhe followed the echoing horn, 

The clamorous noiſe rous'd a jolly voung ſwain, 
Harb for ward, he cry'd, then bounc'd over the plain, 
He diftanc'd the wit, the cit, quibble, and beau, 
And won the fair nymph with bello! hillio! 

Now together they fing a ſweet l/mu to the morn, 
Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


— — — 
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Hark! the hoilow groves reſounding 


Echo to the hunter's cry ; 
Hark ! how all the vales reſounding 
To his ehearing voice reply. 


Now fo ſwift, o'er hills aſpiring, 

| He purſues the gay delight; | 

Diſtant woods and plains retiring 
Seem to vaniſh'from his ficht. 


And rides to the Commons ful: ſpeed; _ | 


Wo Co 


| Hark | the hollow groves, Ser 
| | SEE 


4 


gy 


4 


* 


. 
SEE Pheebs begins to enliven the eaſt, 
- And ſee the grey dawn wears away; 


Come rouſe, fellow huntſman, relinquiſh dull reſt, 


And join in the ports of the day; 

No longer in ſloth let your ſenſes remain, 
Untainted the ſweets of the morn z 

Drive lumber away, and make one in our train, 
To follow the ſound of the horn 


What muſic to ours can for ſweetneſs compare, 
What ſpor:s ſuch a pleaſure can yield? 
What icent ſo refin'd as the new morning air? 
What proſpect ſo bright as the field ? 
Let miſers ſor riches each tranſport forego, 
'Midft thei” treaſures diſtreſs'd and forlorn 
Ve taſte ev ry joy, and forget every . 
So charming the found of the horn. 


Such pleaſures we feel, while from vanity free, 
Our hours paſs contented along; 

In innocent paſtime, in mirth, and in glee, 
With a hearty repaſt and a fong : 

Ye mor. aly, vn bials'd by honours and wealth, 
Thoſe titles that ſorrow adorn ; 

Would you taſte the calm joys of contentment and 
Thea follow the ſound of 25 horn. * 


"$7 

Ta E ſun now peeps o'er yonder bill 
In ſtreaks of golden red, 

For ſhame get up, nor ſlumber Kill, 
Quit, quit your downy bed. 


CHORUS, 
For bark! horn and hound are ſaluting the day, 
The fox from his covert is burfting away; 
O'er mountains he ſcampeſ, we'll double our pace, 


Swift vengeance purſues him and gladdens our chaec. 


Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe, my boys, 
Fling off dull drowſy ſpleen ; , | | 
The neighing ſounds, and deep tongu'd neiſe, 
Now call us to the N i 
For hark, born, Ee. 


ö 


Hun rin Sones and CanTartas, 


| 


| | Who, who are ſuch friends to the joys of the chace 


: We are nymphs of the wood, of Diana's chaſte trair 


| 


| Oh, lay who you are, that enliven our train. 


With roſy health our cheeks ſhall glow, 
Our nerves witn toil be ftrong ; 
With tides of joy our blood ſhall flow, 
Who join the hunting throng. 
For hark, horn, Cc. 


And when we leave the ſhouting field, 
And night has brought us home, 
Libations rich the hall ſhall yield, 
Loud mirth ſhall ſhake the 3 
For hark; — Ee. | 


PRINCIPAL VOICES, 


Our of 6ght are the hounds, boys; 
We've loft them to day, 

We are fairly thrown out, 
Who will tell us the way ? 


RD 


— 
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8 ESPONSE. 
If you'll follow up cloſe, we will tell you the way, 


PR&INCIPAL VOICES, 


We hear but the voice, but we ſee not the face, 


RESPONSE, 
We cannot, we muſt not diſcover the face. 


PRINCIPAL VOICES. | 
"Are you fairies or goblins that haunt the rude plain! 
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RESPONSE 


PRINCIPAL VOICES, 


Oer mountains, thro' fountains, then briſkly we ro 
Diana and Echo thall join in the cry, | [fy * 
eln. 


. 


KY * 


Love in yonder valley hes, | 
Wake him not with noiſe or cries ! 
Fir'd with ſport, with toil oppreſt, | 
Glad he takes an hour of reſt; 


See, ſee his quiver by his fide, 


0 
| Sure to conquer youthful pride ! 
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If he's rais'd, and peints his darts, 
"Tis too late to fave your hearts! 
CATCH, 

When will ſounds of battle ceaſe, 

When the world is huſh'd to peace 
Welcome diſcord's horrid ſound, 

Welcome clangor's burſting round, 

Let the Britiſþ thunder zoar, 

Shouts be heard from ſhore to ſhore, 

Every brave commander fing, 

With firſt and laft, God ſave the King, 


59 
RECITAT!VE. 


EE, ſee, Aurora zins to riſe, 
nd paints with ruddy ftreaks the ſkies! 
'er Pbæbus does his b:ams diſplay, 


„„ 


t's to our jocund ſports away. 


AIR. 
I rovſe the game with hounds and horn, 
With chearful cries I 'wake the morn, 
W ho rifing with her roſy face, 
Enjoys the glory of the chace, | 
See the ſwift ſtag flies o'er the ground, | 
And hills, and dales, and woods refound ; 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain: 
% And join” the jovial ſportſman cries, 
« Till the tout prey, 0'ertaken—diecs,” 


i 


RECIKTATIVE, | 

HO, who is this that firikes my wond'ring 

is roſy health, an hunter in diſguiſe, fezen 

e comes to win me from ſoft pleaſure's train, | 

id thus he ſpeaks in his enliv'ning ſtrain. 

* | ASS. 

Now the dawn's peeping over the hill, 
To ſleep breaking echos ariſe ! | 

Hark | the hounds and the hunters loud fill |, 

The woods with their ſhouts and their cries. 


_ | Old Bonny 


and CANTATAS. 


Purſue o'er the mountains your-prey, 
Be firſt of the heart cheating race, 
All rous'd by the toils of the day 


You'll own the delights of the chace, 


A hunter, no more you'll complain, z 

No fpleen-brooding cares ſhail ye know, 
A firanger'to ſickneſs and pain, 

With life and new vigour you'll glow, 
Then fly from the pleaſures that pail, 
That languor moſt certainly yield, 

But wake to the horn's early call, 
And haſte to the ſports of the field, 
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Hank, hark, jolly ſportſmen, awhile to my tale, 
Which to pay your attention, I'm ſure cannot fail, 
"Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hedges, thro' dale, bog and briar. 
A pack of ſuch hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 
"Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever you meet with again; 
Had Nimrod the mightieſt of hunters been there, 
'Fore gad, he had ſhook like an afpin for fear, 


In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 
The fifth of December, I think 'twas no more, 
At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 
We rode from Killruddery in ſearch of a fox. 

The Laughlin's-town land lord, the bold Owen Bray, 
And Squire Adair, ſore, was with us that day; 
Fo Debill, Hall Preſton, that huntſman ſo tout, 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 
When Wanton ſet up a moſt tuneable roar ; 
Hark to M anton, cried Fo, and the reſt were not ſtack 
For Wancon's no trifle, eſteem'd in the pack. 

and Collier came readily in, 

And every hound join'd in the muſical din; 

Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleas d to the life, 
And one of the lads got a goddeſs to wife, 


Ten 
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Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, | Each glaſs was adapted to freedom and ſport, ? 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way; | For party affairs, we confign'd to the court. G1 
At ſtrong from Killegar, as tho* he could fear none, | Thus we finiſh'd the reft of the day and the night, Whi 
Away he bruſh'd round by the houſe of Killternan, | in gay flowing bumpers and ſocial delight. The 
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherry wood then, | Then till the next meeting, bid farewel each brother 0 
Steep Shan · hill he climb'd, and to Ballymanglen, So ſome they went one way and ſome went another, 
Bray Commons he croſs'd, leap'd 1 wall, | As Pbæbus befriended our earlier roam, 


—— — 


'T 
And ſeem's to ſay, * Little 1 value you all.” Iso Luna took care in conducting us home, a 
He ran Buſh's grove, up to Carbury Byrn's | f — 62 
Fo Debill, , ot Preflon, kept leading 28. TH E duſkynight rides down the ſky, i A 
The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, And uſhers in the morn, | 


Tho” he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep out, | The bounds all make a jovial cry, 
To Malpa's high hills was the way then he flew, The huntſman winds his horn, 


At Dalkeyſtone Commen we had him in view, | Then a bunting let us go, 
He grove on by Bullock, through ſhrub Glanagery, Then, &c. 
And ſoon to Mountown where Laury grew weary, The wife around her huſband throws, 
'Thro' Rocheftown wood, like an arrow he paſs' Her arms to make him ſtay, 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laft 0 My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows, 
| There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, You cannot hunt to-day. 
— in = heart, Sure none dare follow me. But a hunting, Cc. 
ut ſoon to his coſt, he perceiv'd that that nojbounds Th' uncavern'd fox like lightning fli 
Could top the purſuit of the ſtaunch — His cunning's all awake, vis 
His policy here, did not ſerve him a ruſh, To gain the race he eager tries, 
Five couple of tarriers were hard at his bruſfh, |} His forfeit life the take. ; 

To recover the ſhore, then again was his drift, When a hunting, c. | 75 
Zut e er he could reach to the top of the clift, Arous d een Echo buntreſs turns, 10 
He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, And madly ſhouts her joy, 5 H 
Being way-laid, and kill'd by the reſt of the pack. The ſportſman's breaſt in raptures burns, ; 

At his death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung | The chace can never cloy. | 
Save Laury, who riding a garran, was flung, Then a hunting, Ec. | Je 
Thus ended at length a moſt delicate chaſe, 1 n 
That held us five hours and ten minutes ſpace, | His ure m_ . 

. i : His art muſt now prevail, The 
We teturn'd to Killruddery's plentiful hoard, 


Hark ! ſhouts the miſcreant's death betide, 
Where dwells hoſpitality, truth, and my lord; outs the miicreant's betide, 


| — His ſpeed, his cuaning fail, 

We talk'd o'er the chace, and we toaſted the health When a hunting, Sc. 

Of the man that ne er varied for places of wealth. bee N Siam 
r odd | *.p 1 10 IEDBET EO} SIRER'S WOrhy 4 
| "Twas ſhameſul, cried Jack, by the great living — 3 2 4 mn is flight, * 
| Said Preſton I halloo's, © Get on, tho' you fall, mar ny > | 
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6 | AXeon was a hunter bold, 
5 round the word di * diſmount, Wore horns upon his pate, 
ght, I While echoed by the ſprightly horn, | But we will take our wives with us, 


The toils and pleaſures we recount, 


And ſo avoid his fate. 
ther Of this ſweet health-inſpiring morn, 


When a hunting, Cc. 


ther, * CHORUS. ; | If in ditch, or bog, or brake, 


'Twas glorious ſport, none e er did lag, 
Nor drew amifs, nor made a ſtand; 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon deen the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command, 
Of the goddeſs of the chace, 
And we had. hunted, &c. 


ne hounds were out and ſnuft the air, 

And ſcarce had reach d the appointed ſpot; 
But pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, g 
And preiently drew on the lot. 

*'T was glorious ſport, Cc. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 

The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl; 
ad echo note for note repeats, 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call. 

*T was glorious ſport, Ec. 


And now the ſtag has loft his pace, 
And while ware-haunch the huntſman cries 3 
is boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
'T was glorious ſport, c. 


JECEMBER is the month, 
When Britiſh brains are addled, 
The morning's wet and dirty, 
So get the catile ſaddled, 
For a hunting we will:gos 
What pleaſure is ſo excellent, 
AS whip and cut and ſpur, 
What mufic can compare, 
To the yelping of à cur. 
When a hunting, Sc. 


G 
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| Our carcaſe chance to ftick in, 

| We're champions all and fight the cauſe, 
[| Of gander, gooſe, and chicken, 

When a hunting, &c. 


4 But if perchance a fox chace, 
Should coſt a man his breaih, 
We're all militia captains now, 
And who's afraid of death. 
When a hunting, e. 


Then ſhould we break ſly Reynard's neck, 
1 In paſtime e ent it merit, 
And if perchance we break our own, 
Why damme ent it ſpirit, 
When a hunting, &c. 


But if a Quit won't quit his bed, 

For ſports ſo blithe and bonny, 
| We'll ſwear he hates fatigue and dirt, 
And call kim Macaroni, 

When a hunting, Cc. 


| Abuſe him for his want of taſte, 
Since nothing ſo bewitches, 
Like ſpending all the winter long, 
In boots and leather breeches, 
When a hunting, Sc. 


* 
— 
— 


— 

"HE bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, 

And dew drops beſpanglethe ſweet-ſcented thorn ; 

Then found, brother ſportſman, ſound, ſaugd the 
"Till Phabus awakens the day: E horn, 

And ſee now he riſes in ſplendor how bright.; 

Io Pæan for Phoebus, the God of Delight, 

All glorious in beauty now baniſhes night, 

} Then mount, boys, to borſe and awaye , 


1 


Whar 
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What raptures can equal the joys of the chace, 


Health, bioom and contentment, appear in each face, 


And in ovr fleet courfers what beauty and grace, 
While we the ſwift ſtag do purſue; 

At the deep ana harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, 
Struck bv error he runs from the foretts wide bounds 
And tho' like tbe lightning he arts o'er the grounds, 

Yet gill, boys, we keep bim in view. 


HunTrnG Songs and CanTATAS, 


When chac'd till quiteſpent, he his life does reſign 
Our victim we ll offer at Bacchus s ſhrine, 


And revel in honour of Nimred divine, 


| That hunter, ſo mighty of fame; 

Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king 

Love and beauty wel fill to and jovially fing; 

Wiſhing health and fucceſs, till we made the houſe 
To all ſyoniſmen and ſons of the game. f ring, 


3 


A COLLECTION of S 


ONGS for the LADIES. 


| SOWG. ». 
TN this ſhady bleſt retreat, 
I've been wiſhing for my dear; 
Hark, 1 hear his welcome feet, 
Tell the lovely charmer near. 


*Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 
True to love's appointed hour, 


Joy and peace now ſmile again, 
Love I own wa mighty power, 


| To fly, like bird. 88 grove to grove, 
| To wander like the bee; 
To fip of ſweets, and taſte, of love, 
Is not enough for me: 
No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt , 
I with the place to find, 
Where fate may give me peace and reſt, 
One ſhepherd to my mind. 


To every youth IA nat be gay; 
Nor try on all my power; 

Nor future pleaſure#throw away, 
In toyiogs for an hour; 


I would not reign the general toaft, 
Be prais'd by all the town; 

A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 
I'n hear but only one. 


For which of all the flattering train, 
Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, 
When youth's gay charms are inthe wane, 
Will court their ſure decline, 

Then fops and wits and beaux forbear, 
Your arts will never do; 

For ſome fond you h ſhall be my care, 
Life's checquer d ſeaſon through. 


My little heart ſhall love a home, 
A warm and ſhelter' d neft ; 

No giddy flights ſhall make me roam 
Fram whence I am not bleſt: 
Wien love and only that dear ſwain, 

What tranquil joys I ſee, 
Farewell, ye falſe inconſtant train | 
For one is all to me. 


— 3 — 1nüéf— 

Gay Damon long ſtudied my heart to obtain, 

The pretty'ſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the plain; 

I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare 'twas amiſs, 

And I'd often ſay no, when I long'd to ſay yu 
And I'd often, &c. 


Laſt Yalentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And ſent me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 

Oh! take theſe he cried, thou more fair than their 

T could hardly ſay no tho” aſham'd to ſay yes. [ rece, 
J could hardly, &c. 


Soon after one morning we fat in the grove, 
He preſs'd my hand hard, and in fighs breath'd his 
Then tenderly aſk d, if I 4 grant him a kiſs, [love, 
I defign'd to've faid no, but miſtook and ſaid you. 
I deſign'd, &c. 
While at this, with delight, bis heart 6anc'd in his 
Ve gods he cried, Chloe will now make me bleſt ry 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs, 
To prevent being teiz'd, 1 was forc'd to ſay * 
To prevent, &c. 


Ine'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life, 

Ine'er was ſo happy as fince I'm a wife ; 

Thea take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old maids if you will not fay yes. 
You muſt all die, &c. 

# 4 J 
My eyes may ſpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without meaſure, 

Yet my heart in my boſom lies fill, 
Thus the river is flowing, 

The mill-clapper going, 

But the miller's aſleep in his mitl, 
Though lovers ſurround me, 

With ſpeeches confound me, 

Vet my heart in my boſorm lies till, 
Thus the river 18 flowing, | 
The mili-clapper going, 

But the miller 3 allcep in his mill, 


GA 


Sonos for Lavirs. 


The little god eyes me, 
And'thinks to ſurpriſe me, 

But my heart is awake in my breaſt, 
Thus boys flily creeping, 

Would catch a bird ſleeping, 


But the linnet's awake in his neft, 


Tais cold flinty heart 4 is you who have” ws 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm d; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I trove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, 
Sweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, 
The froſt nips the buds and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth that is froſt-nipt no rapture can flow, 
Elyfum to him but a deſert will prove, 
at's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 
The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſon be gay, 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
Love bleſſes the cottage & ſings thro” the ＋ 1 | 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of 


O Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn, 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 

| When naithing can pleaſe me, | 

Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of web bourn, 

Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
| While Pay'rocks are fiaging, 


And primroſes ſpringing, 
Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When thro* the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 
| That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell 
| I'm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi” a kenell, 


| When thro? the wood, laddie, I wander myſel'. 
| Then ftay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 


But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Who's living in languor till that happy day, 


| When thro' the wood, laddie, we — ſing & play. 


D FORGIVE, 
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Foxcivx, ye 1 2 take it wrong, 
If aught too much I do; 

Permit me while I ſing my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too: 

Let modeſty, that heaven born maid, 
Your words and actions grace; 

*Tis this, and only this can add, 

New luftre to your face. 


*Tis this which paints the virgins cheeks 
Beyo: id the power of art; 

And every real bluſh beſpeaks, ' 
The goodneſs of the heart ; 

This index of the yirt'ous mind 
Your lovers will adore; 

Thie, this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Iaſpi 'd by this, to idle men 
With nice reſerve behave ; 
And learn by diſtance to maintain, 
The power your beauty gave: 
For this when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will prcte& 
The wanton pleaſes for a FRY 
But ne er creates reſpect. 


With this, their ſilly jeſt reprove, 
When coxcombs dare intrude; 
Nor think the man is worth your love, 
Who ventures to be rude ; 
Veis charms, when cheap, will ever pall, 
They ſully with a touch; 
And tho' you mean to grant not all, 
Puoou often grant too much. 


But, patient let each virtuous fair, 
Expect the gen'rous youth; 
Whom heaven has doom'd her heart to hare 
And bleſt with love and-truth ; | 
For him alone referve her hand, 
And wait the happy day 
Whes he with juſtice may 3 
And ſhe with Joy obey, 


4 
* 
1 
* 
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| 


That granting a whiſper is granting too much, 
| 


Oo Happy hour all hours excelling, 


And conſults the vice of nature, 


Ev'ry ſcene of life improving, 


| 


War harm in ſo fimple a token of love, 
I cuJl'd him the prime of the garden and grove ; 
He wore it freſh blooming a'd glitt'ring with dew 
Yet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue. 


Can ſmiles and ſoft accents derifion convey, 
No miſchief io ſubtle, fo fatal as they; 
He brags ot the prize Mm each meadow and 
And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor maid 


In my quick mounting bluſhes the virgins deſery, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny 
And the cold- hearted prudes, ah how wary they ſhut 
The maiden whom frankneis alone has undone. 


Your thougnts then, dear ſiſters, with caution e 
The ſoft growing paſſion be flow to reveal ; 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is 'fuch, 


But! 
h« 


In w 


his 


When retired from crouds and noiſe ; 
Happy is that flent dwelling, 
Fill'd with ſelf-poſſeſſing joys, 


Happy that contented ereature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd ; 


When of raving fancy eas d. 


Ev'ry action wiſely moving, 
Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale; 


That no anxious * prevail. 


5 


1s 
SINCE wedlock's in vogue, and ll 
To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premis 
I'm a maid that would marry; ah. could 1 but fir 
(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind. 


I care not for fortune, Fc. 


rgins del 
premis“ 


1 


J. 


Not thi fair- weather d fop, fond of faſhion & dreſs ; | 
Nor the 'ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chace; 
T or the free-thinking rake, who no mortal can bind; 
either this, that, nor Vother's the man to my mind. 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world without end; | 
dor the drone who can't reliſh his bottle and friend; 
or the fool that's too fond, nor yet he that's unkind; 


either this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, &c. 


Not the rich with full bags, & no breeding or merit; 
Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit ; 

Nor the fine maſter fribble, the ſcorn of mankind ; 
either this, that, nor Co:her's the man to my mind. 
Neither this, Ser. 


But the youth whom good ſenſe & good nature inſpire 
hom the brave muſt eſteem & the fair ſhould admire 
In whoſe heart love & truth are with honor conjoin'd 
his, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 
This, this, &c, 


What joy does conqueſt yield, 
hen returning from the field, 
Shining in his glitt'ring arms, 
How the godlike warrior charms, 
Laurel wreaths his head ſurrounding, 
Banners waving 1n the wind, 


Fame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
Every voice in concert join'd, 


— ——__ 


Fei" Ye H! why muſt words my flame reveal, 
hat need my Damen bid me tell, 

W hat all my actions prove ; 

bluſh whene'er | meet his eye, 

bene'er I bear his name, a h 


but fir 
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In all their ſports upon the plain, 
My eyes ſtill fix'd on him remain, 
And him alone approve; - 
The reſt unheeded dance and play, 
From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my love, 


Wher.e'er we meet my looks confeſs 

The joys which all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove 

Still, ſtill, too ſhort appears his ſtay, 

The moments fly too faſt away, 

Too faſt ſor my fond love. 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe, 

So pleas'd I am with all he ſays, 
I ev'ry word approve; 

But is he blam'd, altho' in jeſt, 

| feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 
Alas ! becauſe I love. 


But oh! what tortures tear my heart, 
When I ſuſpe& his looks impart 

Ihe leaſt defire to rove; 
hate the maid that gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate I firive in vain, 

For ah ! that hate is love, 


Then aſk not words, but read my eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my fighs, 

| My paſſion theſe will prove ; 

Wards oft deceive and ſpring from art, 
The true expreflioa of my heart 

To Damon muſt be love. 


; 


3 —— | 
Tn E fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And bircs were finging on each ſpray, 
When Colin met me in the grove, 

And told me tender tales of love: 

Was ever ſwain ſo blythe as he, 

So kindp ſo faithful, and ſo free, 


Betrays my ſecret love. 


* 


In ſpite of all my friends could ſay, 
| Young Colin ftole my heart away. 
D 2 | 3 


Whene'er 


— — — 


- 
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— a 


* 


Whene'er he trips the meads along, 
He ſweetly joins the wood-lark's ſong; 
And' when he dances on the green, 


There's none ſo blythe as Colin ſeen ; 
If he's but by I nothing fear, 

For I alone am all his care; 
Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


My mother chides whene'cr I roam, 
And ſeems ſurpris d I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 
Did ſhe but feel how much I love: 
Full well I know the gen'rous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain; 
Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ftole my tender heart away. 


| | 14 
To pleaſe me the more, & to ehange the dull ſcene, 
My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green; 
And toev'ry fine fight would he tempt me to roam, 

For he fear'd left my heart ſhould grow tired of home, 


To yield to my ſhepherd, fo fond and ſo kind, 

I] left my dear cot and true pleaſures behind; 
And oft as I went ſaw twat folly to roam, 

For falſe all the joy was tbat grew not at home, 
To flirt, to be prais d, was to me no delight, 

I figh'd for no ſwain with my own in my fight ; 
Then how could I with all abroad thus to roam, 


When love and contentment were always at home? | 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there too 
I'm bleſt as I can be, and fing my glad ſong ; ¶ long, 
I aſk not again in the woodlands to roam, 

Nor chuſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 


Ye nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, fo frolic and gay, 

Wha in roving now flutter your moments away ; 

Believe it, my aim ſhall be never to roam, 

But to live my life thro', and be happy at home. 
1 


| 5 
Since they ſaw me alone with a ſwain in the grove, | 


Each tongue in the village proclaims I'm in love 


Soncs for LADIES. 


| 


With a laugh they poiat at us as paſſing along, 
And Calin and Nell are their jeſt and their ſonge 


Suſpicion long whiſper'd it over the 


green, 
| But Scandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen 


Wherever we wander, yet faſter ſhe flies, 
What we do, or we ſay the reflects with her lies. 


How we trip all by moonlight to love- haunted bow ri; 
How we toy and we kiſs at the ſweet gilded hours: 
All this, and yet more, if he will ſhe may name, 

For we meet without crime, & we part without ſhame 


I own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, 


And waits with impatience till fortune's more kind; 


I Rill will love on till our fate's to be bleſt, 


And the talk may be loucer it ſha'nt break our reft, 


Let malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, 
And envy do all to embitter our joy 
The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay nymph and her Calin at laſt. 
16 
How viithe was I each morn to ſee, 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met bim with good will: 
I neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay ? 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day. | 
Oh ! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where loſt was my repoſe ; 
1 wiſh I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 
He tun d bis pipe and reed fo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt ning by; 
The fleecy flock ſtood ſtill and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his melody : | 
While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
| Betwixt our flocks and play, 
1 envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' e'er ſo rich and gay. 


Oh, the broom, c. 


He 3d oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd 1 but faithful be ? 

He ftole my heart; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me ? 

Hard fate l that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born, 


Oh, the broom, &c, 
E 17 
To thee, O gentle ſlcep, alone 
7 Is owing all our peace; 
By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
t. By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has poſſeſs' d, 

By thee obtaining a c ivorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh, ſtay! Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair 

Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
The object of her care, 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe fought, 
That motion chas'd her fleep : 

Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought, 
1 he griefs tor which we weep. 


13 — CC—_ 
Wa E N lover: for favours petition, 
Ohl! then they approach with reſpeR z 
But when in our hearts they've admiſſion, 

They treat vs with ſcorn and negie&. 
"Tis dangerous ever to try them, 

So artful are men to deceive 5 
'Tis ſater, much ſafer to fly them, 

So eaſy are maids to believe» 


O Cupid ! why art thou purſuing 
Such endleſs deſigns on my heart, 
| To make me fo fond of my ruin, 


He || And doat oa the cauſe of my ſmart ? 


| Soncs for LADIES. 
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29 
In vain do I ftrive to remove him 7 | 
A ffliction to reaſon is blind; 


In ſpite of his failings I love him; 


He's IN tho' falſe and unkind, 


| 29 
GENTLE youth, ch! tell me why, 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak nct what I muſt not hear; 
To my heart its eaſe reftcre, 
Go, and never ſee me more, 


20 
Wa EN unrelenting fates ordain 


That lovers ne'er ſhou'd meet again, 
What obje& round can joy impart, 
Or wean from woe the bleeding heart! 


| In ſhades and ſilent ſcenes we find 


The only joy that ſoothes the mind; 
There, uccontroul'd, fond thoughts may _ 
And back recall the hours of love, 


But, ah! when balmy hope is fled, 
To pleaſure's voice the heart is dead; 
Then mem'ry only wakes to ſhew 
How deep the wretch is ſunk in woe. 


The fatlor thus, who, far from ſhore, 


Hears all night long the tempeſt roar, 
Soon as the morning lights the ſkies, 


Beholds his veſſel bulge—and dies. 


21 
The ſoring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r 
To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r ; 


To me they're unpleaſing if Focky's not there. 
Tho' ſports, Ec. 


Let winter its horrors ſpread wide o' er the ſcene, 
And nought but its gloom on each object be ſeen; 
To me e'en a deſart ſeems lovely and fair, 

If fortune decrees that my 7:ciy is there. 


| | Tho? ſports, Sc. 
D 3 DEFEND 
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Tho' ſports on the plain the young ſhepherds prepare, 


Thy honour, thy virtue, pronounce it is vaiu 


| — 12 

Drrup my heart, ye virgin pow':s, 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles ; 

And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, * 
From love's deſtructive wiles : 


Ia vain let fighs and melting tears 


Employ their moving art, 

Nor may de luſive oaths and pray'ry 
E'er triumph in my heart. 

My calm content and virtuous joys 
May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thoughts ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt ; 


Vet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 


Such unaffected pride, 
As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty praiſe, 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While fops and fools in raptures gaze, 
And fgh their ſouls away: 

Far other dictates I purſue, 
(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte. 


— v3 


'T 00 late for redreſs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, | 
I ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I could pleaſe; | 


Reflection ſtood ſtill, while I fancy'd your eyes 


Read the language of mine, and r-ply'd to my ſighs: 


Thus cheated by hope I unheeded went on, 

And judg'd of your heart by the throbs of my on: 
Delufive fond hope ſeem d, alas! to perſuade, 
That friendſhip, that kindneſs, with love was repaid, 


But, alas! all is chang'd, ane with anguith I find 
Words and looks prove but civil, which once I thought 
Idea no longer its ſuccour will lend, {kind ; 
To form the fond lover, or &x the firm friend! 
Then huſh my poor heart, and no longer complain, 


Soncs for LADIES. 


Thy thoughts ſwell to erĩimeaʒ drive thĩs love from thy 
Perform well thy duty, let fate do the reſt. [ breaft, 


2.4 — 


GenTEEL is my Damon, engaging his air; 


And his face, like the morn, is both ruddy and fair: 


No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen ; 
But open's his temper, and noble's his mien, 


With prudence illumin'd his actions appear; 
His paſſions are calm, and his judgment is clear: 
Soft love ſits enthron'd in the beams of his eyes; 
He is manly, yet tender; be's fond, yet be's wiſe, 


He's young and good-humour'd; he's gen'rous & gay; 
And his voice can, like muſic, drive ſorrow away 2 
An amiable ſoftneſs ftill dwells on his ſpeech 5 
He's willing to learn, tho? he's able to teach. 


He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 
And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive: 
Then blame me, ye virgins, if jufily ye can; 
Since merit and fondneſs diſtinguiſh the man. 
Cx Ask, gay ſeducers, pride to take 
Ins triumphs o'er the fair, 
Since clowns as well can act the rake 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 
Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 
Shall hapleſs beauty go ? 
In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, 
Poor woman finds a foe. 
_ 26 | | 
Ho w ble the maid whoſe boſom 
| No headſtrong knows! 
Her days in joy the paſſes, 
Her nights in ſoft repoſe: 
Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her; 
But pleaſure . 
| Wichout meaſure 


4. From ev'ry object flows, 


| -- 
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Ye verdant woods, ye chryſtal ne, 


On whoſe enamell'd fide 
I ſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 


While Focky was my guide. 


No more your ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Syivia's love-fick mind; 
No rural ſcenes can give me eaſe, 


; Since Focky proves unkind. 
a Come, gloomy eve, and veil the ſky 
le With — & of darkeſt hue ; 

" Wl Wither, ye plants; ye flow'rets die, 
ay 3 Unchear'd with balmy dew. 


1 Il Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your ſongs can 1 my mind; 
My hours of joy, alas! are oer, 
Since Focky proves uakind. 


T' hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For fighing ſorrow made, 


Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love 


Reſound thro every ſhade, 


Where the ſad turtle's melting grief, 
With Philome!a's join'd, 

Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jeocky proves unkind. 

Be warn'd by Sylvia fate, ye maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit ; 

Tho” love's own eloquence 5 
"Tis all a dangerous cheat. 


Fly, quickly fly, the faithleſs ſwain, 
His baffled arts deſpiſe ; 
o ſhail you live exempt from pain, 
; wm hapleſs _ dies. 


Ir tis joy to wound a lover, 
How much more to give him eaſe, 
VN hen his paſſion we diſcover, 
Oh! how pleaſing tis to pleaſe! 


YE 


| 


1 bliſs returns, and we receive 
Len, as greacer than we give. 


My heart's my own, my will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my voice ; | 


No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice, 


Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children till obey ; 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 
Againſt tyrannic ſway? 


. 


A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 

If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. 


Diſpel thoſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender grief remove; 

Oh; ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


| Thus, ia a ſecret friendly ſhade, 


The penfive Celia mourn'd, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for figh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damen's well-known face 
Each riſing fear aitarms 


| He eager ſprings to her embrace, 


She finks into his arms. 
31 


|  GenTLe Diwan BE to woo me, 


Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 

Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can change my conſtant heart; 

| Young Pbhi/ander's generous paſſion, 

| Taught me firſt foſc inclination, 

Never ſhall your fly perſuaſion, 

Make me act a treacherous fart, 


| 


Gentle Damon, Sc. 


30 
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Ceaſe, | 


| 32 Soxes for Lapres. 
Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this complainſug, | 
| Such perfidious arts diſd. ini ng, 
Let bright honour once more reigning, 
To your ſoul its rays impart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum · chance, In b 
I ftill love a tune, though unable to dance; 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


Gentle Damon, &c. 


2 
Lier de nymph ſtill avoid and be deaf to the ſwain 
W bo in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain; 

For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown, 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon overblown. 


But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart 
Will ſubmiflive adore, and rejoice in thy ſmart 
Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs his boſom felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers will flow. 


Tho' filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes» 
And his heart own vour ſway with a tribute of ſighs 
But when he accoſts me in meadow or grove, 

His tale is fo tender, he coos like a dove. 


Warren I was a —— 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; [me? 
J rattled, I rambled, I lavgh'd, and where'er 

A fiddle was heaid, to be ſure I was there. 


To ll that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 
Tas this Sir, and that Sir, but ſcarce ever nay: 

And Sundays, dreft out in my ſilk and my lace, 

I warrant I ſtocd by the beſt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband, poor man! 
Well reſt bim; we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for firaws, 
And jealous, tho' truly 1 gave him ſome cauſe. 


He ſoubb'd me and huft'd me, but let me alone, 
Egad! I've a tongue, and | paid him his own, 
Ye wives take the hint and when ſpouſe is untow'rd 
Stand firm to your chatter, and have the laſt word. 
But now I'm quite alier'd, and more to my woe ; 
I'm not what 1 was forty ſummers ago: 

This Time's a fore foe there's no ſhunning his dart 
However, I kcep up a pretty good heart, 


one, what girl was * 


| | 34 
How happy were my days till now ! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 

With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 

Or take my ſpinning wheel. 

My heart was lighter than a fly, 

Like any bi:d I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue, 
O the fool ! the ſilly, filly fool, 
That truſts what man may be ! 
1 wiſh T was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


35 
BENEATH a fragrant myrtle ſhade, 
One morn ſerene bright Delia laid, 
On moſſy couch reclin'd; 
By turns ſhe view'd the ſun and ſky, 
The purling ftream that murmur'd by, 


And through the meadows wind, 
The tuneful choir their voices raiſe, 


And chant their ſweet melodious lays, 


| Soft warbling ttrains of love, 

The fleecy flocks in blithſome round, 

Skip wanton o'er th'enamel'd ground, 
And ſport along the grove. 


Thrice happy ftate, the fair one cried, 

Secure from envy, ſcorn, and pride ! 
He:e love ſhall ever reian; 

Come Damon take my willing hand, 

Thy Delia yields to Hymen's band, 
And fighs to bleſs her ſwain. 


Oh! leave yon gaudy train behind, 
Give ſtate and grandeur to the wind, 


Exclude gay pomp and noiſe, 


In bowers as ſweet as Eden's were, 
The ſwain as true, as kind the fair, 
Shall taſte ſubſtantial joys. 


Young Damon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And when the nymph confeſt her love, 
In raptures to her flew : 
Her hand he preſt, and ſtole a kiſs, 
And in the height: of rural bliſs, 
They bade the town adieu. 


Brrrn Calin, a pretty —— ſwain, 
To court me, walks many a mile, 
bid him return back again, 
Tho? I wiſh'd him to ſtay a great while, 
With all by which love is exprett, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; 
I with him ſucceſs I proteſt, 
Tho! I tell him he'll wait a great while! 


brought me this noſegay ſo ſweet, _ 

And thought it more pleaſure than toil, 

took it, reſery'd and diſcreet, 

But I'll not let him wait a great while: 

e begg'd me to grant him a kiſs, | 

So carneſt, he made me quite ſmile ; 

ave done, I cried, fie! tis amiſs, 

Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while! 

e tells me, I ought to be kind, 

That time all my beauties will ſpoil ; 

croſs him—tho' quite of his mind, 

For I love he ſhould talk a great while, 

fancy by what he has ſaid, 

My huſband he'll be by his tile, 

nd when he once aſks me to wed, 

Oh? Tal not let him wait a great while: 
7 

O the woods I love 1 go, 

When the leaves are green, and meadows ſmile, 

Vhen the hawthorns bud and blow, 

And the Spring doth the wintry care beguile ; 

| * birds are melodiouſly ſinging, 

8 cowſlips are te 
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How freſh the flowers, the fields how fair, 


For ah ! I meet my Co/in there, 


To the wake I love to go, 

When autumaal flow'rets my cingints deck, 
When the ribbons looſely flow, 

And wavingly wanton adown my neck; 
As I trip it o'er the furrow, 
My heart is a ftranger to ſorrow ; 
For be it a wake, or feaſt, or fair, 
Im ſure to meet my Colin there. | 


At e'en I love to go, 
When the jocund laſſes and lads are ſeen, 
With a ſkip and a bound like the roe, 
| Purſuing their ſports on the laughing green 3 
r they run the quick changeable 
I fee! my heart panting with pleaſure, 
The dance I join, the paftime ſhare, 
For ftill I meet my Colin there. | 
To the church I long to go, 


With the merry men and maidens gay, 
All in dreſſes white as ſnow, 


And blith as the ſpring in the month of My: 


My triends and companions with poſies, 


With garland; and favours and roſes, 
Shall ſtrew the ground, and braid my hair, 
For Pm to meet my Co in there. 


38 —ͤ—ũ—— — 
Ext love did firſt my thoughts employ, 
Returning day {ill ſaw me dleſt, 


[Each happy hour came wing'd with j joy, 


Each night was crown'd with balmy reſts 
But now, alas! no longer gay, 

I riſe to hail the chearful light, 

I fit and figh the live- long day, 

And pals in tears the ſleepleſs night. 


Come, lovely Strepbon, hither haſte, 
Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my mind; 
I fear my words | vainly waſte, 


„ 


That thou art cruel and unkind: 
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Or if ſome maid of happier fate 


More favour'd lives, more lov'd than I, - 


Ohl free me from this anxious ſtate, 


Pronounce my fate, and let me die. 
39 


Fr OM ſoft deluding tales of love, 


Bright nymphs, your hearts ſecure ; 
Nor let your curious fancy rove 
From thoughts diſcreet and pure, 
From ſoft, &c. 


Man, ſavage man, by nature prone 
To objects daily new, 

Vows every preſent fair alone 
Shall find his paſſion true. 


eit rack fond fair bur view the mind 


Of him who charms the ear, 
Their treacheries of ev'ry kind, 
Unnumber'd would appear. 


— — 40 
YOUNG Jh fought my heart to win, 
Aud woo'd as lovers woo z 
I, vers'd in all our ſexes art, 
Did juſt as maidens do: 
Whate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
Iq ſtuay to be ſhy at, 
And when he preſs'd his fate to know, 
*T was pr'ythee, fool, be quiet. 


Month after month, of am'rous pain, 

He made a mighty fuſs ; 

Why, if, you know, one loves a ſwain, 
"Tis wrong to ſay one does 2 

He told me paſſion could not live, 
Without more pleaſing diet, 

And pray, what anſwer could I give 
Bur pr'ythee, fool, be quiet ? 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 


And, like a man, he cried, 
Thy hand, my dear, this very day, 
Shall Celis be my bride ? 


„ 
i. 


Convinc'd he would have teiz'd me fiill, 
I could not well deny it; 

And now, believe me, when I will, 

1 make the fool be quiet, 


41 
Da M ON, would you know the paſſion : 
You have kindled ln my breaſt, 
Trifling is the inclination 
That by words can be expreſt. 

Damon, would you, &c, 


In my ſilence view the lover, 
True love is by filence ſhown 
In my eyes you'll beft difcover 

| All che power of your own. 

| In my ſilence, &c. 


Ry 
Wu E R E new mown hay on banks of TY 
The iweets of ſpring diſcloſes, | 

As I one morning ſinging lay, 
Upon a bank of roſes. | 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead 
By ge ud luck chanc'd to ſpy me, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And ſoftly fat down by me. 
My bonny bonny Jamie O, 
My bonny bonny Jamie O, 


How dearly I love Jamie O. 
The ſwain, tho' I right mickle prize, 
Yet now | wad na ken him, 
But with a frown my heart diſguis'd, 
And ſtrave away to ſend him. 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſs'd, 
And at my feet down lying; | 
His beating heart it thump'd ſac faſt, | 
I thought the lad was dying. 
My bonny bonny Jamie O, Sc. 
But fiill reſc lving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feigning, 


| p after roughly ſhot him by, 


With words fow of diſdaining. 


| | I care not tho' the world ſhould know, 


= 
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He ſeiz'd my bond and nearer drew, 
And gently chid my pride; 
So ſwertly did the ſhepherd woo, 
I vow'd te be his bride. 
My bonny 1 Jamie O, Cc. 


43. 

Wu E N firſt you woo'd me to comply, 
And taught my heart to flutter, 

You ſaid you ne'er wou'd from me fly, 
As plain as tongue could utter, 

That you's be every thin, that's dear, 

Of joy you d not bereave me; 

I'd all to hope, and nought to fear; 

Then ſure you wi'l not leave me. 


Were I ſo wickedly inclin'd, 
I might abule the leiſure; 
1 kaow who would be fond and kind, 
And think attendance pleaſure, 

But | to honour will be true, 
And never once deceiveye; 
What's juſt to plighted love I'll do, 
'Then ture you will not leave me. 
Say, ſay the word, you will not go, 
Nor cruel let me find ye; 

With you all riſk and toil P11 know, 

now, But cannot ſtay behind ye. 


ho” left on Tweed's or Thames ſmooth fide, 


Your abſence ſure would grieve me; 
Oh what a pain it is to chide; 
Sure, ſure you will not leave me. 


RUEL Cupid, why difreſs me, 
Why with fighs my boſom fill? 
eaſe, fond urchin, to impreſs me, 
Make my flutt' ring heart lie ill, 
Force me not to pine and languiſth _ 
For a'falſe and fickle ſwain ; | 
ſho triumphing o'er my ui, 


Lexie me thi in ref and pain 1 8 


Virgins be not too believing, 
Shun the vile inconſtant ſex, 

Man was born to be deceiving, 

And weak woman to perplex. 


45— 


WHEN lakes forfake the os ry plaing 
And love's ſweet numbers (well ; 

My voice ſhall join their morning ftrain, 
In praiſe of Florizel. 


When woodbines twiſt their fragrant ſhade, 
And noon-tide beams repel, 

I' reſt me on the tufted mead, 

| And fing of Florixei. 


When moon beams dance among the boughs, 
That lodge ſweet Philomel, 

I'll pour with her my tunetul vows, 
And fing of Florizel. 


Were mine, ye great, your envy'd lot 
In gilded courts to dwell ; 

I'd leave them for a lonely cot 
With love and Florixel. 


—— 


Ye chry al fountains ſoftly flow 3 
Ye gentle gales, at ! ceaſe to blow, 

For Damon reſts in yonder grove, | 
And dreams, perhaps, of me and love? 


Propitious powers ! grant him that reſt 
which ſeldom viſits thie fond breaft 3 


Still, ſtill ye gales, around him riſe, 


Wich breath as ſoft as Zmma's ſighs! 


Around my love, ye vi'lets ſpring! 


| {In plaintive notes, ye warblers fing! 


| Ye roſes bloſſom o'er his head 
And ſweetly ſcent his moſſy bed! 
And if, O Love, thy potent dart 


Should reach the ſleeping ſhepherd's heart, 
O! be to him a gentler gueſt, 


* pierce — ſhafts his breaft ! 


WERE 


36 
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Wer 1 as poor 38 wretch can be, 

As 


— — 


t as any monarch he, 
Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 
Ta work my fingers to the bone. ES. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah ! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 
»Tis only virtue gives it price. 

48 
In the bloom of her youth ſhall it ever be ſaid, 
That a laſs ſo engaging e er died an old maid? 
Oh no!—1I'm determin'd to get me a mate, 
For wedlock, I'm told's an agreeable ftate ; 
| For wedlock, &c. 


Of ſuitors, I'm ſure, I've at leaft, half a ſcore, 
Who ſwear that they love me, and hgh and adore ; 
Dull cits, country ſquires, prating barriſters, beaux, 
But, I needs muſt confeſs, that I like none of thoſe. 


I'm a bale of rich goods, ſo the citizens ſwore, 


And look ten per cent. better each day than before: | 


The "ſquire,with a kiſs, bawls to cover, cries zounds, 
That he tancies me more than a kennel of hounds. 


The lawyer, his ſuit too, with modeſty preſs'd, 
That for him I'd decree, and eject all the reſt ; 
While the beau talks of nothing but faſhion&cloaths 
Can ye blame me, ye fair, if I like none of thote ? 
Some friends would perſuade me to marry a fool, 
For women, they ſay, are de ſirous to rule; 

But as that is a pow'r which | ne' er wiſh to uſe, 
T'il tell you what fort of a man I would chuſe : 


A youth with ſome ſenſe and good nature combin'd 


Joſt too learn'd fora dunce, not too wiſe to be kind: 


hen I'm wrong with good humor to check & oppoſe 
Why I needs muſt — I ſhould like one of thoſe, 


— 
: ALL on F pleaſant — of Taced 
Yeung ocky won my heart; 
None tun's ſo ſweet his oaten r | 
None ſang with fo much art, 


| 


| 


| 
| 
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His frilful tale 
Did ſoon prevail, 
To make me fondly love him; 
But now he flies, 
Nor hears my cries, 
I would I ne'er had ſeen him. 


When firſt we met, the bonny ſwain 
Of nought but love could fay : 
Oh ! give, he cried, my heart again, 
You've ſtole my heart away: 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, 
And I'll together join em, 
My faithful heart 
Will never 


Ah! why did I believe him. 


Not now my flighted faes he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten dear; 
To wealthier laſs o'erJoy'd he goes, 
To breathe his falſhood there: 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The ſwain's a cheat, 
Not for a moment truſt him: 
For ſhining gold, 
He's bought and ſold : 
I would I had not ſeen him. 


Then all ye maidens fly the fwain, 
His wily ſtories ſhun; 
Elſe you like me muſt ſoon complain, 
Like me will be undone; 
But peace my breaſt, 
Nor break my reft ; 
I try clean to forget him 3 
I ſoon ſhall ſee - 
As as he 5 , 
I wiſh I ne'er had ſeen him, 


© — 


T'orhER day, as 1 4 in the ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damon came whiſtlint along, 

I trembled, I bluſh da poor innocent maid, 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue: 


Ji! 


Silly heart, 1 fie! what aq fl is here! 
E LES fe a you" "no * 


The ſhepherd's fo civil, ou' ve nothing to fear, 


Then prithee, fond uc hin, Ie ſti ll. 


Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded, no more; 

But vrg'd the ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begrudge him a feore : 

My lambkias I've kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart to rebound, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie fill, 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade 
For ſheiter I'm ſure to repair; 

And virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there: 

At ev'ry fond kiſs has with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething (o ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
I'll die e'er I bid it lie ſtill. 
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1 ORD! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneafy, 
But I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant 1 ſhall not run crazy, 


Nor die in a fit of deſpair. 


If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 
I'm nut ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ftrings to my bow; 
— 
S Av, little fooliſn, fluttering thing, 
Whither, ah! wither would you way | 
Your airy flight? 
and fing | 
Your miſtreſs to 2 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go. 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half jo happy as with me. 


Stay here, 


| 
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REMEMBER, Damon, you did tell, 
In chaftity you lov'd me well, 
But now, alas! I am undone, 
And here am left to make my moan: 
To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love; 
Where poor forſaken nymphs are ' ſeen 
In lonely walks of willow green. 


Upon my dear's deluding tongue, 

Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 
That when his words had filence broke, 
You would have thought an angel ſpoke, 
Too happy nymph, whoe'er the be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 

Foroh ! I fear it to my coſt, 

She's found the heart that 1 have loft, 


Beneath the faireſt flow'r on earth, 

A ſnake may hide, or take it's birth; 

do his falſe breaſt conceal it did 
His heart thednake that there lay hid. 
Tis falſe to ſay. we bappy are, 

| Since men delight thus to enſnare ; 

In man no woman can be bleſt, 


Their vows are wind, their love a j:{ 


Ye gods, in pity to my grief, 

Send me my Damon, or relief; 

Return the wild-delicious boy, 

Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy : 
But whilſt I'm begging of the bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer this; 
When Damon has enjdy'd he flies, 


| 54 
[Wurm late a fmple ruſtic left, 


I rov'c. without conſtraint, 


A ſtream was all my looking glaſs, 
And health my only * 


Who ſees him love, who loves him dies. 
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The charms I boaft, alas! how few, 
| gaveo nature's care; 
As viee ne'er ſpoil'd their native hue, 
They could not want repair. 
5 — 
In all mankind's prom ſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous to purſue ; 
And both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit, and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 
And what is ready made they make, 
Hiſtorians muſt be true; 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
1 hro' diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 
To give you ſomething new. 
They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
As any thing ia proſe or vaſe, 
And fois honour too ; 
The papers of the day imply, 


No more than that we live and die, 


And pay for ſomething new. 


We ſee alike the woeful gearth, 
In melancholy, or in mirth, 
Then what ſhall ladies Fo ; 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize, 
In fine, be honeſt and be wiſe, 
For that is ſomething new, 
6 
Sruprk Strephon, Po REI, 
Talk no more of fooliſh love; 
Think not e' er my heart to reign in, 
Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take delight to fetter 
Thrice ren thouſand flaves a day ; 
Thrice ten thouſand times your better 
Gladly would my rule obey, 
Simple Strepbon, &c. 


Seelc hot her who ſtill forbids you, 


To ſome other tell your moan; 
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|  Level'd by love, let neither try 


| Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 


| And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats ; 


1 


Chuſe where'er your fancy leads you, 
Let Chlorinda but alone. 
Simple Strepbon, &c. 


— — . H- 


57 
Wat on my Colin s knee I fir, 
My panting heart true meaſure beats, 


I figh with joy, that thou may ſt ſee 
I ſympathize in all—in all with thee, 


No matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke ; 
Who only barter love for love, 
The niceneſs of the paſſion prove: 
For oft in gratitude we give, 

And ſometimes generouſly receive. 


To fix ſuperiority ; 
Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, 
Of whether you or I love beſt, 
Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the ſound of harmony. 

58 — 
By my ſighs you may diſcover 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 
Eyes may ſpeak and tell each other 
What the tongue cannot impart, 


| Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing W 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove; | E: 
But tis bard and paſt concealing, | So n 


When we truly, fondly love. _ [fa Capo, T 


Ter. me, lafſes, hong — ſeen, 

Lately wand' ring o'er the green, 

Beauty's fon, a little boy, | 

Full of frolic, mirth and joy ? 
If you know his ſhelter ſay, 

| He's from Yenusgone aftray ? 

| Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 


Such a one trip o'er the green? 


N markes the god you ll know, 
Oer hi ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
And aquiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts; 
Tho' he's naked, hetle, blind, 

He can triemph o'er the mind. 


Tell me, laſſes, &c, 
Subtle asthe lightning's wound, 


Is his oiereing arrow found, 
We the boſom'd heart it pains, 
No external mark remains; 
Reaſon's _ itſelf is broke 
By the unſuſpected ſtroke. 
˖ Tell me, laſſes, Se. ; 


Oft the urchia's ſeen to lie 
Baſking in the ſunny eye, 
Or his ceſtin'd prey he ſeeks 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 
Snowy breafts, or curling hair, 
Oft conceal his pleafing ſnare. 
ne Tell me, laſſes, &c, | 


She that the receſs reveals 
Where the god himſelf conceals, 
Shall a kifs receive this night 
From him who is her heart's delight; 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 
She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy. 

A” Teilt me, laſſes, Se. 
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War courted by — what pains then he 
Each day on my charms to refine; ſtook, 
So much of an angel he ſaw in my lcok, 
That he ſwore I was ſomething divine. 


Like Venus in beauty, like June in gait, 
Like Pallas moſt wonderful wiſe 

And thus of three deities fairly in prate, 
He purloin'd, to pleaſe me, the ſkies. 


But when I was marry'd, more trouble ke found 
To make me a woman again; 

My notions celeitial ſo much did abound, 
Lows a goddeſs I fill would remain, 


A 
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But finding that his adoration would ceaſe, 
My ſenſes at laſt were reſtor d; 


From ſublimity gently — io peace, 
I begg'd to be lov'd, not ador d. 


Ize cautious, ye youths, with the nymph that you. | 


Nor too much her beauty commend; prize, 
When once you have rais'd the fair maid to the Kier, 
To the earth ſhe'll not * deſcend. | 


THOUSAND charms the lover ſees 
In her he loves. while bolts and keys 
Keep two fond hearts aſunder; 
But ſoon, each envious bar remov'd, 
His paſſion cools, and why he lov'd, 
Is now his cauſe of wonder. 
My heart is your's, you know my mind, 
| In vain to anſwer nay; | 
But will you be forever kind, 
For ever and a day? 


Your conſtancy, my deareſt hope, 

And fortune left, ſhould I elope, 
From parents unrelenting ; 

Ah, ſay ! if, then, your darling care? 


lor wou'd you court ſome wealthy ”_ 


Your love to me repenting : P 
My heart is your's, &c, 


Your faith, if proof to female wiles, 
And beauty” a ſweet alturing ſmiles, 
| You'll never play the rover; 
Nor I of cold negle& accuſe, 
Or in the lordly huſband loſe, 
The fond and tender lover. 
My heart is your's, Cc. 


My yockey is the blitheſt lad 
That ever maiden wood; 

When he ap rag, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. F 

He talks of love whene'er we meet, a 

His words with rapture flow 3 ; Es 


— 


* 
40 | 
Then tunes his pipe, and fings ſo ſweet, 
I have no pow'r to go. | 
All other laſſes be forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 
He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair ; 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 

Where'er I go I nothing fear 
If PFockey is but by, 
For I alone am all his care 
When any danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 
To be young Jocley wife? 
VꝑE Zephyrs come flutter and play, 
To lite wake my fond drogping breaſt ; 
Whocan bear all this fever of day, 
And taſte neither pleaſure or reſt ? 5 | 
Then panting and dying, I'll fly from the hours, 
The toils of the field are all o'er; 
The ſhepherd and ſheeg all retreat; | 
They think of their paſture. no more, 
But crowd to their ſhelter from heat. 
| All panting, Sc. 
Then welcome thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 
*Mong woodbines and myrtles I'd rove, 
Alone ware the momente away. 

Then panting, Cc. 

Then Strepbon, O come thou not nigh ! 
Thy fight I'm not able to bear, 
In vain from Sol's fury I fly, 
If love and thou follow me here. 


Sons for 


Iba take young Donald in his trews, © 


And hie tothe ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bowers, | 


[| 8 
And why ſhould not I the 


I cou'd not but hear his fond tale. 
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Tus lowland lade thiok they arg fine, 
But O they're vain, and idly gaudy; 

w much unlike the graceful mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie. 
O my bonny highland laddie, - 
My handſome charming big hland laddie 3 


> 
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May heaven flill guard, and lose reward, T 
The lowland Jaſs and her highland laddice Per 
If I were free at will to chuſe I 
To be the wealthieft lowland lady, 


With bonnet blue and belted' pladie; 
No greater joy I'll e'er pretend 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhallend 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 


l 4 O my bonay, Se. Joc 
My father and mother for ever they chide, 


+ Becauſe I young Colin approves 
Tho? witty and manly they him can't abide, 
But I'm alone guided by lose. | 
My father, I warraat, when at Calin's ages | 
No doubt but purſu'd the ſame plan; 
My mother, tis certain, took. care to engage | 


. 
- 


Art once to make ſure of her man. 
ſame maxim purſue ? 


I wonder the angry can be X 3 
Wen I in my turn the ſame thing but do, 
As ſhe has long done before me. 

But ficſt when the ſhepherd my favour addreſs'd, 
| Like others | threw o'er a veil, 

He'd figh, and he'd kiſs, when ſocloſely hepreſfs'd, 


candidly own, whene'erthe youth"s by, 

I've all I can wiſh in my view; 

or will I, like other cey maids, piſh and fie, 

The deuce ſhall take me if I do. 1 
ool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow rs to the bee, 


Then panting alone let me fly, Cc. 


— — — — —— —E 2 — — 


| Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, SE 
| As Celia 


e,. 


. 
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u Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, ; | When older grown, to one refign'd, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain, 4 Tu yield to love and reaſon. 
As d tho' he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his ſex, | — 
Or faithleſs as others might prove, 5 No woman her envy can ſmother, 
It would not my mind by half fo perplex, . Tho' never fo vain of her charms ; 
But knowing noneelſe worth my love. | If a beauty the ſpies in another, 
That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten The pride of her heart it alarms. 
The licence he foon will procure; New conqueſts ſhe ftill muſt be making, 

Perhaps you will fay, well, and prithee what then? | Or fancies her power grows tefs 3 

I'll wed him, my dear, to be ſure. Her poor little heart is ſtill aching 
a | At fight of another's ſucceſs. 3 
Tuo aint young, and ſcarce fifteen, But nature defign'd, in love to mankind, 

Yet ſweethearts I have plenty; That different beauties ſhou's Hove, 

And if more forward I had been, Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhould reign 
Ere this they had been tweoty. Sole monarch in empire of love. 

ike buzzing flies, or waſps with ftings, Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
In ſwarms they horer round me; And leave to your neighbours their due; 

I bruſh away thoſe humming things, If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
They have no power to wound me, | You'll not be contented with two; 

I ſurely am not much to blame (Wo, m0, „K 88 5 
To ſport with one and t' other, | m—_— (3 | 
lovers raiſe no reddiſh. ſhame, | An, ſolitude, take my diftreſs, 

"Tis playing with one's brother. For my griefs I'll unboſom to thee ; 

T like to hear what each can ſay, Each figh thou canft gently repreſs, 

= = _ we $4 be _— 4 And thy ſilence is muſic to me. 
. ˙ | Yr pac fm my ant may fins 

peace, let me fly the gay throng ; 

What, tho” ig crowds I paſs the day, To ſoften my ſorrows I fing, | 
And all my joy is teazing, | Vet ſorrow's the theme of my fong. 

To one alone I'd not be gay, | — 
_— — 5 too guns LE my dear ſwain, no youth you'd ſee, 
Inner ee mne, . | So blythe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, 

And take their idle Ration z In all our village, —v ho but he 

They only catch my eye and car, To fook it up fo featly I 
But raiſc no palpitation. TY | His lute to hear, Edgy 

Then welcome Harry, Tem, and Phil, From far and near, 

Your numbers won't alarm me, Each female came, 

For, truſt me, I'm in ſaſety ill, | Both girl and dame, 

Tis only one cad harm me... - _ of And all his boon, | 

Then to this fo!ly, aympbs, be kind. | For every tune, 1 
Coquenting'sbut 8 aB | * To kifs them round ſo ſweetly, 5 
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While round him in the jocund ring, 
We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or ſing; 
Of May the youth was choſen King, 

He caught our ears ſo neatly, 
Such muſic rare, 
Jn his guitar, . 
But touch his lute, 
The crowd was mute; 
His only booa 
Forev'ry tune, 
To kiſs em round fo ſweetly, 


| 70 —_ — 

Crver Strepbon, will you leave me, 

Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
Can, ab l can you thus deceive me, 

Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 
O! behold your Chloe pleading, 

Turn and ſee your once lov'd maid; 
Let ſoft pity interceding, 

Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd, 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 

Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain? 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 

See, he glories in my pain. 


| ——— &ᷣ71— 
Abiku, thou lovely youth, 
Let hopes thy fear remove; 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love, 


LY, ſoft ideas, fly, that neither tears nor ſighs 
My virtue may betray: 
Nature's great call, that govern's all, 
A daughter muſt obey, | 


Alas ! my ſcul denies to hear revenge & cries ; 
Dare not fond heart, to take his part, 
But drive his form away. 


Y 73 — 1 
ou tell me I'm handſome(I know got how true 


And eaſy and chatty, and g20d-2umour'd tep 1 


— . ˙ m . EEE 


'$08i6s' for Lanine, 


And my voice, like the 


i. 


1 


) 
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Men, inconflant, will difcover - 


That my lips are as red 25 the toſe- hud in June, 


All this has been told me by twenty before, ſ[turie: 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more ; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 

If beauty from virtue receives no ſupply, 

Or prattle from. prudence, how wanting am 11 
My eaſe and good humour ſoft raptures will bring, 


My voice, like the nightingale's, Knows but a ſpring: 


For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er, 
To love me for life, you mult till love me more; 
To love me, Ge. 
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Then talk: not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 

Far Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 
"Tis virtue alone that.makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſunſhine the day: 
For if that you love me, your flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too; 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


Ir o'er the cruel tyrant love f 

A conqueſt I believ'd, | 

The flattꝰ ring error ceaſe to prove, \ 
O! let me be deceiv'd, _ 

Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create: 


| What was my pride is now my flame, 


| And muſt be turn' d to hate. 

Then call not to my wav rĩng mind 
The weakneſs of my heart. 

Which, ah ! I feel too much inclia'd 
To take a traitor's part. 


E068 ef S:..:- 


You ſhould all your hopes content; 


What too oft que ſex reveal, ene g 
Vinos teaches? Vite Uferativih, 


Fiakle mea are full of ito; © + © 


nightingale's, ſweetly in 


a vw cc. +. #* 


By a thoughtleſs fond canfeffion, 
They ſeduce and ſteal our hearts. 
Would you wiſh, &c, 


Shun, O ſhun, then, ſoft perſuaſion, 
Let not tears your paſſion move ; 
But embrace the firſt occafion, | 
When convinc'd they truly love, 

Would you wiſh, &c. 


| 76 — 5 
An Strepbon, what can mean the joy, 

The eager joy I prove, 

While you each tender art employ 
To win my ſoul to love? 


So well your paſſion you reveal, 
So top the lover's part, 
That I with bluſhes own, I feel 
A rebelin my heart. 
Then take the heart that pines to go, 
But ſee it kindly us d; 
For who ſuch preſents will beſtow, 
if this ſhoul'd be abus'd ? 


—_— 


FS 
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Tux fields now are looking ſo gay, 

The birds are all warbling ſo ſweet ; 
Tis, the welcome return of the May, 

And the cowſlip now ſprings at my feet: 
But, all on a ſudden, I find, | | 

Theſe ſcenes, tho' fo lovely, will cloy; 
For a moment they gladden my mind, 

And put all my heart into joy. 
How ſoon the enchantment can break! 
With Co/intheſe ſcenes would endear ; 
They only can pleaſe for his ſake, 
And Colin no longer is here. 


Soncs for LADIES. 


| I Do as I will with my ſwain, 


'Tho' ſpring: time conld laſt all the year, 
The ſeaſon would give me but pain: 

Since all the warm ſunſhine of May 
Is nothing if thou art not nigh, 

Oh ! come, and make nature look gay, 
Or fields, birds and woodlands, good by. 


He never once thinks I am wrong; 
He likes none fo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him, ſo well with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 
He hears me with joy all the day ; 
He's ſ-rry when comes the dull night, 
| That haſtens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while ; 
My voice ſet his mind ſoon to reſt, | 
Andthe ſhepherd would inftantly ſmile. 
Since when, or in mead or in grove, 
By his flocks, or the clear river's (ide, 
l ang my beſt ſong to my love, 
And to charm him is grown all my pride. 
No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſures of nature or art; 
But my voice that had gain'd on his ear 
Soon found out the way to his heart. 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
Ee took me to join the gay throng 
[ bore the rich prize off with eaſe, | 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſonge 
But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 


At mid-day thus lonely F rove; 
And think alt is dulneſs around; 
By moon-light, with Colin and love, pa: 
Light-hearted Ive pac'd o'er the groynd, 
Oh! Clin, make hafte to appear, 
Or to morro I fly from the plain; 
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I ſing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſtill, 
Your ſweetneſs of voice may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 


TELL 
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ELL me, crve] Cy pid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt befel me, 
In z moment ſo to quell me? 

He but woo'd and I was won; 
Ev'ry kind expreflion charm'd me, 
Ev'ry tender look alarm'd me, 
Ev'ry gentle figh diſatm'd me, 

Till L lov'd but him alone. 
Let me then, on love relying, 
Make a merit of complying, 
For him happineſs denying, 

I, alaſs! refuſe my own : 

Tell me, cruel Czpid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt befel me, 
In a moment ſo to quell me? 

He but woo'd and | way won. 


80 — ͤ —— 
YounG Colin to our coitage came, 
And vow'd how much he lov'd; 
1 own I ſelt a ſecret flame, 
Vet not his ſuit approv'd: 
A thouſand tender tales he told 
I ſeem'd to think untrue, 
And made believe my heart was cold; 
What could a virgin do? - 
And made believe, Cc. 


The artleſs mind is ſo impreſs'd 
With thoughts before unknown, 
When Cupid wounds the female breaft, 

He's ſure to keep his throne. 
Jn vain our fortitude we try, 

When love's reſolv'd to ſue ; 
* Tis hard, thro” pity, to deny; 

What can a virgin do? 


* 
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Lew not rage, thy boſom firing, 


Pity's ſofter claim rem, — 


Spare a heart that's juft expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack d by love, 


1 
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* 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, . 
| Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt 3 


Nor with rancot never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 
Let not rage, &c. 
Heav'n, that ev'ry joy bas croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched ſtate can mend; 
I, alas ! at once have loſt 
Father, brother, lover, friend. 
Let not rage, &c, 


An! feel to know what place detains 
The object of my care, 


| If ill his breaſt unchang'd remains, 


If 1 his converſe ſhare. 
Tell me if cer he gently fighs 
At mention of my name; 
If e er, when tender paſſions riſe, - 
His lips his truth proclaim. 


: 


—— 
GUARDIAN angels now protect me, 
Send, oh! fend the youth Ilove; 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 

Lead me through the myrtle grove: 
Bear my ſighs, ſoft floating air, 

Say I love him to deſpair, 

Tell him, 'tis for him I grieve, 

For him alone I with to live, 


Mid ſecluded delle I wander, 

Silent as the ſhades of night; 

Near ſome bubbling rill's meander, 
Where he firſt has bleſs's my fight: 
There to weep the night away, 

There to waſte in ſighs the day. 
Think, fond youth, what yows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſee thee more. 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 


9 


There with moutnful cadehce ſwelling, 
Oſt repeat my loveſick tale: 
And the lark and Philomel 
Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell, 
What's the pain to bid adieu 
To joy, to happineſs, and jau. 


34 + 4 — 21 
| Vows of love ſhould ever bind 

Men who are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage miud 

Who refuſe the fait their due. 


S:orn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conftancy do ſwerve: 


So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch taithlefs ſwaint to ſerve. 


Wren tutor'd under 3 cate, 
Such charms did I inherit; 

She gave f rict charge, that none ſhould dare 
To curb my growing ſpirit. 

My neck and breiſts were never hid, 
Romances ever reading; 5 

To hold my head up I was bid, 


That I might ſhew my breeding. 


By turns I play'd the flirt and prude, 
Affected joy and ſorrow ; | 

And what to-day was monſtrous rudę, 

I thought polite to-morrow; 

By earls and dukes I was addreſs'd, 
Each fop ſure of ſucceeding; 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt; 
That I might ſhew my breeding. 

Young Damon too confeſa d a flame, 
And rivais I had many; 

What though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I lik'd him beſt of any. 

With fighs and tears he often ſwore, 
For me his heart was bleeding: 

only plagu'd him ftill he more, 
That I might few my breeding. 
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In he vow d to break his chain, 
And fly to ſmiling Kitty ; 

I could not bear to meet diſdain 
From one not half ſo pretty. 


| With gentler words I bid him ſtay, 


For pardon fell to pleading 2 
To church we went, and from-that day 
I thew'd him better pa ee ; 


SHEPHERDS, ceafe your foft complaining; 

I've a heart that ſcorns diſdainings 

I no baſhſul meanings want, 

All that virtue aſks I'll grant; 

Down- caſt looks, and frequent ſighing 

Diſtant awe, and vows of dying, 

All are ſenſeleſs. Who'd bclieve 

{ He would die who ſtill may live? 

An! where can one find a true ſwatn, 
n whom a young nymph could confide 5 

en are now ſo conceited and vain, 

They no longer have hearts to divide. 

Or in court, or in city, or town, 

All acknowledge how fruitleſs the ſearch; 


| = polite too each village is grown, 


en there girls are leitin the lurch, 


Then adieu to the thraldom of love, 
Adieu to its hope and its fear! 
Henceforth I in freedom will rove, 


| 'Who like it the willow may wear ; 


Yet ſhould fortune, my truth to reward, 
Send ſame youth with each taleat to bleſs, 


| How far I my purpoſe could guard, 


Is a ſecret I could not confeſs, 


Warr, my ſwain ſo bythe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow? _ 

Three whole days are gone for ever, 
dince you laid you'd come to-morrow. 

If you lov'd but half as I do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bonny ; 


: 
: 
f 
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: 
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ls a thouſand times better to me I declare; 


| can keep myſelf — nor by wiles be undone, 


46 
Love has flying wings, I well know— 
Not for ling' ring, lazy Jobnny. 

What can he now be a doing? 
Is he with the laſſes maying ? 

He bad better here been wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 

Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer forrow; 


If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me fo to-morrow, 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hice thee, 
Let her be the happy creature ; 


Til not plague myſelf to chide thee, | 


Nor oiſpute with her a feature: 
But I can't, nor will I tarry, 

Nor will hurt myſelf with ſorrow 3 
I may loſe the time to marry, 

If I wait beyond to-morrow. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me; 
If I'm yours, away no longer ; ; 
If you won't, another'l| have me; 
I may cool, but not grow fender. 
If your lovers, girls, orſake ye, 
Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow; 
Bleſs'd another lad may make ye; 
Stay for none beyond to-morrow. | 


——— — 8 — — 
SukkE a laſs in her 0 at the age of einen, 
Was ne'er ſo diſtreis'd as of late I have been; 
I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, 
But my mother oft tells me, ſhe Il have me a nun. 
But my mother, &c. 


Don't you think it a pity. a girl ſuch as 1 


With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, 


And my heart loves a frolic too well for a nun. 
And my heart, Cc. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and SE 
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| Perhaps but to 
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Nay, beſides I'm too handſome, I think, fora nun. 
Nay, b-fides, &c. 


N..t to love, nor be lov'd. oh ! I never can bear, 
Nor yield to be ſent ty—one cannot tell where; 
Tol ve or to die in this caſe were ali one, 


| Nay, I ſoor:er wound die than be reckon'd a nun, 


Nay. 1 ſooner, Cc. 


to teaze me ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure were ſhe me ſhe would Routly ſay 0 3 
But if ſhe's in earneſt lf om her will run, 


And be marry'd in ſpite, that I may'nt be a nun. 
And be marry'd, &c. 


| SAW what ſecm'd a e child, 
Wien wings and bow, 
And aſpect mild, 
Who ſobb'd and ſigh' , and pin'd, 
Ard begg I — ſome boon beſtow 
O. a poor Ii le boy Rt-ne blind. 


Not aware ot the danger, too ſoon I comply d, 
For exulting he ery'd. 


And drew from his quiver a dart; ; 
My pow'r yau ſoon mall , 
Then levell' his bow, 
And wounded me right in the heart, 


'W :11LE on earth's foft lap de cending, 


_ Lightly falls the feather'd ſnow, 
Nature awfully attending, 


Each rude wind forbids to blow, 


| Whire and pure awhile appearing, 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry ; 3] 


Earth her virgin mantle wears, 
Soon the fick le ſeaſon veering, 
Her deluded boſom bears. 


Thus my foo/iſh heart believing, 
L.iſten'd to his artful tongue; 
All his vows of love receiving. 


* 


On each flatt'ring accent hung, 
" | Fondly, 


E 


7 


dly, 


Fondly, for a time, miſtaken, 
Love and joy conceal'd my fate, 
Now, alas ! at length fortaken, 


8. experience comes too late. 
— 92 
Y oUNG Colin proteſts I'm his joy and delight, 
He's ever unhappy when Pm from his fight; 
He wants to be with me whereverIg,, 

The de nee ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo, 


His pleaſure al: day is to fit by my fide, 

He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide ; 
J bid him depart, but be ſmiting ſays no, 

The deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo. 


He often requeſts me his flame to relieve, - 

] aſk him what favour he hopes to receive; 

His anſwer's a figh, while in bluſhes I l., 
What mortal befide him would plague a ma d fo. 


This breaſt-k not he yeſterday brought from the 
And ſoftly intrea ed ld wear for his take; [ wake, 
Such trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 

I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo. 

He hands me each eve from the o ta the plain, 
And meets me each morn to conduct me again; 


But what's hes intention I wiſh 1 could kn , 
For I'd rather be married than plagu d with him 10. 


INCE loft to peace o mind le ene, 
I drag my chain in fruitleſs hope, 
T'll court esch melancholy ſcene, 

And vive Ty ſorrows their full ſcope ; 
My lovely, ſpr:ghtly gallant tar, | 
W ho ſports witn fierce deſtruQtive war, 

Think what I feel, where'er tho:: art, 
Think of thy Mary's breaking beatt, 

Secure thy danciry caftle rices 
Upon the boſom o: the deep, 

The ftormy winds and waves abides, 
And navigation bids thee fleep ; 


| But balmy Heep and downy zeſt 


Shall fly the tempeſt in thy breaſt, 


| Sons for LADIES. 


When jealous fears, like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my dear ſailor's love. 
Hope, doubt and fear, and winds and waves, 
| More dreadful to the love toſs d mind 
| Than thoſe the ſkiltul ſeaman braves, 
Who leaves pale cate and grief behind: 
Th adventurous maid, emba.k'd like me, 
That fails on ſuch a troubled ſca, 
The ocean's rage would cladly meet, 
And in its depths would ſeek retreat, 
Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whilper to my fears, 
My ſailor may return again, 
|  Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 
| When fame, and all her gaudy charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing arms, 
Ard one bleſ'd hour together blend 
Tae lover, hero, huſband, friend, 
| CHORUS, 
Britannia, hail thou mighty queen! 
The ftrength, the power, the ſeas are thine, 
Long may thy power on juſtice lean, 


do bepreſerv'd they muſt combine; 
To courage fingly ne'er reſort, 
For virtue is thy true ſupport, 
' Tis that alone caa ſtrength maintain, 
Be virtuous and for ever reign, 


— — 
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WAs 1s ſhepherd's maid, to keep 


On vonder plains a flock of ſheep, 

Well pl-as'd I'4 watch the live-long day, 
ny ewes a: feed, my lambs at play. 

Or would ſome bird, that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 

My parents then might rave and ſcold, 

My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 

T err words are harſh, his walls are high, 


| But ſpite of all away I'd fly. 


| | | v5 = 
My ſhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain, 


While ia ſorrow bebicd I am forc'dto remain ; 


47 


Tho | 


— — t — — ——— — — 


— —— —— — — 
% 


— —— 


——AÄ—Ä— 2 —— —By— 


— 


— — — — F 


48 Sonos for LAbI ES. | 
| What at firſt was but friendſhip ſoan grew to a flame; 


Tho' blge-bells and vi lets tRe hedges adorn, | 

Thoꝰ trees arein hloſſom, and ſweet blows the thorn; 

No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 

There's nothing can pleaſe now my Fockey's away ; 

Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ſtrain, 

Hate, haſte, to my arms, my dear Jockey, again. 
Haſte, haſte, Se. 

When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 

They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 

Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, ' 

J can't without envy their merriment ſee: 

Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 

No pleafure I reliſh that Fockey don't ſhare ; 

It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 


I wiſh my dear Jeckey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſlain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he would ina fortnight be here; 


On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 


For love my dear Fcckey to Fenny will haſte : 
Then fatewell each care, adieu each vain ſigh! 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I ? 

1'!l fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Tcekey returns to my arms back again, 


8 
Wars chilling winter hies away, 
I, Flora reafſume my reign; 
Borne on the wings of balmy May, 
1 c:mne to paint the woods and plain: 
A mbrofial ſweets I have in ſtore, 
The cou flip, violet, reſe appear; 
The nymphs and ſweins my power adore, 
And with my preſence all the year; 
Enrich'd by me, the grateful throng, 


All creſt with flow'rs and garlands gay, 


With feſtive pipe, and dance and ſong, 
Now keep their much-lov'd Fl:ra's day. 


©T 18 atwelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps, it is twain, ' 


Since T+yr/is neglected the nymphs of the plain, 
And weule tempt me to walk the gay meadows 
J hear a (cit ta. e, or to fing him a ſong; [along, 
To heat @ ſeft tale Sc. DRE | 
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In my heart it was love, in the youth twas the ſame: 


But who ſhould love moſt was our conteſt and pride; 
But who ſhould love moſt, &:, 


| But prutience ſoon whiſper'd us, love not too well, 


For envy has eyes and a tongue that will tell; 
And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on its ſid 
The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mother muſt chide; 
The grave ones, &c, 
Afraid of rebukes, he his viſits forbore, | 
And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind: 
So I put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind; 
So I put the dear, c. 

But love breaks the fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid : 

If we figh for each other, ah ! quit not your care; 
Condemn the god Cupid, but bleſs the fond pair ; 
Condema the god, Sc. | 
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LET others Damon ' praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Calin's at their will; | 
I mean to fing in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strepbon of the hill. 
As once I ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill; 
Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strepbon of the hill!) 
He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
I could not take it 1il ; 
For nothing, ſure, is done amiſs 
By Strephon of the hill. 
Obſerve the doves on yonder ſprayy 
See how they fit and bill; 
| So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strepbon of the hill. 
We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious fil}! _ 
May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 
With Srr-7 bone the hit, 


From each other our paſſion we ſought not to hide; 


F 
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From the man that I'love, tho” my beat I diſguiſe, 
I will deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; | 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a firaw,. . 


He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. | 


And if betas fenſe, &'c 
A wit without ſenſe, without fury a bean; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboong 
In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, Se. 18 | | 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog ; 
In miſchief an g. and in fawning a dog. 

As a tyger, Cc. | | 
In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 


He will ſure take a bint from the picture I draw. 


Vet if he hai ſenſe, Cc. 

* 10 
A YOUTH adorn'd with ey'sy art, 
To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 

In ſecret mine poſſeſt : ' | 
The morning bud that faireſt blows, 
The vernal dak that firaiteſt grows, 

His face and ſhape eipreſt. 
In moving ſounds he told bis tale, 
Soft as the fighings of the gale, . 

That wakes the flow'ry year: 
What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
Whom Happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 

Whom love had made fincere? 

At morn he left me=ofought and fell; 
The fatal ev ning heard his knell, 

And ſaw the tears I ſhed: 
= 

or th! no the recall, 
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| I who was lately in ſplendor and pride, 
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T HAT May-day of life is for pleaſure, * 


| Fox ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 


Ja fighing and crying=beigho ! 

[Lexscopy the bird in the meadows; . 
By her's tune your pipe when tis low: 

Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 

And never fit crying—heigho ! 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may bappen; Iknow, 


| That, ere alf your toying in over, 


We cannot help crying ——heigho! N 


ln age ev'ry one a new part takes: 
I find to my ſorrow ":isfo : 


| When old, you may cry till your heart ache, 


But no one will mind you=oheighs ! 

To the conſcious groves I hie me, 

Where 1 late was blithe and gay, 

Try to fancy Colin nigh me, | 
So to paſs my time away. 


1 put can ſcenes like theſe delight me, 


When my ſwain's no longer there * 
Hill, nor dale, nar ftream invite me, 
Now ao more they're worth my cate. 


Come thyſelf, withont delaying, 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; 


* | But with thee, whilft fondly firaying, 
| Ev'ry place is ſure to pleaſe, 
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O What a change in my fortune is this! 
See, ſee the ſequel of being a Mits ; LF 
Now to a block in Bridewglt am ty'd: 
Fool that I was, if my virtue I'd kept, 


Poor = contented, in peace I had ſiept. 


Ladies 


1 
1 
. 
: 
| 


| TEL, oh! tell my lover true, 


But my heart is known to you, 


Ladies of pleaſure, beware from my fall, 


| Left you, like poor Kitty, ſhould come to mill - doll. 


GENTLE mepherd, footh my ſorrow, 
Kindly, kindly come to morrow ; 

Let no loitering cares delay thee, 

Let no other pleaſures ſtay thee, 

Soon return with joy tocharm me, 


Come, left painful thought alarm me: 


Smiling love, reſtore my rover, 
Haſte, thou kind, yet cruel lover. 
Gentle ſhepherd, &c. | 
From place to place, foriorn, 1 go, 
With downeaſt eyes, a filent ſhade ; 
Forbidden to declare my woe; 
To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, afraid. 


My inward pangs, my ſecret grief, 


My ſoft conſenting looks betray, 


He loves, but gives me no relief; 


Why ſpeaks not he who may ? 
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That—Oh heavens! what ſhall 1 ſay ? 


Its ſentiments do you convey. 


Can I what I feel explain, 
When all expreſſion tis above, 
But you know my cauſe of pain, 
And knows befides, what 'tis to love. 
| 105 
M AlD ENS, let your lovers languiſh, 
If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and fears, and fighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love. 
Jockey wood, and I confented, 
Soon as e er I heard his tale, 
He with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, rov'd around the vale. 
Maidens, let your lovers, Se. 
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| For an age you muſt not leave me, 


| Don't too ſonn of Joy bereave me, 


I Think of her you left behind ye; 


4 


| Thou feed'ft at noon thy fleecy care: 
Direct me to the ſweet retreat 

| Leſt by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, 

| Without a guide, and loſe my way: 


| Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who Tejects him with diſdain; 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain; 

Maiden, let your lovers, &c. 
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T LATT'RING hopes our mind deceiving, 

Eaſy faith too often cheat z 

Woman fond, and all-believing, 

Loves and hugs the dear deceit, 

Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupid's trick to catch the fair, 

Lovely maĩds too oft bewitches : 
Flatt'ry is the beauty's ſhare. 

Flatt'ring hopes, &c. 

| > = hes hy 1 

GenTtLE breezes, waft him over 

To the diftarit ſultty iſle | 

Love will ſhield from harm the rover, 

Fame be kind, and Fortune ſmile. 


Nor to fartheſt climates run; 
Hope muſt bring the wand' rer home, 


And to tender vows be true | 
Conftant, fond, you flill ſhall find me, 

Peace, poor heart=fond youth, adieu! 
1 110 
TT ELL me, lovely Mepherd, where 


That guards thee from the mid-day heat; 


Where reſt at noon thy bleating cate, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where, | 


Y 
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Ir &er 1 bould learn the fweet leflon of love, 


| Let theſe be the works of the man I appteve : 2 


No pedant, yet learn d, nor rakehe ny gay, 
Nor laughing, beeauſe be has nothing to fay 3 
To all my ſex, ſtil} abliging and free, | 

Yet never ſhew fondneſs to any but ma; 

In public preſerve the decorum that's juſt, 
And ſhew in his eyes he is true to his truſt, 

But when the long hours of obſervance are paſt, 
And we ſweetly 25 to a welcome repaſt; 
May es'ry fond pleaſure that moment endear, 
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His tears I negleRted, bia oaths I deſpis d; 
For his heart by thoſe by thoſe oaths, be diſ- 
Whatpreſents he brought me Ichoſe to dec line tis d 
( The prodigal bounty of arts and defign:) 
He coax's, and he flatter'd my perſon in vain, 


| And praQtis'd each art on my weakneſi to gain: 


Pratected by prudence I laugh'd bim to ſcorn ; 
Tho' I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn, 


e wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 


Be baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear: 
Forgetting and ſcorning, the airs of a crowd, 
He may ceaſe to be formal, and I to. be proud; 
Till loft in the joy, we confeſs that we live, 
And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive. 
And that my delight may be ſtedfaſtiy fix d, 
Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd; 
In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul can confide, 
Whoſe kindneſs can ſmooth me, whoſe counſel can 
rom ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, I tuide. 
o danger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould 
But til I can find fo uncommon a ſwain, f bribe; 
As I long have liv'd fingle, Fll fingle remain. 
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OWEET mercy is the lovelieſt flower, 
hat heav'n e er planted in the mind; 
he queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft power 
an e en to raiſe mankind. 
Let patriots, kings, and heroes boaſt 
A name that will in hiſt ry live; 
et he reſembles, heav'n the moſt, 
hoſe godhke boſom can forgive. 
113 

OUNG Srtyepbon, the 22 the dangerous ſwain, 
My love and eiteem bas attempted to gain; 

ith the ſame wicked arts be ſv oit had betray'd, | 

e thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid : 

But appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
| baffled his ſcheme, and avoided the ſaarez; 


ITenpes » 


What credulous beauties his arts had undone ; 

He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviglate be, 

That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victim to me, 

I told him, thoſe victims and faith Pd deſpiſe, 

And from ſach examples would learn to be wiſe 3 

That I never would proftitute virtue to ſcorn, 
r ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn. 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham d of his guilt z 
Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonnefs, built, 
Was his heart as fincere as his oaths are profane, 

I could fancy (I own I could fincy) the fwain : 

But experience has taught me tit dang'rous totruſt, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt; | 
So I'll ſtiſſe my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 
Left I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the thora, 


irgins ſuun deceivers, 
Who with baſe ſeducing arts, 

When they find you fond believers, 

Triumph oer unguarded hearts. 


| IC a fickle ſwain purſue ye, 


O, beware his ſubtle wiles! 
All his aim is to undo ye, 
Ruin lurks beneath his ſmiles. 
Tender, Ec. 
| — — 115 — — 
Du not tyrant cuſtom guide me, 
Tomy Daman I wouls tell, 


For virtue I love, aod was taught in my dawn, 
hen I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 


# 


Never ſwain was half ſo lovely, 5 
Never ny mph loved half ſo well. 


F 2 | I would 
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I would tell him that his | beauty 
Firſt aſſum'd the conq'ring part; 
But his manly ſeaſe and courage 
Triumph d o'er my yielding heart. 


Why ſhould tyrant cuſtom guide me, Se. 


Cenſure's ſelf could ne er ugbraid him, 
Malice ne er could ſpot his name; 
All his ſex who envy praiſe him 
For his vin ue, truth and fame. 
Tyrant cuſtom ſhall not, &c. 


5 — — 
An ! think nat to 2 me 
With flattring aaths aud lies, 
"Tis all in vain, believe me, 
For love has piercing eyes, 
At reſent giv 
a k. ales l, 
And grateful wornan's ariven, 
To give herſelf at, aſt. 
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Ve nympbs, tis true, to Colin's firain 
I've often liſten'd in the grove ; 

And can you blame me, that a ſwain 
Like Colin ſhould engage my love. 

Alas ! could I my heart fecure, 
Ualeſs to worth and merit blind; 


Ah! ſay, could you yourſelves endure 
To ſlight a ſwain fo true and kind. 


| When truth conveys the tender tale, 


And honour breathes the ſhepherd's ſigh, 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail: 
To ſhun its power in vain we try. 
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| I SEEK my ſhepherd, gone aſtray; 


He left our cot the other day : 

Tell me, ye gentle nymphs and ſwains, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel thro' your plains ? 
Oh ! whither, whither, muſt 1 roam, 
To find and charm the wand'rer home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven green, 


Or joys he in the mountain ſcene ? 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
On! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover gone aſtray. 


To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain 

A manly fofrenefs crowns his mien; 

| Adonis was not half fo fair; + 
And when he talks, tis heav'n to hear ! 
But oh] the ſoothing poifon hun, 

To liften is to be undone. 


To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame, 
Too fondly loving to be wiſe, 

Who gave my heart an eaſy prize; 3 
And when he tun'd his ſyren velee, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice. 


| But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 


He counted once bis greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt I with fiercer paſſions burn, 
And pant and die for his return. 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ftraying love! 


emmmunuan=s w_ 11 
O vr me that focial delight, 
Which none but true lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill night, 
And glances her ſmiles on the eve; 
When to the fair meadows we go, | 
Where peace and contentment retire z 
Or down the ſmooth current we row 
Ia time with the flutes and the lyre. 


By nature theſe pictures are drawn, 
How ſweet is each landfcape diſpos'd! 
The proſpect extends to the lawn, 
Or by the tall beeches is elos d. 
Come, Strepbon, attend to the ſcene, 
The —— are all vaniſh'd above; 
The odjecti around are ſerene, 


As modell'd to mufic and love, 


as . 


| He'll ſwear no time ſhall quench his flomez 
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And ſweet as all flowers combin'd; 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind ? 
Unkind he is not, I can prove, 
But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only is cruel to me. 
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1 MET in our village a ſwain t'other day: 


He ftopp'd me, and begg'd me a moment o ſtay 2 
Then bluſh'd, and, in language I ne'er heard before, 
He talk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he bore : 
But what was his meaning I know not, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeſſamin, vi let and roſe, 

He brings me, and ey'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
The ſweeteſt and gayeft he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me ta wear theſe fine things in my breaſt : 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow; 
Vet, alas l my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


At my feet the young thepherd for ever J ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 

And ſwears that he'l} ever be conftant and true: 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 

And hear him, poor youth ! breath a thouſand of ſighs 
He tells me, no nymph in the world is like me, 
Nor ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy az he: | 

But what is his meaning, I know not, I voss; 
Vet, alas ! my poor heart feels I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain? 
Indeed, ever fince, his fad fate I deplore, 

And I wiſh | knew how he might ſuffer no more; 
I'd do all I can ta relieve him, 1 vew, , 

That my heart ny have eaſe tho'I cannot tell how. 


* 


sonés for Lab Es. 


Ev'ry tender look is vain, 


| Which (though death ſhould teach the art) 


| 


Lover, yet 88 ſwain, 
Strive not to regain my heart; 


Since you play'd a traitor"s part. 


All your oaths, and all your ſighe, 
Once | fooliſhly believ's ; 


But ”aftora's joytul eyes, 
And your bluſhes, undeceiy'd. 


Strive not to regain a heart 
True in Tove-and firm in pain, 


Can, when TITER light again. 


Or all the ſwains around the __ 
Zo blithe and debonair, 
Not one, it is by all agreed, 
With Fockey can compare: 
So gay a form, ſo juſt a mind 
Before was never ſeen ; 
Nor e er was ſwain to me ſo kind 
As Fockey of the green. 


If e'er at eve I chance to ſtray, 
The fields or groves along, 

Young Fockey meets me on my way, 
And cheers me with a ſone; 

And when 1 tet on bank of Tweed, 
Where rural ſports are ſeen, 

None tune fo ſ.ecet the olten reed, 


As Tockey of the green. 


Of late his talk has been of lore, 
Of love for me alone; | 

And, if I but his flame approve, 

| He'll take me for his own : 

If fo, I'll quickly bleſs for life 
The blitheft ſwain e*er ſeen; - 


And be the wedded, faithful wife 
Of Fockey of the greens * | | 
, | WELCOME 
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What med'cine can foften the boſom's keen 
What Lethe can baniſh the pain? 


That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain ? 
In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 
The ſports of the wake and the green 
When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a figh, 
Tas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales moan 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ſing not ſo ſweetly, I cry with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here, 


A garland of willow my temples ſhall ſhade, 
And pluek it, ve nymphs, trom yon grove ; 
For there, to hercoſt, was poor Laura betray d, 


And Damon pretended to love. 


=_ 
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8 IV: PLE Strepbon ceaſe cumplaining, 
Leit thy doubts my anger move; 

Why mutt jeajous fears be reigning, 
To diſturb the bhſs of love? 


| If 1 Cer had ſhun's your paſſion, 


Then you gently might reprove, 
And your gen'rous inclination 


Might ſuſpect my want of love. 


——— 
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As thro” the feles I chanc'd to firay 


To hear the linnet's ſong, 
I met a ſhepherd in my way, 
The blitheſt of the throng. 
He ſtopt, and gave my cheek a pat, 
And told a tender tate: | 
Then ſtole a kits, but what of that? 
*E was Willy of the dale. 


He preſt my hand, and talk'd of love 
With extacy divine} 
Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And, if I pleas'd, be mins. 


| [ſmart ? | 
What cure can be met with, to footh the fond heart | 


To meet him thus, (ne creature near) 
Soon made my cheeks look pale; 
But he declar'd I need not fear 
Young Willy of the dale. 


None ſure poſſeſs ſuch charms as he, 

To win a maiden's mind; 

He's youthful, witty, gay and free, 
And what's ſtill more, he's kind: 

For naw he meets me ev'ry night, 

| Atwhich the lafſes Tail, 


And vows I am the ſale delight 


| Of Vi uy of the dale. 
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STREPHON woo me now Or never, 

| Tf you wiſh my heart to gain; 

Slight the occaſion, you for ever 
May purſue and figh in vain: 

Now's your time to play the lover, 

Then with ardor act your part; 

By each glance you may diſcover 
That you're welcome to my heart. 

Tho” your art proves unavailing, 
When we can refit its power, 

| Yet 'twill always be prevailing, 

In ſome weak unguarded hour, 
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And fat reclin'd beneath the ſhade, 
Young Sandy chanc'd to paſs that way, 
As blooming as the ſweets of May, 
Pleas'd be ſeem' d to find me there, 
Fer I alone am all his care: | 
Then fince he's gen'rous, kind and free, 
Young Sandy is the lad for me. 

| That eve he took. me to the fair, | 

And bought me ribbands for my hair, 

| 


| With trinkets I had never ſeen, 


And dane'd with me upon the greens 


B Tweed clear fiream - late | ſtray d, 


— —12060 oo 
| Love afferts his pow'rfu] reign, 
Like a tyrant owns his ſyay ;z_ 
Love, tho? ſweet, oft gives us pain, 
Sometimes fad, and ſometimes gay: 
Sincethe age of ſweet fixteen, 
When the men do moſt adore; 
F to love a flave have been, 
_ d and courted o'er and o'er, 


ey is a banny ſwain, 
425 has ſtol'n my heart away z 


Still I feel an anxious pain, 
If he's abſent but a day: 

But whene'er the blooming boy 
Comes at night upon the green, 

Then my heart is fill'd with joy, 
Then I'm happy as a queen. 


When the charmer talks of love, 
Doubts and fears diſturb my breaſt 3 
Shoul'd he e et inconſtant prove, 
This poor heart will ne'er have reſt; 
He of late is fonder grown, 
And has ſworn to love for life; 
If he'll take me for his own, 
I muſt be young Fockey's wife. 


| T2 — 
Va is ev ry fond endeavour 
To reſiſt the tender dart; 
For examples move us never; 
We muſt feel to know the ſmart, 
When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauties ſets to view, 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 
Bids us thinle tis all our due 3 
Bids us thiak tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deecitful firain; 
Frowning truth our fex difpleaſes; 
«Flatt'ry never es in vain 
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| But too ſoon the happy lower 


— 


Does our tenderett hopes deceive 2: 
Man was form'd to be a raver, | 
| Fooliſh woman to beliere; 
| Fooliſh woman to believe. 

122 — — 
Com, Colin; pride of rural ſwains, 
O come and bleſs thy native plains ; 
The daifies ſpring, the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


| Come, Colin, haſte, O hafte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay 3 
| When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trees. 
on ! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, „the linnets fing; 


| Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can chear, 
by haſte! and make us happy here. 
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WIS I ſnre a life to lead, 
Wretched as the vileſt ſlave, 
| Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave, 
Rudeſt toi), ſevereſt need, 
E'er viela my hand ſa coolly, 
To the man who never truly, 
Could my heart in keeping have. 
Wealth with athers ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe z 
Take to them your love I conjure you, 
And then in mercy ſet me at eaſc. 


WHERE mall Delia fiy for ſhelter? 
In what ſecret grove or cave? 

Siehs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young. the gay, the hrave; 
\ Tho? with prudiſh airs the Rarch ber, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill he burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymnen axcher, 


| Whereſoe er the damſel turns. . 


5 
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f 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Virtue, youth, ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If FD ar guide us not) 


Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 


Sometimes are the booby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 

Now commanded by the peer; 
Now ſome ſubtie mean invader 

Wins the heart or gains the ear. 


O diſc:etion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Always — and awake. 
Would you keep your pearls from traplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans. 
Ye blicheſt lads and laſſes a7, 
Come liſten to my tale: 


As I one ev*ning fleeping lay 


Within the flow'ry vale, 
Young Strepbon paſſing thro the mead, 
By chance did me eſpy, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 

And gently ſat down by. 


| The ſwain, tho' I moſt dearly priz'd, 


Yet now 1 would not know ; 


Zut with a frown my face diſguis'd, 


And ſtrove away to go: 
But fondly he trill nearer preſt, 

And at my feet did lye; h 
His 18 heart it thumpꝰ d ſo fat, 
I thought the lad would dic. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
(The ſurer him to gain) 


Ibid the love-fick ſhepherd fly, 


In words of high diſdain. 
He left me, never to return, 


And to young Jenny fle w; 


While I my folly daily mourg,--- 


Far ſlighting one ſo true. 


3 Sonos * Lavres. 
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| Ye ſeaſons that b 


Bd 
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On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 


More pleating than courts or a palace to me. 


laſenſible creatures | tis all they can taſte, 


17 
(CEASE a while ye windsto blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring ftreams to flow; 
Huſh'd be ev'ry other noiſe, 

[I want to hear my lover's voice, 


Where's the brook, the rock, the tree 
Hark, a ſound—I think * tis he ! 

"Tis not he: yet night comes on, 
Where's my lovely wand'rer gone? 
Loud I'll ſpeak, o make him hear 
'Tis I who call, my love, my dear 
The time is come. Why this delay ? 
Alas! my wand'rer's loſt his way. 


Ve warblers, while 7 1 mourn, 
To chear me your harmony bring; 
Unleſs, ſince my ſhepherd is gone, 

You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing : 


Each flower declines its (weet head, 


Nor odoursaround ill throw, 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 
Seems kindly to pity my woe, 


Each rural amuſement I tx 

la vain to reſtore my paſt eaſe; 

What charm'd when my Screpbon was by, 
Has now loſt the gower to pleaſe : 


righten the grove, 
Not long for your abſefice we mourn ; ; 


| - Strephon nezlects me and love, _. 


He roves, and will never return, 


Wir, the man that I love was I deftin'd to dwell 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
Let the vain and the yenal, in wedlock aſpire 


To waat folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 
I yield them the bl iſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
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* 


Such kindneſs I ſhall ever own, 
And will be true to him alone; 


| v — 

n — - .,Þ YY ITH the pride of the garden and field, 
For _ he's gen gs yon and - 5 We have deck'd our fond boſoms to day 3 
Young Sandy is the lad for me. And all that the ſummer can yield 


E'er ſummer's gone he means, for life, | Seems theve to be blooming and gay 3 
To take me for his wedded wife; Fn Tis better 2 gather in time, | 
And vows he'll ever faithful prove, "The flow'r that elſe waſtingly blows; 
And make me happy in his love: Little more than a day is the prime 
How bleſt am I with ſuch a ſwain Of the lily, the pink, and the roſe. 


Who ne'er will give my boſom pain; 4 ” NETS f 
Then fince he proves ſo kind and free, Soft beauty's the May ſpringing flow't 


4 That has but a ſeaſon to boaſt; 
Young Jangy is the lad for me. Let us make what we can of it's pow re 
| Which elſe in a year may be loſtz 
— _ _— Let us ſcorn a ſhort triumph of joy 
SINCE all fo nicely take offence, O'er ſhepherds, becauſe of a facez 
And pinking isthe faſhion, Nor venture too iong to be cov, 
I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence I Left winter diicolour each grace. 
ÜũAn |. Should we fliebringly lavgh at their pain, 
If any en. my def or af | Grow proud of cur charms ev'ry day 
, To jeft — „ 3 When they fade we ſhall court them in vain, | 
By female honour, I declare, / When Os wither'sd they'll fling us away 2 
un Janati Thoſe treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, . 
6 n : Muſt wake tev'ry breaſt to defire ; | 
If you're too free, ang full of play, I We may have whom we will while ſo fair, 
G By Jove my lads, I'll cure ye; | And ſhould yieſd to the love we inſpire, 


And if too cold, you turn away, 
You'll rouze a very fury. 


A law is ev'ry thing I ſay, 
No ſwain ſhall call me cruel ; 
Who'er my will ſhall diſobey, 
\ "Tis fignal for a duel, 


————— ; 
Go, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot, 
To ſhare thy board, and deck ty cot; 
With joy I fly the ſimple youth, 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 


* — Mb. MM 


| 

| Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 

A very Amazon am I, | 4 Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown; 
And various weapons carry | Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, _ 

P've glancing lightning in my eye, Who doubt> my love, or thinks me vain. 

And tongue, a ſword to parry. 
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F'en let him arm with what he will, Cour dear idol of my — | 
With Gupid”s bow and arrow; { View the bow'r which love has dreſs' dz 
Vo ſoon thall ſee my man Fl kill, Wich thy prefence bleſs thy Nancy, 
i As eaſy as a ſparrow, p. LE | Soft careſſing and careſy'd, 


W 


— — 1 — = 


r 
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[ Fbra ſpreads her blooming treaſure, — 4 

| Birds chant here on ry pray; "i I F ever a fond inclination, 

| Yet how faint each rural pleaſure, I Roſe in your baſom, to rob you of reft ; | Is 
i 


While my charmer is away. Reflect, with a little compaſſion, 


| on the ſoft pangs which — in my breaſt, er 


When with fivitleſs lane we're burning, V. 
All partake the mind's diſeaſe ; c Od CO CI I = — — Let r 
| "But the youth our love returning, 9 exper fry, A fa 
| Think, when my lover was by me, M 
| OO Ev'ry ſcene is ſure preg Would I, how could I, refuſe his requet ? 
| Y Wo ff > i Ns Kneeling before you, _ Yet 
| OU impudent man, you 1 Let me implore you: Th 

| 23 * — e i wn you ? | | Look on me, fghing, crying, dying, | T! 
| I f 3 on -n q 3 | Ah! is there no language can move > [Hope 

Nat __ 13 3 18 49 <a. Tf I have been too complying, | The 
| 2 e ene * * Sets Hard was the conffict *twixt duty and love, As 
=. ou tcaze one to death, | | 

I'm quite out of breath, 800 3 forego 8 But | 
T hate and abhor this Bor ie play; 0 brag dt * fag In v 
Beßp des, tis not right, rn bravely e mbat ev'ry woe, A1 
To ſee one in this fright ; G Like 
3 Rook, what do you think folks will fay ? | Awh 
"a wears Nor bolts nor bars, ſhall me controul, A, 
You have bad to preſume, I. L death and danger dare; ; 
Or you ne'er with theſe freedoms would teaze me; OE but 1 foul, L 

1 For though they might pleaſe me, | TOON | 3 

And with pat ierce I bore em; The window now ſhall be my gate, W 
Vet at lezft in one's carriage, I either fall or fly; A fic 
| ; On this ide of marriage, I Before I'll hve with them I hate, And 

B One ought to keep up a decorum. For him I love I'll o 

I | — — 142 —— | . 

1 How can again believe you? | 1 How hard is my 9” . 
| Could I doubt, ſo oft you ſwore ? How deſp'rate my ſtate, But 
Or That your tongue may not deceive me, Bs When honour and virtue excite, For 1 
| Let me ſee your face no more. | To ſuffer dittreſs, 

[| Falſhood be your boaſt and faſhion | Contented to bleſs 

| | Truth is mine, and heart fincere 3 The object in whom 1 Jelight! | If th 

| You have cur'd me of my paſſion, Yet, midſt all the woes The 
| 1 have nothing now to fear, | My foul undergoes ' 

1 in his heart a ſwain's oft roving, Thro? virtue's too rigid decree, 

| While he wins the eaſy maid; | . I'll ſcorn to complain, 
| Hard her fate who muſt be boring. | If the force of his pain 


Where her love is not repaid. | Awaken his gity for mo. 


Sox s "= LapI ES. 


— 1466 — 
Is vaio I try my ev'ry art, 
Nor can I fix a ſingle 2. 
Yet I'm not old ne ugly: ä 
Let me conſult my faithful glaſs 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmugly. 


Yet bleſs'd with all theſe powerful charts, 
The young Pa/emm fled my arms, 
That wild unchinking rover: 

Hope, filly mais, as ſoon to bing 

[| The rolling ftream, the — — 

As fix a rambling lover 


But hamper's in the marriage nooſe, 
In vain they firuggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot; 
Like madmen how they rave and ftare! 
Awhile they ſhake their chains and ſwear, 
And then lie down in _ 


3 but the frailty of the mind 
When tis not with ambition join'd; 
A fickly flame, which if not fed expires, 
And feeding, waſtes in ſelf conſuming fires, 


"Tis not to wound a wanton bay, 

Or amordus youth that gives the joy; 
But *tis the glory to have pierc'd the (wain 
For whom inferior beauties ſigh'd in vain. 


Then I alone the conqueſt prize, 
When I inſult a rival's eyes; 
If there's delight in love, tis when I &e 


The heart which others bled for, bleed for me. 


— — 148 — 
THe youth whom I to ſave would die, 
Surpaſſes all dere 
Love's fatal dart enflames my heart, 
IN And fets it all 6a. fire, 


Thus mourns, like me oppreſt 3 
But when her mate arrives, tho late, 


| Tus blalatiee dove, without her love, 


-— 


Joy triumphe in her breaſt, 


The boy thus of a bird poſſeſt, 
| At firſt, how great nit joys ! 


| He firokes it oft, and in bis breaſt 


The little favourite lies. 


| But ſoon as grown to riper age 
W: The paſſioa quits bis mind; 
| He hangs id up in ſome — 2 


— and confi nd. 
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For vious purpoſe 3 fan, 
As thus —2 decent blind, 


| Between the flicks to peep at man, 


Nor yet betray your mind. 


| Each action has a meaning plain, 
| Reſentment's in the ſnap; 
A flict expreſſes trony diſdain, 


i | Conſent, a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

| And to advantage ſweetly thews 

The hand, if not the heart. 


*Tis foily's ſceptre, firſt deſign'd 
By love's capricious boy, 

Who knows how lightly all matikind 
Are govern'd by a toy. 
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0 WHY ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew n 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture within: 
| This love has fo rad me, I now tread in air! 


* He's ſure ſentfrom heav 'n to lighten my care 


. 


Each 


— — — — — == 


Each ſhepherdeſa views me with ſcorn and diſdain; 


No more will 1 ſorrow, no 
He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! 


Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain; 
longer deſpair, 


Cy — 
Too plain, dear youth, belt tell tale eyes 
My heart your own declate; 
But, for heaven's ſake, let it ſuffice, 
You reign triumphant there. 


Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
Nar further urge your ſway 3 


: Preſs not for what I muft deny, 


Far fear I ſhould obey. 


But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 

Would you a maid undo, 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, - 
And that her love for you? 


Say, would you u ſe that very power 
You from her fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour 
A life of ſpotleſs fame? 
Ah! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps you may; 


- But rather try your utmoſt {kill 


To ſave me, than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 

Defend, and not purſue, 5 

Since tis a taſk for me too hard 
To ſtrive with love and you. 


1 
With artful voice, — 47 Tut, you, 
In vain perſuade me you are true; 
Since that can never be: 
For he's no proſelyte of mine, 
That offers at another's ſhrine 
Thoſe vows he made to me. 


The faiibleſs, fickle, wav'ring loon, 
That changes oftner than the moon, 
, Courts each nt w face be meets; 


; 
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Smells ev'ry fragrant flow'r that blowyy 
Yet lily culls the bluſhing roſe, . 
His quintefſence of ſweets. 


So Thyrfis, when in wanton play, 


From fair to fair-you fondly ſtrayj, 


And ſteal from each a kiſs ; 

It ſhows, if what you ſay be true, 
A fickly appetite in you, 
And no ſubſtantial bliſs, 


For you. inconſtant, roving _. 
Tho ſeemingly you hug your chain, 
Would fain, L, know, get free; 


; To fp freſh balmy ſweets of love, 
| From bower te bower wildly rove, 


And imitate the bee. 


Let it adraire no other dart; 
But reſt with me alone: 
For while, dear Bee, you rage and ſing, 


| Senn you return without your ſting, 


Fa not pon a drone, 


153 —— 
Endes eee 
O'er fields or gardens ranging, 

Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, 
And all his life is changing. 


Thus roviag man new objects ſway, 


By various charms delighted; 
While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, 
To-morrow ſhall be lighted, 
— ——— ö 
And ſpirits th my love, 
Inga time of danger near him bide; 
With out ſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide. 


aw you, his foes, though hearts of ſleel, 
h may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 


1} Behold bis facey and drop the ſwords 


Then calm that flutt'ring thing, ow heart, : 
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Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breath ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


4 : 1 5 

Young Colin ſeeks wy Kan to move, 

And ſighs, and talks fo much of love, 

(He'ti hang or crown, I fear it) 
Of pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts, 
Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding hearts, 
I vow I cannot bear it. 

He ſays I'm preity— mighty well; 

And witty too— that's better ſtili; 
And ſenſible, I ſwear it: 

But words, you know, are nought but wind; 

Unleſs be'Il freely tell his mind, | 
I vow cannot beat it. 


The ſhepherd dances blythe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; 
Iowa 1 like to hear it: 
But downcalt looks, and hums and haws, 
So badly plead a lover's cauſe, 
I vow I cannot bear it, 


I wiſh ſome friendly nymph or ſwain 
Would bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
(I wonder he ſhould tear it) "£7 
I'd then take courage, like my fex, 
The hoaeit youth no more to vex, 
But wed him, I deelare it. 


BRIcHr Sol is return'd, the winter is fer, 
His ail-cheering beams do nature reſtore; 
The cowſlip and daiſy, the vr let and vole, 


Each garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe; 
The birds chea:ful notes are heard in each grove, 


All nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love, 


- 


4 


To ſay as ſhe bid me wherever I go, 


_7 
| The nymphs and the ſhepberdscometrippirig amain, 


| All haſten io join in the ſports of the plain; 


Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, 
The face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 

| The heart that's fincere in affection may prove 
All nature's force ſheweth che ſeaſon of love. 


O come then, Pbhilander, with Syſwia away, 

Our friends that expect us — our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin; 

Eil ſtrive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to wine 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the ſeaſon of love, 


* | — 157 — 
Dear Colin prevent 1 bluſhes, 
| Since how can I ſpeak without pain? 
My eyes have oft told you my wiſhes, 
O! can't you their meaning etplaia ? 
My paſſion would loſe by expreflion, 
And you too might cruelly bl me; 
Then don't you ezpect a conteffion, 
Of what is too tender to name. 
Since your's is the province of ſpeaking, 
Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell vs what they ſhould be. 
Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
| Did your heart feel ſuch tortyres as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over. 
What I in my voſum confine, 


Tua! might not be pla gu'd with ttꝭe nonſenſe of 
I promis c my mother ag»in and again [men, 


And to all that they aſk, o would have, tell em No. 


I really believe I have flighten d a ſcore: 

They'll want to be with nr, I warrant, no more; 
And I own I'm not ſorry tur ſereing them fo; 
Where the ſame thing todo, 1 2guin ſhuu'd ſay No. 


G For 


— 
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For a ſhepherd 1 like, v ith more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho' I bid him de part; 

Suck queſtions he puts ſince 1 anſwer him fo, no 
That he makes me mean yes, tho' my words are ſtill 


He aſk'd, did I hate him, or think him too plain > 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young ſwain) 
If he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would go? [no 


Then he preſs'd my young lips, while Ibluſh'd & laid | 


He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone? 

Tf I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him ſo ? 

I faulter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd o him, No. 
This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid: 

If J preſs you to church, will yeu ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good humour I anſwer'd, No, No. 


; I 9 — ä — - 

Alxxis, a ſhepherd, young, conſtant and kind, 

Has often dee lard'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 

I think he's fincere, zad he will not deceive; 
But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe. 


He brought me this roſe that you ſez in my breaſt ; 
He bega d me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt : 
I cculd not do leſs than the favour receive; 

And hethinks it n w ſweeter, I really believe, 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 
How bright, and how lovely it ſeems to the view! 

*T would fade if not pluck*d, as your ſenſe muſt con- 
I was forc'd to deny what I really believe. [ ceive- 
My fiocks he attends: if they ſtray from the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev*ry ſheep to regain; 

Then begs a dear kiſs for his labour I'll give 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him I really believe. 
He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
| To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe ; 

And tells me ſweet ftories from morning ta eve; 
Then he ſwears that he loves, which Ireally believe. 


| — 160 

COME gag round my favourite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove; 

[was the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 
And the bark is a record of love. 


Reclin'd on the tur“, by my fide, 
| He tenderly pleaded his cauſe; 
I only with bluſhes reply'd, 


And che nightingale fill'd up the pavſe. 

—  zy 

You've fure forgot, dear mother mine, 

When you was once as blithe as me; 

When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 


Alas! December treads on May. 


Bebold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, 
The rich jor quil, the bluſhing roſe, 


| How ſhort a date their beauties know, 


Surrounded by a thouſand foes ; 


Tin me decrees their full decay, 


And harſh December treads on May. 


The whole creation own this truth: 


Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exack 


The mode ſcvere, on blooming youth, 
By which themſelves could never act? 


The blood that's warm ill have its way; 


Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and p lee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim care 

Come ſport and frolic free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh pride: 


An old maid I once was determin'd tociez, | 
But that was before I'd this ſwain in my eye: 


And as ſoon as he afks me his pain to relieve, 
Wich joy I ſhall wed him I really believe, 


When you could fing,and dance, and play; 


deride z 


The laws of love—all ſhall obey, , 
Before December treads on May. 8 
WHAT Wt 


HA! 


HAT ſadneſs reigns over the plains! 
How droop the ſweet flow'rets around ! 
How penſive each nymph and each ſwain! 
How filent each muſical ſound ! 
No more the ſoft lute, in the bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool ev'nings awayz 
Sad fighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander d away. 
Dh ! he was our village's pride; 
This change from his abſence is ſeen; 
Twas he that our muſic ſupply ., 
When gayly we danc'd on the green 1 
At ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 
Ah! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoftile alarm: ? 
No juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take vp thoſe terrible arms: 
Let thoſe who are cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life and of limb; 
The country had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him. 


Where'er the adventurer goes, 
On land or the dangerous main, 
Kind heaven protect him from woes, 
And give him to Celia again. 
Oh! give him to Celia again; 
My true-love in ſafety reſtore; 
I'll ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 
From my arms he ſhould wander no more, 


; 16 3 
Warn the ſhepherds ſeele to woo, 
Mind them, left they faithleſs prove; 
But if once you find them true, 
Fear not to reward their love, 


When the ſhepherds, Ec. 


— 


| 


STrep:10 


N N 


Son es for LaDits. 


Let not beauty make you vain, 
Men of worth deſerve your care; 
Never give a lover pain, 
If you find his heart ſincere. 
When the ſhepherds, Cc. 


Love, the fource of ev'ry joy, 
Aſks whatever we can give; 


Love ſhould ev'ry hour employ, 


"Tis for love alone we live. 


When the ſhepherds, Cc. 


N, when you ſee me fly, 
Let not this your fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhy 
Out ot love as out of hate; 
When from you I fly away, 
It is becauſe I dare not ſtay, 


Did I out of hatred run | 
Leſs you'd be my pain and care; 
But the youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a trial bear ? 
Who that ſuch a ſwain did ſee, 
Who could love and fly like me? 


Cruel duty bids me go, | | 
Gentle love commande me ſt ; 
Duty's ſtil! to love a foe, 
Shall I this or that obey? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles; 
That defends, and this beguiles. 


Ever by theſe cryital ſtreams 
I cold fit and hear thee figh, 


| | Raviſh's with theſe pleafing dreams, 


O 'tis worſe than death to fly: 


} But the danger is fo great, 
Fear gives wings, inſtead of hate. 


Streß bon, if you love me, leave me, 


| F you ſtay I am undone; 


G 2 


Oh ! with eaſe you may deceive me, 
Pritaee charming ſwain be gone. 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part, 
That has my vows, but. you my heart. 


ON 


He,, 


— Ibg — 
a bank, befide a willow, 
en her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Aminta figh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs dawn oi morning, 
Till the dews of night re urnicg, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan; 5 
ric pz is baw th? C, 
Juys are vaviſh'd, 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover, 
Oh! fo rue, ſo kind was he! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature, 
Damon \1v'd alone for me; 
Melting kitſs, 
| Murmuring bliſſes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 
Never ſhali we curſe the :norning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embrace» to reſtore ; 
Never (hall we bot“ lie dy: ng, ' 
Nature fai ine, love ſupplying 
All the joys ne drain'd defore : 
Death. come end me, 
To befriend me; 
Love and Damon re no more! 


| 160 — 
Tas my Strepban that I die; 

Let echoes to cach other tell, 

Tin the mournfui accents fly | 

To Strepbon's ear, and ali is well. 


But gently breathe the fatal truth, 
And ſoften every harſher ſound, 
For Strephon's ſuch a tender youth, 


© The tofteſt words too decp wiil wound, 


| Since you, my ſwajn, no more will ſhine, 
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Now fountains, echoes, all be dumb ; 
For ſhould I coſt my fwain a tear, 

I ſhould repent it in my tumb. 

And grievel gn my reſt ſo dear. 


— 167 


| Bo AST not, miſtaken ſwain, thy # art 


To pleaſe my partial eyes ; 
The charms that have ſubdu'd my heart 
Another may deſpiſe. 


Thy face is to my humour made, 
Another it may fright; 

Perhaps. b» ſome fond whim betray 'd, 
In oddneſs I delight. 


| Vain yon th, to your confuſion, know, 


'Tis to my love's exceſs 
You all vour fancy'd beauties owe, 
| Which fade as that grows leſs, 


For your own fake, if nct for mine, 
You ſhouid pte ſerve my fire, 


When I no more admire. 


| By me indeed you are allow'd 

| be wonder of your kind; 
But be not of my judgmeat proud, 

Whom love has render'd Ray: 


— 168 
Y OUNG I am, and yet uoſkill'd 
Huw to make a lover yield; 

| How to keep, and how to gain, 

| When to love, and when io feign. 


| 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
{While I yet am young and true; 
Ere I can my ſoul diſguiſe, 
Heave my breaſts, and rol! my eyes. 


I Stay not till I learn the way 


How to ie and to betray; 
He that has me firft is hleſt, 


| For I may deceive the reft, 


Could 


Could I find a blooming youth 
Full of love, and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 
I ſhould long to be fiſteen. 


As now my bloom comes on a-pace, 
The ſwains begin to teaze me; | 
But two who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try different ways to pleaſe me: 
To judge aright, and chuſe the beſt, 
Is not fo ſoon decided; 
When both their merits are expreſs" 
I may be leſs divided. f 


Palemon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; | 

Would I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his tieafure; 

But then our yer do diſagree 
So much, as I remember ; 

It is but May I'm ſure with me, 
Wich him it is December. 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow b. ſuing ; 

'T would ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 
Bring ev'ry charm to ruin: 

For dreſs and ſhew, to touch my pride, 
My little heart is panting 3 

But then there's ſomething elſe befide 
I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 


Then Colin, thou my choice ſhall gain, 
For thou will ne'er deceive me; 
And grey hair'd wealth ſhall plead in vain, 
For. thou haſt more to give me: 
My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thy looks fo young and tender: 
Love beats his new and fond alarme 
To ther I now ſurrendet. 
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Of flaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 


i 
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Terr me no more of pointed darts, 


The hyperboles of love, 

The hyperboles of love; 

Be honeft to yourſelf and me, 

Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your ſait may move, 


| And then your ſuit may move. 
| 


| Why muſt my eyes the ſtars outſhine ? 


Why call me angel? why divine? 


Can ſuch deceits prevail ? 
For ſhame, forbear this common rule; 
'Tis low, tis inſult ; calls me fool; 
With me 'twill always fail, 


| Would you obtain an honeſt heart, 


Addreſs my nobler, better part ; 
Pay homage to my mind: 

The patling hour brings on decay, 

And beauty quickly fades away, 

| Nor leaves a roſe behind. 


Let then your open manly ſenſe 

The moral ornaments diſpenſe, 
And to my worth be true: 

So may your ſuit itſelf endear, 

Not for the charms you ſay I wear, 

But thoſe I find in you. 


| 171 — 

 AmipsT my admirers when Damon appears, 
How great is the contraſt to their foppiſh airs, 
How great is the contraſt to their foppiſh airs : 


. | Good-ſenſe and good-nature beam forth in his face, 


And dignity o'er all his form adds a grace. 
Good-ſenſe and good-nature, &c. | 


He's handſome, polite; his wit eaſy and free; 
Their talk's only nonſenſe, and pert repartee; 
Their flait'ry unmeaning, no charms can impart; 


He praiſes my fotpn, but makes love to my heart, 


3 


1 
5 4 


The 
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The flame of thoſe lovers, ſo trifling and gay, 
Would be mighty in pid, or ſoon would decay; 
But he loves with paſſion — hen blame me who can, 
If I gfory in owning that Damon's the man. 


1722ͤ—— 
Goo Damon, if you will, you may 
Set ſpies and guards to watch my ay; 
Or mark my looks with jealous eye. 
When any well-drefs'd ſwain is nigh ; 
Yet woman's wit a way will nnd, 
Ia ſpite of caution, to be kind; 

For, f myſelt 1 do nat keep, 

Inftead of watching, you may ſleep. 


Would you ſecure the fair at home, 
Go, bid her wander, bid her roam; 
Tir'd out with ſops and fools all day, 
N more ſhe'li aſk abroad to ſtray; 
*T1s freedom's ſelf muſt make her true, 
And fix her choice on none but you; 
For, it ou-ſelves we do not keep, 
Inſtead of e you may ſleep, 


1 — —ͤ—„— 

O HOW weak will 3 reaſon 
To this boſum tyrant pruve; 
Ev'ry att is fancy'd treaſon 

By the jealous ſovereign love. 
Paſſion urg'd the youth to danger, 

Paſſion calls him back again; 
Paſſion is to peace a ſtranger, 

S-ek I muſt my bliſs or bane, 


So the fever'd minds that languiſh, 
Ard in ſcorching torments rave; 

Thus to end or eaſe their anguiſh, 

Heaclong plunge into the wave. 


— — : 
Oe all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fifteen long winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 

For to liveto theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid! 


» 
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Ye heroes, triumphagt by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot"17es to love, yet unmindful of me, 

You can ſtorm a ſtrong fort, or can form a blockade, 
Yet ye ſtand by, like daftargs, and ſee me a maid! 


Ye lwyers ſo juſt, who with ſlippery tongue 
Cando what you pleaſe, or with right or with wrong 
Can it be or by law or by equity ſaid, 


Ye learned phyſicians, whoſe excellent ſkill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can cure or can kill, 

o a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 
Who is fick—very ſick—· uf remaining a maid. 
ou, fops, I in: oke not to lift to my ſong, 
Who anſwer no end, and o no ſex belong, 


; | Ve echors of echnes, and ſhadows of ſhite 


For if I had you—l might ill ve a maid. * 


K AS 
ALEXIS, how artleſs a 4 
How baſhful and filly you grow ! 

In my eyes can yu never diſcaver 
I mean yes, when I often ſav no, ſay no, 
1 mean yes, when I oſten ſay no. 


When you pine and you whine out your paſſion, 
And only intreat for a kiſs, 
To be coy and den is the faſhion, 
Alexis ſhould raviſh the bliſs, 
In love, as in war, tis but reaſon 
To make ſ,me defence for the town ; 
To ſurrender without it were treaſon, 
Before that the out works were won, 


{ If I frown, tis my bluſhesto cover, 
| *Tis for honour and modeſty's ſake; 
He is but a pitiful lover, 

Who is foil'd by a ſingle attack. 


But when we by ' force are o'erpower'd, 
The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield; 


? 


I'm not ta bawon by 2 coward, 
Who bare!) dares eiter the field. 


That a buxom young girl ought to die an old maid ? 


ade, 
id! 


ng, 


ald? 
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Iu. fing of my lover all night and all day, 
He's ever good- natur d, and trolic, and gay, 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his hagpipe my ſhepherd can play, 
And a bonny young lad is my Fockey, | 
And a bonny, S c. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, and my lips, and my hair; 
Roſe, vilet, nor lilly with me can compaie : 
If this be to flatter, 'tis pretty I ſwear; 

And a bonny, Sc. 


He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a figh 

He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply ? 

If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, Ill die. 

I trembled all over, and anſwer'd, Not I: 
Ard a bonny, Sc. 


Around the tall may-pole he dances ſo neat, 

And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe and diſcreet, 

His looks are ſo kind, and his kifles fo ſweet : 
And a bonny, &c. | | 


At eve, when the ſyn ſeeks repoſe in the weſt, 

And [ay's tuneful choriſt: all ſkim to their neſt, 

When I meet on the green the dear boy I love beſl, 

My heart is juſt ready to burſt from my breaſt: 
And a bonny, Se. : | 

But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew, 

Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 

We live for each other, but conſtant and true, 


And taſte the ſoft raptures no monarch e er knew: 
And a bonny, &c. | 


DOT — ——nnr— 

Dia you ſee e er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs, paſsthisway 
Crown'd with myrtle and ail the gay verdure of May? 
"Tis myStrephon, ohl bring him once more to my eyes; 
From his Lacy in ſearch of new pleaſures he flies. 
All the day have I travel'd and toii'd ver the plains, 
In purſu:t of a rebel that's ſcarce worth my pains, 
In purſuit of a rebel, Sc. | | 


Soncs for Lanits. 


Love, honour, & truth, were the themes that he ſung. 


| And gave him tod frankly mv heart for his pains. 
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Tale care, maids, take care, when he flatters &ſwears, 
How: ou truſt your on eyes, or believe your own ea 
Like the roſa bud in June ev'ry hand he*l) invite, 
Bui wound the kind heart like the thorn ont of fight 3 
Ano tru me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detarns, 


| She'll find him a conqueſt that's icarce worth her 


She'il find him a conqueſt, Sc. [paias, 


Three moriths at my feet did he languiſh and figh, 
Ere he pain'd a kind word, or a tender reply 


And he vow'd that his heart was akin to his tongue: 
Too ſoon I beiiev's; and reply'd to his ſtrains, 


And gave him too frankly, Ce. 
The trifle once gain'd, like a boy at his play, 


| The wanton grew weary and flung it away; 


Now cloy'd with my love, from my arms he does fly, 
In fcarch of another as filly as I : 

But truſt me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, 
She'll find him a conquetrt that's ſcarce worth her 
She'll find him a conqueſt, &c. \ pains, 


Beware, all ze nymphs, how you ſooth the fond flame 
And believe in good time all the ſex are the ſame 
Like Strephon from beauty to beauty they range, 
Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change: 
And do all we can, ftill the mazim remains, 
i hat a man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
That a man, when we've got him, Sc. [our pains, 
— 178 a 
My pride is to hold all mankind in my chain; 
The conquett I prize, tho? the ſlaves I diſdain; 
I'll teaze them and vex them, 
I'll plague and perplex them: 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
I'll ſhew them a woman's as cunning as they. 


Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the vain; 
By wwurns I encourag'd each amorous ſwain; 
They Knelt and they trembied, | 
They ſmil'd and difſembled ; 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 


n ihew them a woman's as cunning as they. 
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Then heat me, ye nymphe, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the decei vers deceive : 

Their canting and whining, 

Their fighing and pining, 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; 
Then prove there are women as cunning as they. 


Di MON, if you will be ieve me, 
Tis not ſighing on the plain, 

Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint atte mpts in love are vain, 


Urge bnt hame the fair occaſion, 


And be maſter of the fie ld; 

To a powertul kind invaſion 
"Twere a madneſs not to yield. 
Love gives out a large commiſſion, 
Still indulgent to the brave; 
Bur one fin of baſe omiſſion 

Never woman yet forgave, 


Tho? the vows ſhe'll ne'er permit ve, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame, 
And with tears implores your pity ; 
Be not mer-ifu!, for ſhane, 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 
Chloris time enough will find 

This her crucl furious lover 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. 


4 — 130 — — 
Wuar! put off with one denial, 
And not make a ſecond trial? 

You might ſee my eyes conſenting, 

All above me was relenting ; 

Women, oblig'd to dwell in forms, 
Forgive the youth that boldly ſtor ms. 


Lovers when you figh and languiſn, 


When you tell us of your anguiſh, 
To the nymph you'll be more pleaſing 
When thoſe ſbrrows you are caſing: 
We love to try how far men dare, 


Aad never with the foe to ipare, 


Son es for Lavizs. 


| My wearied heart, like Noah's dove, 


| Finding no hope to fix its love, 


181 


STREPHON has faſhion, wit and youth, 

With all things elſe that pleaſe; 

He nothing wants but love and truih 
To ruin me with eaſe: 

But he is flint, and bears the art 
To kindle ftrong defire ; 

His pow'r inflames another's heart, 
Yet he ne'er feels the fire. 

O! how it does my ſoul perplex, 
When [ hir charms recall, 

To think be ſhould deſviſe the ſex, 
Or worſe, ſhould love 'em all. 


Thus ſeeks in vain for reſt; 


Returns into my breaſt. 
— 182 —— 


Who bathes the wound with roſy wine 


Taz wanton god, who pierces hearts, 
| Dips in gall his pointed darts; 

But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine; 
| Roſy wine, roſy wiae. 


| Farewel-lovers when they. re cloy'd, 

| if I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; 
Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 

To rid me of dull company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 


To rid me of cull company. | | ach 
They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe; or t 

I love them much, but more my eaſe: il 
No jealous feats my love moleſt, „ 


Nor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt; pray 
Break my reſt, break my reſt,  _ 1 
Nor faithleſs vows (hall break my reſt. 


lot 
Why ſhould they e er give me pain, Sul! 
Who to give me joy diſdain? 3 
All I hope of mortal man, But 


Its love me while he can; 
{| While he can, while he can, 
Is to love me while he can. 


PURSUING 


18 — 
PURSUING beauty, 2 
The diſtant ſhore, ana long to prove 
Still richer in variety) 

The treaſures of the land of love, 


e women, like weak Indians ſand, 
Inviting from our golden coaſt 

he wand'ring rovers to our land; 

But ſhe who trades with them is loſt, 


ith humble vou 8they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſeen into the heart; 
Bic by paſſeſſi on fertled in, 

Th-y quickly act another part. 


or beads and baubles we refign 

In ignorance ou! ſhining ſtore ; 

iſcover nature's richeſt mine, | 

Aud yet the tyrants will have more, 

ze wile, be wiſe, and Jo not try 

How he can court, or you be won 

or love is but diſcovery ; 

When that i 18 made, the e done. 
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my cow I was milking jo now in the vale, 
Y oung Alexis advanced and told a fond tale; 

Such 3 tale, gentle maidens, believe what | ſay, 


I with pleaſure could wait, ; 
I with plesfure could wait, 
I with pleaſure could wait for to hear it all day, 


ail Florella, he cry'd, now I'm happy I vow, 

or to ſee you, believe me, I came from the plough. 
ilt thou have me Florella, my deareſt now ſay ? 

, with frowns ſoon revly'd, I'll not hear you to day 


Pray, Alexis, 1 ſaid, for to try him I ſtrove, 
lever come near me more, for I'm ſure youdon't love; 
lot ceter'd by rough ſpeeches, nor all I could ſay: 
P11 he anſwer' d, with ſmiles, make me happy to day. 


ow, with bluſhes, I tell, I no longer ſaid no; 
But Alexis and I unto church ſoon did go; 


* 
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I with pleaſure could wait for to hear it all day; | 


| My Focney i i 


Ye laſſes, then hear me, oh hear me I pray, 
Nerer wait for to-morrow, catch hold on to day. 


— 185 — — 

W Hen ſable night each drooping plant reſtoring 
Wept o'er the flow'rs her breath did chear, 

As ſome ſad widow, o'er her babe deploring, 
Wakes its beauty with a tear. 


When all did ſleep, whoſe weary hearts could borrow 


One hour from love and caic to reſt 


Lo! as | preſs'd my couch in ſilent forrow, 


My lover caugit me to his breaſt ! 
He vow'd he came to ſave me 
From thoſe who would enflave me; 
Then kneeling, 
Kiſſes ſtealing, 
Endleſs faith he ſwore! 
But ſoon I chid him thence, 
For had his fond pretence 
Found favour then, 
And he had preſs d again 
I fear'd ny treach'ruus heart mignt grant him more 
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Tas canſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore, 
My love, while me they — call: 
But 1 was glad to find thee 

For with my heart I'd give hes all. 
And then the grateful youth ſhould own 
| I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 


But when his worth my hand ſhall gain, 
No word or look of mine ſhall ſhow -- 
That I che ſmalleit thought retain 
Of what my »>cunty did eſtow: 
Yet itii] his &'atef:it hear: ſhall own 
I bov'd him tor himſelf alone. 


— 


8 dee from the plain, 
And left me in ſorrow to mourn, 
Was ever ſo cruel a ſwain, 


| Ah! hen will the rover return; 


No longer he pipes on his reed, 

Whoſe mufic cou'a pleaſe us fo well, 
And dull are the banks of the Tweed, 
Since Fockey has bid them farewell. 


His crook he has broken in twain, 

His ſheep and his lambkins now ftray, 
They bleat for their ſhepherd in vain, 
And careleſly wander away. 

No longer he pipes, &c. 

'The ſwain was made up of deceit, 

And as falſe as the wavering wind, 


His manners were gentle and ſweet, 
But his heart was till falſe and unkind. 


No longer he pipes, &c. 
1383 anon 


The ſecret wiſhes of my heart, | 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 
Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


* reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
t honour all his actions guide; 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 

With pure good- nature ſweetly join'd; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


Where ſerrow prompts the penſive figh, 
Where grief bedews the drooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee | 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av rice claim no part 
Within his tender, gen' rous heart; 
Oh! be that heart from fal ſhood free, 
Devoted all to love and me. 

A 189 
A ſetting day and rifing morn, 

With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
FI] aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 

With all that can improve thee : 


ATTEND, ye nympho, while I impart | 
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Tl vifit oft the birken buſh, 

Where firft you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts thou didft repair, 

By green- wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon mountain ; 
There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender; 
By vows you're mine, my love is yours, 
My heart, which cannot wander. 


As archers and fidlers, who cunningly know 

The way to procure themſelves merit, | 
Will always provide them two firings to a bow, 
And follow their bufineſs with ſpirit. 


| So likewiſe the provident damſel ſhould do, 


Who'd make the beſt uſe of her beauty ; 
If the mark ſhe would hir, or her lefſons paſs thro', 
Two lovers muſt ſtill be on duty. | 


[Thus arm'd againſt chance, and ſecure of ſupply, 
So far our revenge we may carry; 


lone ſpark for our ſport we may jilt and ſet by, 


And t'other, poor ſoul ! we may marry, 
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AG AIN in ruſtic weeds array d, 

A ſimple ſwain, a fimple maid; 

O'er rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 

By dimpling brook, or cooling grove. 

The birds ſhall ftrain their little throats, 
And warble wild their merry notes; 

Whilſt we conrerſe beneath the ſhade, 

A happy ſwain and happy maid, 

Thy hands ſhall pluck, to grace my bow'r, 
The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r ; 
Whilſt joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 


| Thy Phebe kind, my Colin true, 


ALEXI 


LEXI 


= 


| 192 — 

Arex1s, a preny young ſwain, 

To court me comes many à mile; 

I bid him make haſte back again, 
Tho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while: 

With all by which love is expreſt, | 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; 

I wiſh him ſucceſs, I proteſt, 
But I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


| He brought me a noſegay to day, 


And vow'd 'twas more plealure than toil ; | 
I took it I ſafely can ſay, | 

And I let him not aſk a great while: 
He begg'd me to grant him a kifs 

So earneſt, he made me to ſmile; 
Have done! I cry'd; fie, tis amiſs! 

But I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me I ought to be kind. 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil; 
I croſs him, tho' quite of his mind, 
For I love him to talk a great while: 
I think ſuch ſweet things he has ſaid, 
My coyneſs at laſt be will ſpoil ; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 
Oh ! I'll not live a maid a great while. 


| 1 
Ar the foot of a hill, in a nest lonely cot, 

To die an old maid I'm afraid is my lot; 
Not a man but my father e er ſeen in the place: 
Think how hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 


Young Willy, the pride of the plains, I adore ; 
He's handſome, good humour'd, has riches in ſtore : 
But I'm a poor damie!, of parentage baſe; | 


Think how bard my condition, and rity my caſe. | 


My mother once caught us alone in the darlc, 
She chid me, and forc'd me away from my ſpark; 


Then talk' d much of ſorrow, of ſhame and diſgrace : | 


Think how hard my condition, and p:ty my caſe. 
Such a ſtrange alteration has ſeiz'd me of late, 


like a turtle I mourn all the day for my mate; | 
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At night in my dreams his bleſt image I trace: 
Think how hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 


| Whene'er I think on him, I figh and look pale; 


My mother ſhe aſks me, what is it I ail: 
My rural companions all look in my face, 
And in friendly compaſſion they pity my caſe, 


de kind, and give ear to my ſighs, 
Reftore my young ſhepherd once more to my eyes ; 
The dear nup'ial moment with joy PII embrace, 
And maidens {hail envy, not pity my caſe, 
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| 
As other day o'er the green meadow I paſt, 


A ſwain overtook me, and held my hand faſt; 
Then cry'd, my dæar Lucy, thou cauſe of my care. 
How long muſt thy faithful young Thyrſis defpair ? 
Tocrown my ſoft wiſhes, no longer be ſhy ! 

| But frowning, I anſwer's, oh! fie, ſhepherd, fie, 


He told me his paſſion, like time ſhould endure, 
That beauty, Which kindled his flame, would ſecure; 
That all my ſweet charms were for pleaſure ceſigu d, 
And youth was the ſeaſon to love and be kind. 
Lord what cou'd I ſay! I could hardly deny, 
And faintly I utter'd, oh | fie, ſhepherd ! fie. 


He ſwore with a kiſs that he could not refrain, 
I told him *twas rude, but he kiſ d me again; 
M, conduct, ye fair ones, in queſtion ne'er call, 
Nor think I did wrong, I did nothing at all: 
Reſoly'd to refit, yet inclin'd to comply, | 
ay gueſs, if I ſtill ſaid, oh, fie, ſhepherd, fie. 


BLytae ockey, young and gay, 
Is all my heart's delight; 

He's all my talk by day, 
And all my dreams by night, 


If from the lad I be, 
*Tis winter then with me; 
But when he t art ies here, 


*Tis ſummer all the year, 
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When 1 and Fockey met 
Firſt on 22 dale, 

Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. 


You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ftaw my heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 

And never ſhew diſdain, 


I'm gld when Jockey comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 
*Tis night when Fockey gloomy, 

But when he 1miles tis day. 


His ſuit I ill deny, 

He kif:'e and I comply'd; 
Sae Joctey promis d me, 
That he would faithful be, 


Weil can my Jockey kyth 
His love and courteſie; 
He made my heart ful} blythe, 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 


When our eyes meet I pant, 
I coicur, ſigh, and taint; 
What laſs that would be kind, 
Can better ſpeak her mind? 


| 9 
By moſſy brook and flaw'ry plain, 
I fondly ſeek my ſhepherd ſwain; 
Tell me, ſweet maidens, have ye ſeen 
The gentle Damon on the green: 
Avoid the danger while you may, 
He'll teal your tender hearis away. 


Perſuaſion ſmiles where'er he ſpeaks, 
And roſy dimples deck his cheeks, 

| Blooming as health, as Hebe fair, 
The graces twine bis auburn bair ; 
Loves in his ſunny eye beams play, 
I hat ſtole my tender hratt away. 


| 
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Sweet wreaths of flow'rs he wove for meg. 
Laft night, beneath the hawthorn-tree 
Bewitching are his tales of love, 


Propitious may they ever prove: 


For Damon. gentle, kind, and gay, 


Has ſtole my tender heart away. 


| — 

By the ſide of the ſweet Ts Tay, 
Or elſe on the banks of the Tweed, 

Young Colin he whiſtles all day, 


Or merrihy pipes on his rec d. 


His mind is a ſtranger to care, 
For he is diithe, bonny, and free; 
At harveſt, at wake, and at fair, 


| | No ſwain is ſo chearful as he. 


Ateve, when we dance cn the green, 
How ſprightly he joins in the throng ; 
So pleafing his air and his mien, 
So gaily he trips it along! 


| The laſſes his manners adore, 


And firive his affeGtions to gain; 


When abſent, for him they deplore, 


All ſigh fur the ſmiles of the ſwains 


But I am the girl to his mind, 

He choſe me above all the ref}, 
And vous that to me he'll be kind, 
| With me be will ever be bleſt. 
The maidens all envy my bliis, 

And tell me I'm fimple and vain; 
Yet I'm not diſpleaſed at this, 


Come, Damon, to the gentle maid; 
What other nymph wou'd love like me? 
bor, oh, thou'rt all inconſtancy! 


You us'd to talk of lore and bliſs, 
And often figh'd my lips to kiſs; 
gut roving now is ſweeter glee, 


Far thay art ail inconſtagcy, 


Nor heed their contempt and diſdain, 


B ENE ATH this grove, this filent ſhade, 


Yet 


H: 


Here fragrant flow'rets ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd choir in concert fingg 
Yet vain is what 1 hear and fee, 


1 


Since Damon's all inconſtaney. N 
The am' rous doves now bill and ogg |, 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can youz * 2 
But can't like them contented be, Ws 


Thy ſole delight's inconſtaney. 


Ye ſimple fair ! believe not man, s 
They all proceed on Damon's plan 
Then from the ſex your hearts keep free, 
And love, like them, inconſtancy. 
— — — 
SINCE love is the plan, 
I'll love if I can, 
Attend and I'll tell you what ſort of a man, 
In addreſs how compleat, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat, 
No matter how tall, fo he's over five feet; 
Not dull, nor too witty, 
His eyes I Il think pretty, 
If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet 


Ina ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs a hob-nob 
Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne er rob; 
Tho' gentle he be, | 
His man he ſhall ſee, | 
Vet never be conquer d by any but me, 
This, this is my fancy, 
If ſuch I can ſee, a 
['m his, if he's mine, until then TI be free. 


APO 

DearesT youth, why thus away, 

And leave me here a mourning ! 
Ceaſcleſs tears, while thou'rt away, 

Muſt flow for thy returning. 
Winding brooks, if by your fide 

My careleſs Par is itraying, 
Gently murmur, ſoftly chide, 


And ſay for him I'm Rrayiog, 


| 
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Meads and ge I've rambled o'er 

In vai, er youth, to find thee: 
.* and part nd more, 
Lnt.Jove behind thee. 


On yon N dim fit tin night, 
My ca watch ſtill keepin 
But if he does not bleſs my fight, 


| 201 
From the court to the cottage convey meaway, 
For I'm weary of grandeur, and what they call gay 3 
Where pride without meaſure, 
And pomp without pieaſure, 
Make life in a circle of hurry decay, 


| Far remote, andretir'd, from the noiſe of the town, 
Flt exchange my brecade for a plain rufſet gown? 
My triends ſhall be few, 
But well choſen, and true, 


| And ſweet recreation our evenings ſhall crown, 


With a rural repaſt, à rich banquet to me, 


On a moſſy green turf, near ſome ſhady old tree; 
The river's clear brink 
Shall afford me my drink, 

And temp'rance my friend: y phyſician ſhall be. 


| Ever calm and ſerene, with contentment ſtill bleſt, 


Not too gicdy with joy, or with torrow depreſt, 
I'll neither invoke, 
Nor repine at death's ſtroke, a 


But retire trom the worl8 as I wou'd to my reſt, 


SE 202 
FAR ſwifter than !1ght my love flies, 
In queſt of a h ppier clime, 


| Ser yondetr he ſteers through the ſkies, 


And ſmiles on the wreck cf ola time. 


Since I here on earth ſtill remain, 
A itranger to comfort and reft, 


At once I will end all my pain 


This dagger LU ſheath in wy breaft, | 
H FLy 
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Fry, fly to yon vale, ether paſtimes purſue, 


My eyes and ngue have determin's thy fate; 
ee are not deſti d for you, 
©. 


This face and 


And former diſdaih is now turn' _ hate. 
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As dawn the cowſlip dale I ſtray d 
One morning in the dawn, 
Young Damon, for the fair array'd, 
Came tripping o'er the lawn; 
His auburn locks, with manly grace, 
In flowingringlets hung ; 
The bloom of health glow'd on his face, 
And blithe the ſhepherd ſung, 


Thus onward drew, and as he paſs d, 
He ſmiling bade good day; 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, oh! at laſt 
I gaz'd my heart away. 
That moment all to love refign'd, 
Each ſenſe ſeem d to declare 
Tho' hapleſs I was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair, 


In vain, my anguiſh to remove, 
To once-lov'd ſcenes I fly; 
The roſe deck'd bow'r, the pine-top'd grove, 
Seems fading to my eye: | 
Thou gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare ; 
Perceive, though ſhe was left behind, 
Her heart went tothe fair, 
205 
Anp are you ſure the news is true ? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? | 
This is no time to think of work, 
1 muſt ſet by my wheel. 
Give me my cloak, I'Il to the quay, 
And welcome him on ſhore; 
But why do I thus loſe my time ? 
Perhaps he's at the door. 
Lie ſtill, lie ſtill, my beating breaſt, 
Ahl welcome hum oa ſhore ; 


Perhaps from me no more he'll roam, 
Or truſt the, rude ſea more, 


Hisr Teath like caller air; 

His das: foot has muſick in't, 

W he trips up the ſtair: 
And \,\ I ſee his face again ? 
Am will I hear him ſpeak ? 
There's lil'y whiteneſs in his ſkin, 
And roſes in his check : 


| Lie fil], lie ſtill, my beating heart, 


My Danald's at the door; 
Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 
Or truſt the rude ſea more. 


The cold blaſt cf the winter wird, 
That thrill'd late through my heart, 
Are all blown by, and Donald's ſafe, 
Till death we ne'er muſt part: 
But what puts parting in my head ? 
It may be far away; | 
The preſent moment ſure's our own, 
The next we ne'er may ſee : | 
Lie ſt. Il, lie ſt.Il, my beating heart, 
Hark! bark ! he's at the door; 


Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 


Or truſt the rude ſea more. 


IF { was a wiſe, 

| And my deareſt dear life 
Took it into his noddle to die; 
Ere I took the whim 

To be bury'd with him, 


1 thiok I'd know very well why. 


If poignant my grief, 
I'd ſearch for relief, 

Nor tiak with the weight of my care; 
A ſalve might be found, 


1 No doubt, above ground, 


And I think I know very well where 


So true his words, ſo ſmooth his ſpeech, 


Another 


Wou 


And 
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Another kind mate 
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Th 1 4 —— I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
1 hi — Oy | | Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
— — now very well ho r. l wiſh to hear whitglorious (oils, 
= 1 74 | What dangers he has undergone ; 
fry e e What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 
And ſo't may be ſaid, | From France and Spain my ſailor's won, 
No junge of the conjugal lot; . 


Yet marriage, I ween, 
Has a cure for the ſpleen, 
And I think I know very well what. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the foe to view; 
And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Lefſt.ev'ry gale a tempeſt ble: 
Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home, 


My laddie is gang'd far 4 3 3 plain His ſhip at anchor may I ſee; 
| 9 
While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain; Three years are ſure enough to roam, 


Tho' blue - bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, {thorn nnn 
Tho' the trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

No pleaſure they give me; in vain they look gay, His eyes by watching, ſhine leſs bright; 
There's notking can pleaſe me now Fockey's away: But ill I'll own my charming man, 


Foriorn I fit finging, and this is my ſtrain, | And run to meet him when in fight : 
Haſte, haſte, my dear Fockey, to me back again. His honett beart is what I prize, 


| No weather can make that look old; 
When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, The? alter'd were his face and eyes, 
They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat; | I'II love my jolly ſailor bold. 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, |} | 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee: — | 
Their paſtimes offend me, my laddie's not there, No more al 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Fockey don't ſhare, | I meet my fickle ſwain, | 
It makes me to figh, I can ſcarce tears refrain, Whofe charms and falſehood far exceed 
I with my dear Fockey retyrn'd back again. | The ſhepherds of our plain; 
He ſighing, follow'd where I rov'd, 
Till pity touch'd my heart; 
Then, laughing, boaſted how I lov'd, 
And play'd a traitor's part. | 


4 
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ong the daiſy'd mead 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair : 
He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expeQation my wiſhes I'd feaſt, 

For love my dear Jockey to Fenay will haſte: | ; : 
Then larewell each care, adieu each vain ſigh, Ladies, ladies, while you fly, 
Who'll then be fo bleſs'a, or fo happy as 1? Tube men will ſtill purſue; 
I'll fing thro' the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, But if you pity when they figh, 
When Fockey returns ta theſe arms back again, | Alas! they'll fly from you: 


Hz | They 
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They practiſe, and they muſt approve | 
An innocent deceit 

Affect indiff rence where you love, 
Or you'll indiff rence meet. 


{ 
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On: ! where will you burry my deareſt ? 
Say, ſay to what clime or what ſhore, 
You tear him from me the ſincereſt, 
That ever lov'd mortal befcre, 


Ah! cruel, hard hearted to preſs him, 
And force 'the dear youth from my arms, 
Reſtore him that I may careſs him, | 
And ſhield him from future alarms. 


In vain you inſult and deride me, 

And make but a ſcoff at my woes; 

You ne'er from my dear ſhall divide me, 
I'll follow wherever he goes. 


Think not of the mercileſs ocean, 

My ſoul any terror can have, 

For ſoon as the ſhip makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the ſea be my grave, 


O Welcome, my hepherd, how welcome to me 
Is ev'ry occaſion of meeting with thee ! 

But when thou art abſent, ſo joyleſs am I, 
Methinks I contented could fit down and die, 


The oft'ner I view thee, the more I approve | 
The choice I have made and am fix'd in my love; 
For merit like your's more brighter is ſhown, 
And more maſt be valu'd the more it is known, 


To live in a cottage with thee could l chooſe, 5 


And crowns for thy ſake I would e ladly retuie: 
Nat all the vaſt treaſure of wealthy Peru, 


To me would ſeem precious, if raniſh'd from you. 
For all my ambition in thee is confin'd, 


And nothing could pleaſe me ſhould you prove un- 


Then faithfuily love me, and happier I'll be; [kind : 


Than * 2 throne for to reign without thee, 


for Lavins. 


la gentle Damon's face the roſe 
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On! let me unreſerv'd declare 

'The feelings of my heart, 

My Strephon reigns unrivall'd there, 

No other ſwain has part; 


Such worth and ti uth my heart does moves = 
To give my ſhepherd love for love. | ps 
When abſent from my longing fight, 

He is my conſt int theme; 

His ſhadow form appears by night, hus 

And ſhapes the morning dream; Wh 
For ah ! his worth my heart does move e tal 
To givethe ſhepherd love for love, For 

Ye ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 

Deem not my words too free; 
For e'er my paſſion you arraign, 

You muſt have lov'd like me; | H 
And to his worth my heart does move No 
To give the ſhepherd love for love. ho 

| | 62 N 8 = 
Swekr. oh ! 3 the flowers in Moy, Bu 
Iweet the dew- drop on the ſpray 8 


Yet more than all, if all ſhould meet, 
My Damon's ſweeteſt of the ſweet. BE 


Blended with the lilly grows ; 
His ſparkling eves that you with fires 
Mildeſt, gentleſt love in pire. 


His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Scill dropping with the morning dew 5 
While breathing, and inviting love, 
They ſottiy, gently, , move. 


| SOMEHOW my ſpindle I millaid, 
And loſt it underneath the graſs, 
Damon advancing. bow'd his head, 


And ſa1d; what ſeek you, pretty laſs? 
F | Damon advancing, e. 


* 


\ little love but urg'd with care, 
Dft leads a heart and leads it far, 
\ little love, Sc. 


T was paſſing by yon ſpreading oale 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now 
is knife then Damon kindly took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough, 

His knife, &c. 
A little love, Ec. 


hus did the youth his time employ, 
Whilſt me he tenderly beheld, 

e talk'd of love, I leap d for joy, 
For ah ! my heart did fondly yield ; 
He talk'd af love, &c, 

A little love, &c. 


HO' by Clin I now am forſaken, 
No willow my temples ſhall bind; 
ho” in one I by chance am miſtaken, 
Another, I hope, will prove kind. 
Young Colin would leave me in forrow, 
But this I would have him to know, 
rom him this good maxim I borrow, 
'Tis beſt have two ftrings to one's bow. 


own his bright eyes were my pleaſure, 
When love from their beams ſmil'd on me ; 
own he was onceall my treaſure, 

But I'll be as fickle as he: 
Young Damon can cure all my forrow, 
And this I wou'd have you to know, 
rom the men this good maxim I borrow, 
They*ve always two ftrings to their bow. 


n, ladies, to fcorn the falſe rovers, 
Who ſhun you becauſe you are true; 
Prove conftant and kind to your lovers, 
Only while they prove conſtant to you: 
or a falſe one *tis folly tolanguiſh, | 
Then attend to my counſel, and know, 

o avoid all ſuch pining and anguiſh 

, wake ſure of two ſtrings to wy bew. 


. 


haue 
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To hear the j jar of noiſy war, 
To me is pleaſing matter; 
Give me, ye pow're in dang'rous hours, 
A ſpear and ſhield to cla'ter; 
If this ſupply ye ſhall deny, 
Yet grant me hat and feather, 
A ſmart cockade, and poliſh'd blade 
| But keep them from the weather, 


I'll then proceed, for ſure there's need, 
To get my corps together ; 

| Who feel no dread, but for their head, 

Their hat, an and feather. 

Let now each maid, 1a taſte array d, 
Advance, in faireſt weather — 

But halt! I fear the French are near 
Alas ! my hat and feather, 


If theſe I loſe, I'll not refuſe 
To leave the ftrife to others: 
To thoſe who dread no loſs of head, 
| Britannia's ſons and brothers; 
For they'll advance againſt Spain and Frances 
And knock them down together 
Then where they lie, —there let them dic 
| Deſpoil'd of hat and feather. 
217 | 
[W few the bated morning's light 
Peeping in, offends my fight, 
Tofling to and fro in bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head; 
Counting o'er my various ills, 
{Fickle lovers, mercers bills ; 
All the ſums I've loſt at dice, 
When theſe in my N ariſe, 
1 cry. 2 @a - 
But if tis Pantheon night,” 
Or that Ranelagh invite, 


 |Chicheratas here, macheratas there, 


Or to Vauxhall I repair; 
I meet my Lord Perfume, 
Or dear Col'nel Thunder-Bomb; 
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When ſuch pleaſuras are my lets 

Fickle lovers all forgot, 

Dice and mercers bills — 
I laugh + 


Then, if in the Morning Poſt 
I read reputations loſt, 
Sly intrigues, and cuckold ſpouſes, 
Great debates in both the Houſes ; 
When I'm told that di.ipation, 
Folly, 1::x'ry, rule the nation; 
That che rich, the young and wiſe, 
To true pleaſure that their eyes, 

I cry mZTP— - 


But, if ere my tears are your, 
Simp'ring, enters honeſt John, 

4 Ma'am. Sir Jehu's at the door, 
4 In his phaeton and four; 
Inſtant all my ſorrows ceaſe, 

Out I run, and take my place: 
With ſuch joys the moments glide 
By my dear Sir * s fide, 


W HEN fragrant bloom of yellow broom 
Delichts our lads and laiſes, 


 O'er yellow broom, in beauty's bloom, 
| My Will all lads ſurpaſſes ; ; 


Wi' Willy then I'll o'er the braes, 
Flt o'er the braes with Willy; © 

From morn to eve I'll fing the praiſe 
Of buxom, bonny Willy, 


Reclin'd by Tay, at noon-tide day, 
Well pou the daiſy pretty; 
The live long day we'il kiſs and play, 
Or ſing ſome loving diy. 


Wi! iy then, Se. 


Now blithe FE gay, at ſetting days 
My mither diana higder; 
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' 


Tu Gng and play wi? Willy 
| For we twa ac er all 7 Bays 


Wi' Willy then, He. 
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Wovrvy'sr hos all the Joy receive: 


That enraptur'd lovers give, 
Take a heart from falſchood free, 
Take a heart that doats on thee 1 
Nice ſuſpicion's jealous train, ; 
Still creates a virgin pain; 
Then each amid care remove, 
You can ſmile, and I can love, 


Bleſs'd with thee, profuſely gay, 
Time ſhall wing his ſmiling way; 
Ever bloomiag joys increaſe, '* 
Tranquil liberty and peace: 

Oh! let kindneſs rule thy breaſt, 
Smile my panti g heart to reſt ; 
Sweetly ſmile, and chou ſhalt know, 
We can make a hea” n below, 
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W HEN morn with purple freaks the lies, 
And reſted flocks to pafture riſe, 

long my abſent love to fee, + 
And ſigh for him who doats on me. 


His lovely ſorm and gracious ſmile 

| Firſt caught my partial eye, 

And ſoft per ſuaſion, free from guile, 
Soon wan me to comply. 3 


Our vows of mutual truth are uw a. 

I only live to love; 

And ever ſhall that paſſion laf, 
Which earth and heav'n approve. 


Wurrn Jemmy firſt began to _ ” 
He was the gayeſt ſwain, 


| That ever yet a flock had drove, 


| Ordanc'd upon the plain: 


Twas then that I, wae's my poor heart, 
My freedom threw — | 


Y 
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And finding ſweets in ey'ry ſmart, | | —ä— 22 — 
I could not ſay him nay; He 's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
_ And ever when he talk'd of love, | As Cer ſtept in leather ſhoe, 
5 He would his eyes decline, And, what's deiter, he'll love me too 
Has every figh a heart would move, And to him I'll preve true blue, 
eud faith, and why rot mine? , 
He'd preſs my hand, 2 kiſs it oft, Tue, _ _ 83 5 FEY 
In flence ſpoke his flame ; He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 
And while be treated me thus ſoft, I'm the rl he means to woos 
I thought him not to blame. E 
Sometimes to feed my flocks with him, | Hither I I ftole ouk to meet him ; 5 
My Femmy would invite me, He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue 
Where he the ſofteſt ſongs would fing, If the youth ns HY Vil fit him; 
On purpoſe to delight me! It be” * talſe—1 1} fit him too. 
And Jemmy ev'ry grace dilplay'd, | 
Which were enough, I trow, Te W — 224 — 
To conquer any princely maid, HEN ev'ning gales cheer rural grovety 
So he did me, I vow, And village laſſes gay, 
But now for Jemmy | muſt mourn, Are roving with the lads they love, 
Who to the wars muſt go; | | Along the banks of Tay, : 
His ſheep-hook to a fword muſt turn, Tu chuſe young Colin for m = Loos | 
Alack ! what ſhall I do? | From harms he'll ſure de Ls 
His bagpipe into warlike ſounds For Colin is my joy and pride, , : 
' Muſt now exchanged be, My lover, and my friend. | 
R rage — — Young Colin's now in beauty's bloom. 


His looks are fair and gay; 

He pipes along the yellow broom, 
e flow'ty banks of Tay: 

When harveſt ſmiles. the ſhepherd's pain, 
And all his doubts ſhall end; 

For then I'll wed the gentle ſwain, 

My lover, and my inend. 
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Warren I was young, tho” now am old, | 
The men were kind aac true; 1 
But now they re grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do? _ 
Say what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly, 
I tremble at ſeventy-two! ? 
When I was fair—tho' now fo ſp, 
No hearts were giy'n to rove, ' 
Our pulſes beat not faſt, nor flow, 


| — 225 
| Ver awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me, 
Fold mein thy downy arme, | 

Let not care awake to grieve me, 


+ But all was faith and love; ie Ron 
Now what can a woman do? I, a turtle, doom's to ftray, | 
For men are truly, a Quitting young the parent's neſt, 
So unruly, | Find each bird a bird of prey; 


1 tremble at rl | Sorrow knows not where to reſt. | 
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As o'er the lawn young Sandy tt ipp'd, 

While kids and lambkins round bim ſkipp'd, 
All bonay, blithe and gay; 

So ſweet he tun'd his pipe and reed, 

He charms around each veidant mead, 
And uſhers in, and uſhers in the May, 
And uſhers in the May, 


But Sandy he is a unkind, | 
My fighs nor plaints he does n' mind, 
Yet ſtill love the twain : 
For much I fear another the, 
Attracts his mind inſtead of me, 
And cauſes a' my pain, 


Oh ! may the maid where'er they meet, 
His warmeſt wiſhes ſtill complete, 
United with her own: | | 
Guard the dear boy, each facred power, 
Your choiceſt bleſſing on him ſhow'r, 
Her life with pleaſure crown. 
BEST Cich thee, my ſouls dear treaſure, 
| Sweetly will each hour be paſs'd; 
Ev'ry day will bring new pleaſure, 
And be happier thaa the laſt. 


With ſo lov'd a partner talking, 
| Time will quickly glide away; 
With ſo dear a huſband walking, 
Nature dyes each bloom diſplay, 


Such a darling ſwain poſſeſfing, 

All my forrows will be o'er ; 
| Thou art fortune's utmoſt bleſſing, 
Fortune cannot give me more. 


— 228 | 

F ROM morning till night, and wherever I go, 
Young Colin purſues me, though ſtill I ſay No, 
Young Colin purſues me, though till I ſay No. 
Ye matrons experiene d, inform me, I pray, 


In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I ſay ? 


]Inſtrut a young virgin then what ſhe muſt ſay, 


But leave me unguarded, to ſtand or to fall, 


Joncs for LADIES. 


Ve matrons experienc'd, inform me, I pray, 


In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I fay, ,_ 


Soft ſonnets he makes on my beauty and wit, 
Such praiſes a boſom that's tender muſt hit ; 
He vows that he'll love me for ever and aye; 
In a point that's ſo critical, what can I ſay. 


He brought me s garland, the ſweeteſt e er ſeen, 
And faluting me, call'd me his heart's little queen: 
In my breaſt, like a bird, I found ſomething play, 


But vain my petition, you heed not my call, 


When next he approaches, with care in his eye, 


| Tho'it ſignifies nothing, no matter for that, 
Vet Rill he kept teazing and plaguing me ſo, 


] It chanced that one day, both my mamma and me, 


— 


I 


No more I' ſolicit, no longer III pray. 
Let prudence inform me in what I ſhall ſay. 


If he aſks me to wed I vow Þ'll comply, 
At church he may take me for ever and aye, 
And I warrant you then I ſhall know what to ſay. 


＋— . 
M Y mother oft chides me, and tells me, my dear, 
I beg to men's tales you will never give ear; 
They're as ſubtle as foxes, their ends to obtain; 
Be careful, my child, how you liften to men. 
Lord love her dear heart, to be ſure it was kind, 
I did my endeavours her precepts to mind; 
And to hear her.advice oft gravely have ſat, 


And begging 'mcngt men l'd not venture to go; 
I gave my conſent her opinion to win, 
But what are loye promiſes ? not worth a pin. - 


Were aſk d to a friend's, both to dine and drink tea, 
There with a young fellow I fell into chat, 
Indeed he was handſome, no matter for that. . 


No ſooner got home, how my mother did rave, 


| And read me ſuch inſtances, moral and gravy, 
Mo 


ar, 


Df men's many perjuries, 8 the thought 

let my eyes wander much more than I ought 

nd argued, I thought, on the puint ſomewhat hot, 

But dry morals preaching, it ſignifies not. 

love the ſweet fellow, Ju have him, that's flat, 

Hamma, ſhe may preach, but no matter for that. 
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x HEAR me, kind and gentle ſwain, 

Y Let love's ſu eet voice delight you, 

The ear of yourh ſhould qrink each frain, 
When deauty's lips invite you: 


As love and valour warm your heart, 
And faith and honour guard vou; 
From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 

And deauty will rew-xd you : 


Dur tear-ſtain'd eyes, their with diſcloſe, 
Can c uel you refuſe 'em? 

D wipe the dew from off the roſe, 

And place it in your boſom, 
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| ONG young Feckey toy d and ſported, 
| Long he try d each wining art, | 

Long with filent glances courted, 

Ere he won my witleſs heart ; 


Oſt he preſs'd my hand, too yielding, 
Ott he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd; 

No reſerve my boſom ſhielding, 

Chloe s heart he ſoon beguil' dz 


But when he my inclination | 

Had ſubdu'd, the faithleſs ſwains 

Can ye hear it maids with addence; . 
Soon too ſoon forſakes the plain. 


Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 

Whoſe only fault was her ſeeming too kind; 
Surely che youth was grown very ftupid, 

To think that the ſting would remain Jong behind ; ; 
Tell me ye ſwains, tell me ye ſwains, 
Could you do ſo, would you do io, 
Could you, would you, would you, could 
Would you | have 7 FEE {o, 


Jou, 
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Soon as I had loft my lover, 

Fool ! I ſate me down and cry'd; 
Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, 
Sich d and ſobb d, and ſobb'd and figh'd 


I no breakfaſt ate nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to bed; 

I a Joſer, he no winner, 

Till a thought came in my head: 


Why ſhould I, my bloom deſtroyingy 
Vex and teige my foul away ; * 
No,. the gift of life enjoying, 
I w.1l taſte the ſweets of Muy. 


Juſt as the roſe, the bee flving from her, 
Bluſhes and buftles at every wind: 

So Cblee's reſolv'd to laugh hr the ſummer, 
Toev'ry new ſwain to be gentle and kind. 

Tell me, ye maids, ell me, ye maids, | 
Could you do ſo, would you do fo ? 

| Could you, would you, would you. could y 

Would not you have ſerv'4 the rover ſo 8 
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| SHEPH#RD, would you hope to pleaſe us, 
You muſt ev ry humour try: 

Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft denials are but trials 
Of the heart we iſh to gain! 
Tho' we're ſhy and ſeem to fly, 


If you purſue we fly in vain. 
| Shepherd, Tc. 


273 | 
Tas his paſſion in blence the youth would 
What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ſtill OT 


And by oft ſtolen glance: unwillingly prove, 
That they are but tell-tales of Celadon's love, 


| [TR WE RG -taley of Calader's love, T 
a 


Whar his tongue will not utter, his eyes nill reveal 3 
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To the grove, to the green, to the dance, to the fair, What though the thrilling lark aſcend, 
© Wherever I go my blithe ſhepherd is there; And make each rural ſwain his friend, 
I know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, | Though thruſh and black bird ſtrive to pleaſe 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not meant to beguile. Without Amyntor, what are theſe ? 
Tho' indiffrent the ſubject, whatever it prove. Though ſhepherds, each in tender tale, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love: Proteſt me taireſt of the vale, 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee What though, in guileful homage dreft, 
Though his words are to her, yet his looks are to me, | Deceit may lurk t'invage my breaſt; 
Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to refrain ; Ne ſecond love my foul can plante, 
But, alas ! my reſolves, I command it in vaio, Wu nod Amyntor, what we thele ? 
For when the dear theme he'll no longer purtue, — 236 
I forget my commands, and reſume it anew. Won AN ſhould be wiſely kind 


Nor give her paſſion ſcope : 


When he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear ; 
He ſhould ſpeak what I dread, & yet wiſh moſt tohear; Juſt reveal her inclination, 
Should he mention his love, though my pride woulo | Never wed without probation, 
My heart whiſpers, Calia, fond Celia comply. {deny, | Nor in the lover's mind, | 

| Go Bligat the ſweet bloſſom, hope. 
War, Colin, muſt your 3 mourn, Vouth and beauty kindle love, 


Or longer wait your wiſh'd return? Zis and vows will fan the fire; 
O quickly come, and bring with thee Sighs and vows may traitors prove, 


1 


b 

Glad joy to all, but love to me. Sorrow then ſucceeds defire ; 
Honour, faith, and well earn'd fame, 

No more the tenants of the grove a r | 

In concert tune their tales of love; Feed the lacred laſting flame | 


And nature ceaſes to be gay 


* 0 | | 237 — — 
When e er my ſhepherd keeps away. | Blix vx me, dear aunt, 
No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, f If you rove thus, and rant, 
But hafte to meet your conſtant maid : { You'}l never a lover purſuade; 
O quickly come, and bring with thee | The men will all fly, 
| Glad joy to all, but love to me. And leave you to die, | 
a Oh, terrible chance! an old mad 
| | 2 | 
Wy AT though the * 45 genial year, How happy the laſs, 
In all its beaut'ous pomp appear, Moſt ſhe come to this paſs, 
What though each bluſhing border riſe, Who amient virginity ſcapes; 
And primroſe with the vi' lets vies; | *Twere better on earth 
- Though gay green mantle ſhade the trees, Have five brats at a birth, 
Without Amyztor, what ate theſe ? | Than in hell be a leader of apes. 
Without Amyntor, &c, F 2 
What though the cuckow from the grove, AITHLESS Damon's —. a rover, _. 
Proclaim the ſpring the time for love, Ef 


From my longing arms he flies, 


zoon return thou perjur'd lover, 
Dr your hapleſs Celia dies. 


Muft I longer pine and languiſh ? 

ill you falſe and cruel prove? 

Hither haſte to eaſe my anguith, 
Ind reward your Cel;a's love. 


Think, O think, how thus deceiving, 
Mr ender virgins hearts are won; 
WM Foolith maids, too ſoon believing, 
ure by faithleſs men undone, 
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Go. go thou falſe deceiver, 
For ever we muſt part; 
Far hence be gone for ever, 
I tear thee from my heart. 


240 
O naughty man, I cant abide you; 

Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 

Ab! now I tee if I had try'd you, | 
What would have been my hopeful lot, 


dot here I charge you-—make them happy; 
Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs : 
ome be a dear good-natur'd pappy; 
And I'll reward you with a kits. 
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Jow gentle was my Damon air, 

ike ſunny beams his golden hair, 

is voice was like the nightingale's, 

ore ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; 
ow hard ſuch beautes to reſign, 

and yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


Dn es ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the, margin of each ſtream, 
hear conicious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
he hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
ut Damon there I ſeek in vain, 


Joon 
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From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains, pleaſe no more, 
Each flow'r, in pity, droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Vet Damon fill I ſeek in vain. 


| | 242 — 

1 LIKE the man, whoſe ſoaring ſoul 

| Is gen'rous and refin'd, 

Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 

With love and honour join'd. 

The oak, by woodbiaes on the plain, 
Encompals'd and careſs'd, 

Is not more ſteufaſt in its reigns 

| Nor is more ſweetly dreis'd. 


The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows and like noiſe, 


Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 


That ſover ſenſe enjoys: 
But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaits both ear and ſight, 
While ev'ry thing, that virtue fears, 


Can give no true delight. 


One April morn, young Damon ſought, 
O'er Sylvia to prevail, 
And with diſſimulation fraught, 
He thus addreſs'd his tale. 
Now winter's chilling blaſts are o'er, 
And ſprings prolific-reign _ 
Impels the bloſſom and the flow'r, 
To deck the ſmiling plain, 


Let us my deareſt girl repair, 
To yonder bloomy grove, 


For oh! I long to tell thee there, 


How arden'ly I love. 


When prudence, watchful for the good 
Of all who ſeek her care; 


| Conteſt before the damſel ſtood, 


And ſaid of man beware. 8 
Ws: 
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What tho? his words as honey ſweet, 
Seem all in cardour dreft, | 
Yet art, the parent of deceit, 
Lies Jurking in his breaſt. | 
Admoniſh's by this faithful friend, 
The cautious maid reply d, 
The youth I to the grove at: end, 
Muſt make me fii ſt his bride, 


Abaſh'd ! the fwain his purpoſe ſaw, 
Io blackeft celours riſe, | 

Her honour firuck his ſoul with awe, 
And fill'd with ſhame bis eyes 

To church he led the lovely maid, 
Fair virtue's ſacred ſchool | 

While Sylvie archly ſmil'd, and faid, 

Now—who's the April fool? 
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Since Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther I'll ſeek, 
But go up to town in the waggon next week; 
A ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 
And regifter's office will get me a place: 
Bet Blaſſem went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folks ſay in her filks ſhe's now ſtanding an end, 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune as other girls do? 


Tuo the winds are whiſtling round me, 
And the midnight rains deſcend; 

Painſul fear ſhall near confound me, 
Guardian love will be my friend. 


Night! how much I can defy thee ! 
Laugh at all thy negro train! 

Day returning, Damoz's nigh me, 
Storms may beat, but beat in vain, 
n my ſhepherd, fond reclining, 

0 dent ſafety ſoothes my breaſt: 

Welcome winds to peace inclining ! 
Winds that lull to den ny reſt! 


1 
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Tark no more of love to me, 
All your ſuit will not prevail; 
for one confeſs a flame, 
In the humble flow'ry vale, 
For each other, long we've figh'd, 
Equal both, in birth and place; 
He's my only joy and pride, 
Love can laugh at noble race. 
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VouNG I am, and fore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aſtray ? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe; 
And, ſhould you my faith deceive, 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender heart would break. 


24 
VX nymphs, whoſe ſofter ſouls approve 
The touching ftrain of heart-felt love, 
L' tell you of the gentleſt ſwain | 


That ever grac'd the rural plain. 
Who, but Lyſander, has the pow'r 
To brighten ev'ry darkſome hour? 


To call a ſmile from dimple ſleck, 
Or make the blood forſake the cheek ? 


None with my love could e'er compare, 


For manly beauty, graceful air; 


{ For ſpeech whoſe accents mild inſpire 
Gay delight and ſoft deſire. 


This matchleſs youth I now | 
O love abate thy fond careſs; | 
For I am loſt to all relief, a 


| If joy can kill as well as grief. 
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do not fly me, 

Cannot tears your pity move, 
Oh! believe me, don't deny me, 

| It 1s you 1 only love: 


No he ſhuns me, cruel fate 
Ah, never, never he'll return, 
What can now my tears abate, 
While with hopeleſs love I bucn, 


See my Damon now believes me, 
He returns, by pity mov'd, 
Every pleaſure now ſurrounds me, 
Loving, and again belov'd. 
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GENTLE pales, in pity bear 
My fighs, my tender ſighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey 


Near ſome moſſy fountain's ſide, 
Or on ſome verdaat bank reclin'd, 
Where bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, - 
You will the dear deluder find. | 
Gentle gales, in pity bear | 
My fighs, my tender fighs away 
To my cruel Strepbon's ear 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


Tell the falſe one how I mourn, 
Tell him all my pains and woes; 
Tell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded heart repoſe, 
Gentle gales, in pity bear | 
My fighs, my tender ſighs away 
o my cruel Strephon's ear, 
All my ſoft complaints convey. 


27D; ——— 
Goop mother, if you pleaſe, you may 

lace others to obſerve my way z | 
be yourſelf the watchiul ſpy, 
ind keep me ever in your eye: 
Jnleſs the will itſelf reſtrain, 
he care of others is in vain 
nd if myſelf 1 do not keep, 
Inſtead of waiching, you may ſleep. 

When you forbid what love inſpires, 
orbidding, you but fan it's fires 3 
Reſtraint does appetite enrage, 

l youth may prove too ſtrong for age 3 
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| Then leave me vnconfin'd and free, 
With prudence for my lock and key; 
For if myſelf I do not keep, 

inftead of watching, all may ſleep. 


Go, perjur'd youth, thou foe to truth, 
Retract the vows yon ſwore; ' 

| A Proteus true I've found in you, 

| And neter can like you more. 

| Ungen'rous boy! made to deftroy, 

And rob me of my peace; 

| Awake, aſleep, pangs round me creep, 
That never , never ceaſe. 

Sad throbbing ſighs, tear-ſtreaming eyes, 

The emblems of deſpair ; 

Each friend in vain (while you diſdain) 
Attempts to ſoothe my care. 

But all their arts to cure my ſmarts, 

Inefficacious prove 


| My mind's not free from flavery, 


"Tis bound in chains of love. 

Maria's fair, falſe man, declare, 

| Juſt as thou didſt tome; 

(But maid beware his fatal ſnare, 
It's wrapt in perjury.) 

His main delight is ſtories bright, 
They ſteal upon our ears; 

Our tempers vex, degrade the ſex, 
And force down floods of tears, 


O! ſavage man, made to trepan, 
And call love's pain a jeſt ; | 
O grant that I might change the ſigh, 
| For Joys within my breaſt !. 
I'd then be free from ſuch as thee, 

I'd fpend in mirth each hour; 


My virgin heart ſhould know no ſmart, 


But laiigh at all thy pow'r. 


| I'll envy not the fair- one's lot, 


To whom young Edwin roves ; 


| * wiſh to ſee them ever be 


The portraits of fond doves. 
5 Fo! 
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For ſweet content was never meant 
To wretched me below; 
Yet when I die, my ſou! ſhall fly 
Beyond the reach of woe. 
253 
How pleaſing's my eb charming his face 
Adorn'd with ſweet imiles, and bedeck' d with each 
His manners are gentle, engaging and free; [grace 
And what is till better, the ſhepherd loves me, 
Tho” plaintive his ſong, it drives ſorrow away 
To hear his ſweet voice I could liſten all day; 
I always am happy when Damon I ſee; © 
I love the young ſhepherd, becauſe he loves me. 
T'other day, a I ſat beneath a green ſhade, 
He preſs'd my hand gently, and call'd me dear maid; 
His words, and his looks, and his actions agree, 
And I love the dear ſhepherd, becauſe he loves me. 
The morn now invites, to the ſhade 11 repair, 
And ſurely my Damon will follow me there. 


I'll marry my ſhepherd becauſe he loves me, 
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| H OW imperfe& is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart ! 
When we mean a ſoft confeſſion, 
And yet ſeck to hide the hearts 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
Wich delicious tumults ſwell, 
And beat what broken, falt' ring, dying 
Language would, but cannot tell, 


Deep confuſion's roſy terror, 
Quite expreſſi ve paints my cheek, 
Aſk no more—behcld your error; 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
What tho? filent is my anguiſh, 
Or breath'd only to the air; 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 
Read what yours have written there. 


O, that you could once conceive me! 
Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view ! 
Love has no» ght more fond, believe me 

Triendſhip nothing half ſo true. 


ö 


— 


| 
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| I» have a man of ſenſe and air, 


| Polite to me, and good to all, 


— 


If he has none, I'll give him mine. 


1 


| 


| This is 21! that bears declaring, 


| I will not have the plowman lad, nor yet will I th: 


| But I will have my Sandy Lad, my Sandy o'er th 
Should he urge his fond ſuit, we ſhall quickly agree; 


From you am wild deſpairing, | | 
With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; | | 


And perhaps declares too much. 
tis 8 "255 3 
Winna ony mon but Sandy o er the L ee, 


But I will ha my Sandy Lad, my Sandy oer the Lee 
For he's aye a kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a kiſſing me. 
I will not have the miniſter, for all his godly looks; 
Nor vet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily crook: 


{miller 

But I will havs my Sandy Lad,- without one penn 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c, [ filler 

I will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the wa 
I will not have the ſailor lad, becauſe he ſmells of tar 
I will not have the lord nor laird, for all their mick|: 
gear 


For he's aye a kiſſing, Cc. [meir: 


The pride of ev'ry witty fair; 
Genteel in make, in ſtature tall, 


No powder'd, filly, flatt'ring beau, 

Who of good ſenſe doth nothing know : 
A man of ſcience, fond of books, 

Who's temper's equal to his looks. 


No jealous fears I'd have annoy 

The pleaſing proſpect of our joy: 

That life a ſcene of love may be 
Tothe dear youth, the world, and me. 


I'd have this mild and gentle youth 
Inſpir'd with wiſdom, grace, and truth 3 
And as for wealth, I'll not repine, 


Ye gen'rous gods! I aſk no more; 
If ſuch a man you've got in ſtore, 
And I'm deſerving, ſpeak your mind, 
I'll be to him for ever join'd. 


I the 
niller 


penn 


aller 


e war 
of tar 


nick!! 


[gear 
er th 


'meir' 


LF I have ſome—little—beaury— 
Can I help it? —no, not I 

Some good luck, too—'tis my duty 
Gifts ſo precious to apply. 


ature — fortune — gave em freely, 
und I'll uſe *em—quite genteelly. 
If the ſmarts of the ſky 
Cringe, ogle, and figh, 
Whene'er | paſs by; 
And cry, 
Look y there! 
What an air! 
Gods, how fair ! | 
| Pray, why 
(To feed your ſtarch'd pride) 
 Muft I go and hide, 
Till you're made a bride ? 
| Who, 1? 
No, na—[Lf I do, may I die. 
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LL paſs no dull, inglorious life, 
At home I will nat tarry; 
like the drum and martial fi fe, 
Inte the camp with Harry. 
he peaceful pipe, and ruſtic play 
No longer is my paſſion; 
Harry goes, I will not ſtay, 
For war is now the faſhion, 


our Fane will not be left behind, 
My heart's to fear a ſtranger ; 
ligh ſeas and rocks I'll never mind, 
I laugh at toil and danger. 
hope he will not tell me, nay, 
Nor fancy I'm unſteady ; 
glory calls my ſwain away, 
Love bids me to be ready. 


o other lands, from pleaſant Tweed, 
With him I muſt be flying; 
er ſhady grove, and painted mead, 
i} Your Jenny won't be crying, 
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Till tumult's o'er, adieu to all, 

| Not long I hope to tarry ; 

I hear the drum's enliv*ning cail, 
I mutt be gone with Harry. 


Fr to ſome ſhady, cool retreat, 
Where ſpreading trees conſpire to meet, 
To hide my bluſh, while I repeat 

The love I bear my Colin: 
Name all that's amiable in love, 
My Colin amply doth improve; 
The ſacred truth of Heav'n above, 

Is center'd in my Colin, 


| Were 1 poſſeſs'd of monarchs lands. 


Of eaſtern ſhores, or golden ſands; 

No one ſhou'd ſhare in Hymer's bands 
Wh me, but lovely Colin, 

With him, beneath a myrtle ſeat, 

I'll ng, and bleſs my happier fate, 

Than ſeated on a throne ot ſtate, 

With any one but Colin. 


So long as Saran's glaſs ſhall run, 
Or Perſian's hail the rifing ſun, 


Or till my thread of life is ſpun, 


So long ſhall I love Colin ; | 

And when I take the parting kiſs: 
In death Ill chear my heart with this: 
That I ſhall meet in future bliſs, 
Again, with thee my Colin. 
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Ir ever, oh! Hymen, I add to thy tribe, 
Let ſuch be my partner, my muſe ſhall deſcribe z 


| Not in party too high, nor in ſtature too low, 


Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of a beau. 
Be his perſon genteel, and engaging Þis air, 

His temper ſtill yielding, his ſoul, too, ſincere; 
Not a dupe to his paſſion *gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt, the paſſion of love. 


Let bonour, commendable pride in the ſex, 
His actions direct, and his principles fix; 


Then groundleſs ſuſpicion he'll never ſurmiſe, 
Nor jealouſy read ev'ry glance of my eyes. 
| 3 | 
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If ſuch a bleſt youth approve my ſmall charms, Cupid ſmiling, life beguiling, 


And no thought of int'reſt his boſom alarms ; Tempts us with the playful toy; 
| In wedlock I'll join with a mutual defire Oft denying, oft comply ing, 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire. | Love's our tormenr and our joy. 


Thus time ſhall glide on, unperceiv'd in decay. ® 2673 — 

k Each night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy each day; EAVE party diſputes, your attention I pray, 

4 Such a partner grant, heav'n, with my pray'r O com All you who to mirth are inclin'd, 

* Or a maid let me live, and a maid let me die. [ply ! | And of thoſe I diſlike when you hear what I ſay, 
860 | You may gueſs at the man to my mind, 

Loc time Tee enjoy d the ſoft tranſports of love, 

4 I've bill'd like a ſparrow, or coo'd like a dove. 

of In woodbine alcove, or in jeſſamin bow'r, 

1 To many fond ſhepherd's I've liſtened an hour, 

i But now for ſuch pleaſures I care not aruſh, 


Ye ſelf- loving coxcombs, whoſe fondneſs is ſeen 

From the form your falſe mirrours diſplay, 

When you talk of a paſſion, as nothing you mean, 
So all goes for nothing you ſay, | 


One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh, No pretenſion I boaſt to the aukward young heir, 
Young Colin's careſſes inſpir d me with joy Tho born to a wealthy eftate, 4 
And Damor's ſoft vows I thought never could cloy, Who paying no court to the charms of the fair, 
With each I have fat in a fav'rite retreat, Buys a wife, like a call, by her weight, 


And beheld with delight each fond ſwain at my feet, 


But now for ſuch ples fures I care not a ruth, The old batter'd rake ſure no woman can love, 


CT : . Who has long reckon'd marriage a curſe 
One bird in the hand is worth 1 * bulk. Tho! his great co. deſcenſion he's ready to prove, Ee 
Gay Strepbon declares I'm the girl to hiz mind, | By his taking a wife for a nurſe, | * 


If he proves fincere, I'll be conſtant and kind, | 
He vows that tv morrow he'll make me his wife, | A fool for a huſband ſome females have choſe, 
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Speak, ye ſwains, and own, ye fair. Oh! I never can part with my Willy: 


Kind, ye're. pleaſing ; coy, we're teizing; We hied to the altar laſt Midſummer-day ; 

_ Love's a ſond fatiguing chace; | [ bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew what to ſay 

Smiles deceive us, hopes relieve us, | But I vow'd (1 remember) to love and obey ; 
Hearts our ſport from place to place, | Can I do any leſs by my Willy? 


I'll fondly endeavour to bleſs him for lite And repentance oft rues what is paſt, Da 
| For all other ſwains now I care not a ruſh, Tho' he turns for a ſeaſon which way the wind blowi 
| One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh, The weathercock's ruſty at laſt. 
1 2 —— But the man that hath ſenſe, with a heart that's fin- 
5 Lovr:, a bubble, courting trouble, Where paſſion and reaſon agree, [ cereth.. 
h Whilſt we ove and love in vain; | Whoſe fortune's ſufficient to combat with care, Shs 
f When tis over, is the lover, — Can't you gueſs at the lover for me? ad 6 
[ Now we ve got him, worth the gain? 5 — 264 
1 Is love tre ſute, is it pleaſure, ONG, long I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to find 
j That can pay whole years of care? Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind 3 
| Is the bleffing worth careſſing? | But at laſt I have got a dear lad to my mind; 
[ 
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His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air; 

His face than the roſe is more ruddy I ſwear; 

And his kiffes as ſweet—oh ! beyond all compare! 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Wiliy. 


With him none pretends to pipe or to play, 

But what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not ſay ! 

With eaſe | am ſure, he might ſteal hearts away: 
But l'Il never diſtruft thee, dear Willy. 


When I droop'd all in pain, and hung down my head, 
How kinely he watch'd me! what tears did he ſhed ! 
He ne'er left me a moment till fickneſs was fled : 
an I ever forget thee, dear Willy. 


Shou ld death from my ſight tear the ſhepherd ſo true, 
Let him take, ir he chuſes, then, me away too; 

For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, 

Should 1 loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy. 


265 — 
LOVE, thou bane of ſoft content; 
Love, thou inauſpicious gueſt 3 
Say, ſay, oh! why thy ſhaft was ſent 

To this once peaceful breaft ? 
weet, at firſt, I thought the paſſion, 
Fancy MH new joys could ſee; 
ow how ſad an alteration, 

Damon flies from love and me. 


blow Thus Sylvia, in the conſcious grove, 

All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd, 

ſhen Damon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And to the nymph return'd : 

le ligh'd repentance at her feet, 

She ſmil'd upon the ſwain 

nd each fond heart reſponſive beat 

To love and joy again. 


Ce 


* 


t's fin 
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Y father and mother (what ail them |!) 
Pretend I'm too young to be wed 

hey expect, but in troth I ſhall fail them, 
That I finiſh my chairs and my bed. 


vided our minds are but cherry, 
Wooden chairs we not argue a glove, 


it to ſay 
8 


LADIES. 


* bed will hold me and my deary, 


The main chance in wedlock is love, 


My father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us 
An horſe to the parſoa to ride: 

In a wheel-barrow offer'd to ſend us, 
And Jobn for the footman beſide. 


Wou'd we never had aſk'd him l for whip it, 
To the church, tho' two miles and a half; 
Twice as far 'twere a pleaſure to trip it, 

But then how the people wou'd laugh! 


The neighbours are nettled moſt ſadly : 
Was e er ſuch a forward, bold thiag ! 
Sure girl never ated ſo madly! 
Thro' the pariſh theſe backbitings rings 


Yet I will be married to-morrow, | 
And charming young Harry's the man: 


- | My brother's blind nag we can borrow, 


And he may prevent us that can, 


Not waiting for parents conſenting, 
My brother took Nell of the green; 
Vet both far enough from repenting, 
Now live like a king and a queen. 
Pray, when will your gay things of Londen 
Produce ſuch a ſtrapper as Nell? 


Their wives by their huſbands are undone, 
As Saturday's newſpapers tell. 


Pall Barnley ſaid, over and over, 
I ſoon ſhou' d be left in the lurch: 


Aa. 


| 


For Harry ſhe knew was a rover, 


And never wou'd venture to church, 


And I know the ſorrows that wound her! 
He courted her once he confeſt ; 


With another too great when he found her, 


He bid her take them the lik'd beſt. 


But all that are like her, or wou'd be, 

| May learn from my Harry and me, 

If maids would be maids while they ſhould be, 

1 _= fathtul their ſweethearts won d be. 
3 | | 
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My mother ſays, cloathing and feeding, 
Will ſoon make me ſick of a brat ; 

But, tho' I grow ſick in my breeding, 
I care not a farthing for that. 


For, if I'm not hugely miſtaken, 
We can by the ſweat of our brow, 
Stick a hog once a year ſor fat bacon, 
And ali the year round keep a cow. 


I value no dainties a button, 
Coarſe food will our ſtomachs allay : 
If we cannot get beef, veal, or mutton, 
A chine and a pudding we may. 
A fig for your richeſt brocading; 
In lindſey there's nothing that's baſe $ 
Your finery ſoon ſets a fading; 
My dowlaſs will ſtand beyond lace, 


] envy not wealth to the miſer, 

Nor wou'd | be plagu'd with his —— 
To eat all and wear all is wiſer ; 

Enough muſt be better than Wore. 


So nothing ſhall tempt me from Harry, 
For he 1s as true as the ſun :; 

Ewe with Alam was order d to marry 
This world it ſhould end as begun. 
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My Sandy is the ſweetelk ſwain 

That ever pip'd on Tay; 
He tencs the ſheep upon the plain, 
And chcars me ali the day. 


As on a moſly bank we fat, 
Beneath a vercant ſhade, 
The vouth ſo charm'd me with his chat, 
While on his bagyipes play d. 


He call'd me his dear life and care, 
And bis own Moggy, too; 

He vow'd by all that's good and fair, 

To me he will prove true. 

For Sandy is a bonnꝝ. ſwain, 

And I'll be Sandy's wife z 

Then bid. adieu ta care and pain, 
And ſo be bleſt for life. 


—— 


þ 
My former time, how briſk a 
1 * 


9 


So blith was I, as blith co . 


But now l'm ſad, ah ! well a-day, 


For my true love is gone to ſea, | 


The lads purſue, I ftrive to ſhun, - 


Their wheedling arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


As drocp the flows till light return, 

As mourns the dove it's abſent ſhe; 
So will I droop, fo will I mourn, | 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 
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Monk bright the ſun began to dawn, 
The merry birds to hng, 

And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 

In all the pride of ſpring; 


| When for a wreath young Damon ſtray d, 


And ſmiling to me-brought it ; 


| Take this, he cry'd, my deareſt maid ; 


| And who, aye who'd have thought it. 


I bluſh'd the preſent to receive, 
And thank'd him o'er and o'er ; 


} When ſoft be ſigh d, bright fair, forgive, 
UI muſt have ſomething more: 
| One kind ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, 


So earneftly he ſought it, 
I let him take it, I proteſt, | 
And who, ays who'd have thought it! 


A ſwain that woo'd with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain ; 
A ſecret flame ſoon touch'd my heart, 


5 | And fluſh d thro? ev'ry vein : 


Tu as love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 
From his my hoſom caught it 3 


| Twas itrange indeed, twas paſſing range, 


| And who, aye who'd have thought it! 
Hark ! Hymen calls, the ſhegherd cry'd; . 


Let us, my dear comply; 


We inſtant went, with love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: 
And ever ſince that happy day, 
As mutual warmvh has taught it, 
We fondly kiis, and ſport and play, 
And who, aye who'd have thought it! 
* — — — 7  — 
My mother cries, Betſy be ſhy, 
Whenever the men would intrude : 
I know not her meaning, not I, 
But I'd take her advice—if I could, 
Alexis ſtept up other day 
Lo kits me, and #ſk'd if he ſhou'd; 
Pray what cou'd a ſhepherdeſs ſay ? 
But ['d fain have ſaid no—if I could, 


My mother remembers the time 
When ſhe like a veſtal was mew'd 
Now this, I conceive, was a crime, 
And I'd not be ſerv'd ſo—if I cou'd. 
If 'm with Alexis ſhe'll chid:; 
She ſays he perhaps may be rude: 
I will not pretend to decide, 5 
But I fancy he would —if he cou'd. 
Laſt May - morn I tript o er the plain; 
He ſaw me, and quickly purſu'd; 
I heartily laugh'd at the ſwain; 
I'd catch you, he ery d—if I cou'd. 
Well ſoon he o'ertook my beſt haſte, 
And ſwore he'd be conſtant and good; 
I vow I'll live decent and chaſte; 
But I'd marry the ſwain—if I cou'd. 
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My cautious mother, t'other day, 
Cry'd, Polly, mind me, do; 
I ſaw young ö come this Ways 
And fear he came to you : 


You know he's gay, and thought a rake, 


So never welcome make him. 
Thus [ got ſcolded for his ſake, 
I with the deuce may take him, 


: 


Sox ss = Lavres, 


— 


| 


; 


[t's true I met him in a grove, 
He geatly claſp'd my hand, 


Than I could underftand ; 


| And who'd have thought hat we were ſeen? 


But of ſuch tricks I'll brea;z hn; 
If he won't tell me what they mean, 
The deuce, ſure, ought to take him, 


[ often feel my boſom glow 
With warmth I never knew, 
If this be love that haunts me fo, 
What can a virgin do ? 
Indeed, for pipe, tor dance and ſong, 
*Gainſt ev'ry ſwain I'd take him, 
But it he tantalizes long. 
I hope the deuce will take him. 


They ſay from wedlock ſprings delight, 


Then let him ſpeak his mind, 
I've no objection to unite | | 
With one ſo fond and kind : 
My mother, tho' coo apt to pry, | 
To d.ſoblige I'm lothe, | 


| Howe'er I'll wed, then all her cry 


Will be, deuce take you both. 
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Nic, to lovers joys a friend, 
Swiitly thy aſſiſtance lend; | 
Lock up envious, ſeeing day, 


{ Bring the willing youth away 


Haſte, and ſpeed the tedious hour, 
To the ſecret happy bow'r : 
Then, my heart, for bliſs prepare, 
Tbyrſis ſurely will be there. 


See the hateful day is gone, 
Welcome evening now comes on; 

Soon to meet my dear I fly, 

None but love ſhall then be by; 

None ſhall dare to venture near, 

To tell. the plighted vows they hear; 
Parting thence will'be-theypaiy, n, 


But we'll part to meet again, 


Thea ſigh'd, and talk d more things of love 
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Don't you feel a pleafing ſmart, 
Gently ſtealing to your heart? 
Fondly hope, and fondly figh ? 
For, my ſhepherd oft do I; 
Wiſh in Hymen's bands to join, 
I' be your':, and you be mine? 
Tell me, Thyrfis, tell me this, 
Tell me, then, and tell me yes. 


Farewel, loit'ring idle day! 

To my dear I hie away; 

On the wings of love 1 go, 

He the ready way will ſhow: 
Peace, my bei ſt, nor danger fear, 
Love and Thyrfis both re near; 
"Tis the youth ! I'm ſur tis he! 
Night, how much I owe to thee. 
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One midſummer morning. when nature look'd gay, 
The birds full of ſong, and the flocks full of play: 


When .arth ſeem'd to anſwer ihe ſmiles from above, 


And all things proclaim's it the ſeaſon of love: 
My mother cry d, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 
If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


The freedom to uſe my tongue, pleas'd me no doubt; 
A woman, alas! would be nothing without. 

] went to'ard the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd o'er the words I intended to ſay; 

. But when I came near it, I found it ſtock ſtill; 
Bleſs my {tars, now I cry'd, huff em rarely I will. 
The miller to market that inftant was gone, 

The work was all left to the care of his ſon 3 

Now tho' ] can ſcold well as any one can, 

Yet I thought twould be wrong to fcold the young 
I faid, I'm. ſurpria d you can uſe me ſo ill Iman. 
Sir, I miſt have my corn ground, I muſt and 1 will. 


Sweet maid, cry'd the „ thenegle& is not mine, 


No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine, - 
| There's no one more ecady in pteaſing the fair, 
The mill ſhall gomerrily round, I declare: 


— 


As is the merry laſs of Tay, 


for Lapis. 


But hark how the birds ſing, and ſee how they bill, 
Now 1 muſt have a kiſs firſtf I muſt and I will. 


My corn being done, I to'ard home bent my way z 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomeihing of moment to ſay, 
Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed and indeed; 
And that he'd be conſtant and tfue to me til), 

So that fince that I've lik'd him, and like him I will; 


I often ſay, mother, the miller I'll huff; 
She laughs, and cries. go girl, aye plague him enough; 
And ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her deſire, | 

I fteal a (ly kiſs from the youth I admire. 
If wedlock he withes, his wiſh I'll fulfil ; 
And I'll anſwer, oh yes, with a hearty good 


will. 
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Or Tay's green banks I'll boldly tell 
The love I have for Fockey, | 
Attend my ſong, each blythſome belle, 
And ſhepherd's hither flosk ye. 
gave my heart to that fond ſwain, 
Who won it of me fairly; 
I's do't if *twere to do again, 
I love him till fo dearly. 


His manners ſoft, tho' ſtrong his mind, 
Not fickle like the weather, 
Not croſs to-day, to-morrow kind, 
And lignter than a feather ; 
Hi: words and actions both agree, 
His temper's warm, not heady : 
He's always good and juft to me, 
To love and honour ſteady. 


| 
I 


F 


For his own ſelf, I like my ſwain, 

I know his worth and nature: 
I'll give him not a moment's pain, 
Nor wrong ſo iweet a creature. 

No girl on Tweed, on Clyde, or Spay, 
Is born to fo much pleaſure, 


Or cloſer hugs her treaſure, 


ill » 


— 7 


nd a' the weary warld aſleep is gane; [at hame, 


he waes of my hears fall in ſhow'rs fra my e'e, 
| hile my gude man ſleeps found by me. 
; Young Jamie lov'd me weel, and aſk'd me for his 
But ſaving a crown he had naithing eiſe beſide [ bride 
vill: Wo make the crown a pound my Jamie went to ſea, 


ind the crown aud the pound were baith for me, 
e had na been gane a year and a day, ſtole away 
hen my faither brake his arm, and our cow was 
y mither ſhe fell fick, and Jamie at the ſea, 

nd Auld Robin Gray came a courting to me. 


2 toiled day and night but their bread I cou'd na win 


luld Robin fed em baith, and wi' tears in his ee, 
aid, Jeanie, for their ſakes, oh marry me: 
y heart it ſaid na, and I look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew hard, and his ſhip was a wreck 
is ſhip was a wreck, why did na Jamie die, 
ind why was he ſpared to cry wae is me? 
y father urg'd me fair, but my mither did na ſpeak 
ut ſhe looktin my face till my heart was like to break 
o they gied him my hand, tho* my heart was at ſea, 
ind Auld Robin Gray was 2 gude man to me: 

had na been a wife, but weeks only four, 
Vhen fitting ſa mourafully out my ain door, 

law my Famie's ghaiſt, for i could na think it he, 
11] he ſaid I'm come hame, love, to marry thee. 
air, fair did we greet, and mickle did we ſay, 

e taok but a kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away, 

with I were dead, but I'm na like to die, 
Dh, why was I born to ſay, wae is me? 
gang like a ghaiſt, and I canna like to ſpin, 

dare na think on Jamie, for that would be a ſin; 
o I will do my beſt a gude wife to be, | 

or Auld Robin Gray is fa kind to me. 
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L HE Gmmer it was ſmiling, nature round was gay, 

hen Feanie was attending on Auld Robin Gray; 
or he was fick at heart, and had na friend beſide, 
HEN Pat only me, poor Jeanie, who newly was his bride. 


HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and a the 3 


y taither cuu'd na work, & my mither cou'd na ſpin 


| 
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Ah Jeanie! I ſhall die, he cry'd, as ſure as I had birth» 
Then fee my poor au'd banes, pray, laid into the earth? 
And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemonth & a day 
And I will leave whate'er belongs to Auld Robin Gray“ 


| laid poor Robin in the earth, as decent as I cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very gude, 
took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot L agh'd 
Ah wae is me what ſhall I do fince poor Aula Robin died 
| Search ev'ry part thco” out the land there's none like 
| me foriorn ; 
I'm ready e' en to ban the day, that ever I was born, 
For Jamie all I lov'd on earth; ah! he is gone away 
My taither & my mither's dead & eke Au/dRobin Gray 


I roſe up with the morning ſun & ſpun till ſetting day 
And one whole year of widowhood | mournd for Robin 
I did the duty of a wife both kind & conſtant tooſ (rc 
Let ev'iy one example take and Jeanie t plan purſue, 
I thought that Jamie he was dead or he to me was loſt, 
And all my fond and youthful love entirely was croft, 
| tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time away 
For I had not a friend alive ſince died Auld Robin Gray 


At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'd na gueſs 
| | [the cauſe, 
Vet Rodney was the man they ſaid who got ſo much ap- 
[plauſe 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 
And ſhew d a purſe of golden ore, & ſaid it is for thee, 
Auld RobiuG ray I find isdead & ſtill you; heart 18true 
Then take me Jeanie to your arms, & I will be ſo too. 
Meſs John ſha | join us at the kirk &we'll be blit hg 
I bluih'd, conſented, & replied, adieu to Rabin Gray. 
c 2 
Twas in the dead of ks ſoon after Feanie wed 
And wi her faithful Jamie was ſleeping in her bed, 
A hollow voice ſhe heard wh ch call'd her to awake, 
And liften to the words would be utter'd tor her ſakes. 
She ftarted from her ſleep, her boſom beat wi fear, 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Gray before her did appear, 
| He wav'd his ſhadowy hand, and thus to her did ſays 
Ah Jeanie liſt awhile, to your Auld Robin Eray · 


I 4o not come, dear Jean, your conduct to reprove, 
Or interrupt the joys you ſhare in Jamie : love, Eis | 
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His honeſt heart deſerves whatever he can receive, 
Since he het fought ſa nobly & would not you deceive 
Still let his courage riſe, his country's foes to quell, 
To you he ſafe ſhall come again, the fates now bid 


me tell, 
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With Howe as well as Rodney his valor he'll diſplay 


If you will but believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray 


And Jeanie muft ſubmit your virtue is your guard, 
For fortune has in ſtore for you a high & rich reward, 
The haughty Dons ſubdued with Holland with France 
Your Jamie with freſh laurels ciown'd will to your 
| | wiſh advance 
Then let him haſte wi Il his ſpeed to join a noble flect 
Tho' danger does appear in view no harm ſhall 
Jamie meet 
But joyful ſhall return again upon a future day, 
As you may ſure believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray, 
8 * 
VI. gales that gently inks the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boatman, 
Dear me fra' hence, or bring to me, 
My biyth, my bonny ſcotman: 
In holy bands we join'd our hands, 
Yer may not that diſcover, 
While parents rate a large eſtate, 
Before a faithful lover, 


© But I would chuſe in highland glens, 
To herd the kid and goat-man, 
F'er I cou'd for ſuch little ends 
| Refuſe my bonny Scotman : 
Wae worth the man who firſt began 
The baſe ungen'rous faſhion; 
From greedy views, love's art to uſe, 
_Whilft ſtranger to its paſſion. 


Fra” foreign fields my lovely youth, 
_ Haſte to thy longing laſſie; 
Who pants to kiſs thy baimy mouth, 
And in her boſom preſs thee. 
Love gives the word, then haſte on board, 
Fair wind and gentle boatman, 
Weft oer, waft o'er, from yonder ſhore, 
My blych, my bunny ſedtman. 


| | I love my Willy 


4 * 
1 
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Tur ſportſman goes out Ninh his dog & his gun? 
To kill all the gache till the day-light is gone, 
My pleaſure's to ſpare all the birds I can get, 

For I catch them alive, and they're ſafe in my net. 
The men are my birds, for whom ſpread is my ſnare» 
I can judge of their merit the beſt when they're there 
And if they have nothing my heart to engage, 

| loſe not a twelvemonth in making a cage. 


if they whiſtle and fing, and my faney employ, 
I'm glad of my prize, and grow fond of my toy, 

If their plumage is gaudy, and ſweet is their ſong, 
I can ſec, and can hear the dear things all day long. 
Zut if they delight not my eye nor my ear, 

if too ſqualling their notes for my patience to hear; 


If they are not worth keeping, I e'en let them go, 


A cage is too good for a magpie or crow. 

If the lark, thruſh, or nightingale, bullfinch, or wren 
Who're the witty, the tuneful, the gay among men, 
Will fly to my net, I'll draw tight if I can, 


In a cage place my captive—l mean my ſweet man, 
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T HREE lads contended for my heart, 
Each boafted different charms and grace, 
Young H.“ con'd fing with taſte and art, 
Beau Femmy ſported frogs and lace. 
Blith Willy was a ſoldier brave, 2 
Who fear'd not ſcars or deaths or wounds. 
His country or his love to fave, 
When Britain's ſilver trumpet ſounds. 


| Now fear is rous d by war's alarms, 


And threat'ning foes each hour ariſe, 
I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, 
And maſter 2 80 I deſpiſe; 
„bold and brave, 
He heeds not ſcars, or death, or wounds, 
His country or his love to ſave, \ 
When Britain's filver trumpet ſounds. 


| In piping times of peace, a beau, 


Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ ; 


| But now, while thr eaten'd by each foe, 
Be wiſe, and throw away the toy : 


* 


Take my advice, love him that's brave, 


ms Who fears not. ſcars, or death, or wounds; 
* So may your ſmiles your country ſave, 
While Britain's ſilver tzumpet ſounds; 
et. | 281 | 
Younc Focky blyth at early dawn, 
ar” Starts freſh and fair as roſes'blawn, _ 
"OI Then o'er the dewy lawn be. roves, 
And greets the laſs he dearly loves, 
Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows the graſs ; 
Dear Jug will nathing move thee, 
Be kind, be true, my bonny laſs, 
8. J only. live to love thee.” 
NS I To merit I no claim can make, 
I But that I'd die for your dear ſake, 
ar; ¶ From every other buſineſs free, 
20; My life and love ſhall follow thee, 
Sweet ſmells the birk, Sc. 
ren ¶ Time's on the wing and will not ſtay, 
Xen, ln ſhining ſun let's make our hay; 
While love does at his altar ſtand, 
lan. 


Give me your heart, Oh! give your hand. 
Sweet ſmells the birke, Sc. 
— — 282 
As Daphne at beneath a ſhade, 
Tokeep her ſheep from ſtraying, 
It is a pleaſing thing, ſhe ſaid, 
To live without obeying. 
It is a pleafing thing, &c, 


How pleaſant is a ſingle life, 
'Tis far beyond expreſſion ! 
But ſhe, that is become a wife, 
Needs pity and compaſſion. 
She bids adieu to all her joy, 
When matrimony binds her 
To one, who does his thoughts employ 
I In ftriving to confine her. 
How pleaſant then is liberty, 
When none can e'er moleſt them, 
And they are fools who don't live free, 
When fortune ſo has bleft them, 


Take 
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2 A CURSE attends that woman's love, 


„* 


I So far in diſtant climes to ſtray, 


Where thund' ring cannons they do roar 


Ine“ ever fight for England.s crown, 


The pertneſs of the bi ling dove, 


What then in love can woman do? 


An! why did Focky gang away, 


l By ſome moſt furious battle, 


For oh! in arms tis known how brave 


| As I went o'er the meadows, no matter the day, 


283 


W.ho always would be pleaſing; 
Like tickling is but teaſing. 


If we grow fond they hun us; 
And when we fly them, they purſue, | 
But leave us when they've won us. 
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And leave his love behind him, 


When Fane could never find him? 


And drums ſo loudly rattle ; 
Where verdant fields are all in gore, 


By ſome moſt furious battle. 


Ye guardian pow'rs, my 7ociy fave, 5 5 
When danger's fix'd around him; „ 


His lairds have always found him. 
There's ne er a lad in au the town 
Can boaſt his equal merit; 


With loyalty and ſpirit. 


Oh! had I known the cruel war 
So long had kept my laddy, 
I'd gang with him though e'er ſo far, 
Ia au my beſt of pladdy ; 
Bat, hark ! I hear the fifes, the drums, 
Oh ! joy beyond expreſſing; 
My lovely ſoldier, ſee ! he comes, 
P11 fly for to careſs him. 
— 285 


A ſhepherd I met who came tripping that vay; 
I was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay, 

He aſk'd me to let him go long with me there; 
Ne harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, 1 ſwear ; 
Til buy you a fairing to put in your hair, ng 


Y Ou ve 


You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile, 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile: 
I've a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while, 
| To go with him farther I did not much care; 
But ftill I went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare , 
For I dream' of a fairing to come from the fair, 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: 

I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good 

For I'd not for the world, he ſhould dare to be rude. 
Young Roger had promis'd and baulk'd me laſt year ; 
If he ſhoulo ao ſo, I would go no more there, 

Tho' I long'd cer fo much for a gift from ihefair. 


When we got to the (tile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no, 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, as if there he would grow; 
(Take care how that way with a ſhepherd you go). 
Confounded 1 ran, when I found out his ſnare; 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch hands wiil I wear, 
Nor go, while 1 live, for a gift to the fair, 
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As tiother day milking I fat in the vale, 
Young Damon, came up, to addreſs his ſoft tale, 
So ſudden I ſtarted, and gave him a frown. 
For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick'd 


Lord bleſs me! ſa\s I, what-a-deuce can you mean 
To come thus upon me, untheught of, unſeen, 

I ne'ec will approve of the love you pretend ; 

For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief my end. 


T lictle thought now, he'd his paſſion advance; 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance; 
He bege'd a kind kiſs, which | gate him, 1 vow; 
And I laid, my own ſelf, all the fault on my cow, 


How many ways love can the beſom invade ! 
His bait, prov'a too ſtrong, alas! tor a maid. 

He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at, 
Burt I thought it was beſt to lay nothing of _ 


I flutter all other When er he comes nigh ;_ 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould iurely comply, 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart 111tett tells, 


Tno' he flings down my milk, or does ary wing elſe, 


| 


| 


| Come then, pining, 


down. | 


| H asrTe, Lorenzo, hither fly; 
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Bras not what you ought.to ſmother, 
Honour's laws ſhould facred be; 

Boaſting favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 


But, inſpir'd with indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 

E'er I'd truſt my reputation 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell, 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal ; 

He whom bea uty crowns with pleaſure, 
Cautious would his joy conceal. 


Him with whom my heart I Il venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave ; 

One where truth and prudence center, 
And as ſecret as the grave. 
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peeviſh lover, 
Tell me what to do and fay, 

From your Goleful dumps recover, 
Smile, and it ſhall have its way. 


With their humours thus to teize us, 
Men ae ſuce the ſtrangeſt eives | 
Silly creatures, would you pleaſe us, 
You ſhould till ſeem pleas d yourſclves, 


To my longing arms repair 3 
With impatience I ſhall die; 
Come and ſooth thy Feſſy's cate, 


While we, then, in wanton play, 
Sigh and gaze our ſouls away. 
| | 


| 2 
Hisr, vin! T hear wy mother call 
Pr'ythee be gone, 
We'll meet anon. — 
Catch this, and this, 
Blow me a kifs, 


In pledge-promis'd truth, that's all. 


Fare 


Soxcs for Lovers. 


Fare wel! and yet a moment fiþy, 
Something befide I have to ſag 
dis forgot z 


Love grant us grace, 
The mill's the place. 
She calls again, I moſt away. 
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Wav will you plague me with your pain? 


You know ſuch nonſenſe I diſdajn | 
Your paſſion, anguiſh, tears, and fighs, 
And all ſuch folly, I deſpiſe. | 
If I but frown, you. ſay, you dis; 

Sure frowns can never hurt a fly: 

But fince my ſmiles ſuch bleſſings prove. 

In ever ſmile gt you and love. 

You ſay that Iam ell divine, 

My eyes the brighteft ſtars outſhine ; 

And | of charms have ſuch a ftore, 

As never girl poſſeſs'd before: 

And when I am as mad as you, 

I may believe it to be true; 

But never, till that time all be, 

me hear more of love or thee. 
] am a young maid, | 
That's ſorely afraid, 

] ſhall die one, though now woman grown, 
Take pity, ye ſwains, | 
Oa one who complains, 

She is weary of lying alone. 

When ſcarce ten years old, 
1 oft have been told 

By my play mates in ſtrange diſmal tone 

Of terrible ſprites, | 

That haunt the dark nights, 

akes me fearful of lying alone. 


And ready my hang. | 


o beſiow on the yo 
He's willing fur life, 
To make me bis wife, | 
Furt I may not lie | 


* 
1 L 


Fare 


| But let it ſuffice, 

I ſomewhat am nice, 

Then the marks of my cho'ce I'll make known, 
Unleſs I can find, | | 
The lad to my mind, 

I had rather by half lie alone. 

The havghty and vain, 
Alike I diſdain, 

The pert fool and inſenſible drone ; 

The brave and the wiſe, 
Are virtues I prize, | 

And ſhall tempt me from lying alone: 
And when once poſſeſs 'd 
Of him I like beft, 

I'd not envy Queen Charlotte her throne 3 
But chearfuliy join, 7 
At love's purple ſhrine | 

Make amends for my lying alone. 

mm——__—_— 1 

{1 a « young viegin, whbaſt hoo dents tols 

I ſhould try to get married, before I'm too old, » 

I took their advice, and got one in my ee, ' | 

Who if I can't have, I ar afraid I hall die. 

Young Thyrſ is witty, well - featut'd and tall, 

His fellow ſwains own that he outdoes them all. 

When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 

I thought 1 was going that moment to die. 1 

If through the receſſes of yon ſilent grove, 

Or over the meadows I happen to rove, 

And ſee my dear ſhepherd at diſtance paſs by, 

| tremble all o'er, and am ready to die. 

When he plays on his pipe to the lambkins around, 

I fly to the place where I hear the bieſt ſound : 


Laft Saturday eve, I remember the day, 
I caught him ſaluting Clarinda the gay, 
hat J envy'd each kiſe, I will nor deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my rival might die. 


Come Hymn, and lend a poor damſel your aid, 
Who W aſſiſtance muſt die an old ma'd 


1 


97 


Oh! Thyrfis ! ſweet youth ! to myſelf then I cry, 
I'd liften to thee, was 1 going to die, ; 


- 


» 
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To all my fond wiſhes woke Thyrfis 3 
And if 1 don't have him. I wiſh I may die, 


— 
Yr virgin pow'rs wad ny heart 
From amorous looks and ſmiles 
From ſauey love, or nicer art, 
Which moſt our ſex beguiles, | 


From ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move 

From ſpeaking ſilence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water love. 


But if thro? paſſion I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide ; 

And when frail nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a guard of pride, 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho pure, 
Needs ev'ry virtue's aid; | 
And the who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 


Ixokxo, forſooth, a — youth, 
To play the am'rous fool; 
At ſuch an age, methinks your rages 
Might be a little cool. 
Fie, let me go, Sir, 
Kiſs me !—No, no, Sir, 
You pull me and ſhake me, 
For what do you take me, 
This figure to make me? 
1! d have you to know 
I'm not for your game, Sir, 
Nor will I be tame, Sir, 
Lord, have you no ihame, Sir; 
To tumble one ſo. 
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Ir is I believe, next Hollantide eve, 
A twelvemonth fince firſt I began 
To hold up my head, in love to be read, 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man. 


Yeung Damon I ſaw ; he kiſn'd me, oh la! 
I yow thro' my boſom it ran; 

My lips he ſo preſs'd, tis true I proteſt, 

That I * him a deuce of a man. 


: But what do I care, I vow and declare, 


: Tine has not thinn'd my flowing hair, 


” 
"EY 


* And fing of love g er I grow old. ._ 


Sons for Ladies, 


Pbilander the gay, I met at the play, 

My heart beat a furious rattan ; 5 
| Becauſe you muſt know, I ſome time ago 
Had hopes of his being the man. 


Briſk Strepbon came next, but then I was ver d, 
He play'd with Miſs Phillis fan; 

I awn to be ſure, I could not endure. 
To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man. 


My mother and aunts, ſtill wateh' ng my haunts, 
Obſtrut me as much as they can, 


I'll fit myſelf ow with a man. 


2 

0 LOVE! thou bitter foe to reft,” 

Who haſt, within this harmleſs breaft, 
80 home the fick*ning arrow ſent ; ; 

Relieve a poor unwary maid, 

| Who, fondly gazing, was betray d, 

Nor knew what ſelf deluſion meant. 


Since cuſtom, cruel to the fair, 

| Forbids my paſſion to declare, 
Aſſiſt, blind god of ſoft deſire; 

To thy omnipotence 1 kneel; 

Let him my ſecret anguiſh feel, 
And burn for me with equal fire; 


Then if the lovely youth appear, 

By turns inclin'd to hope and fear, 
And tenderly his paſſion move, 

My heart ſhall Rutter to his fighs, 

With gentle looks I'll meet his eyes, 

And never, never, ceaſe to love. 
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Nor bent me with his iron band, 
' Ah ! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom bear, 
E're autumn yet the fruit demand. 


Let me enjoy the chearful " 
Till many a year has o'er me. roll'd, 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 


WHY 


2 
Wavy with ſighs my heart is ſwelling, 
Why with tears my eyes o'erflow, 
Aſk me not 'tis paſt the telling, 
Mute involuntary woe. 


Who to winds and waves a flranger, 
Vent'rous tempts the inconfſtant ſeas 3 
In each billow fancies danger, 
Shrinks at every riſing breeze, 


—— co 
WITH ſweet words and tools ſo tender, 
Well you have your flame expreſ#'d, 
And conjure me to ſurrender, 
All you wiſh to make me bleſs'd, 


Say, for yet I'm not complying, 
If bright honour ſways your mind, 
Then there can be no denying 3 
When you aſk I muſt be kind, 


| 01 

Wovlo you taſte of fraken's charms, 
Zara courts thee to her arme; 

Diftreſs, like thine, ſhould pity move, 
And pity's. ray ſhould kindle love, 

For my heart adopts thy woes, 

Melting, thrilling, as it glows ; 

Leave thy cell, and follow me, 

Love and — ſet thee free. 


2 
You aſk me in vain, 22 what'ills I complain, 
Where harbours the torment | find; 5 
In my head, in my heart, it invades ev'ry part, 
And ſubdues both my body and mind. 


Each effort I try, ev'ry med'cine apply, 
The pangs of my ſopl to appeaſe; + 

But doom'd to endure, what 1 mean for a cure, 
Turns poifon and feeds the diſeaſe, 


OUNG Calin ſought 8 to * 
The ſhepherd, loſt in love, 

Bach morning woo'd me on the plain, 
Each noon within the grove ; 
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Yet my denial ſtill was this, 
Pſhaw ! Man, I can't endure you 
And if he offer'd but a kiſs, 


Such rudeneſs ! I'll aſſure me, I'll affure you, : 
Such rudeneſs, I'll affure you. ; 


For twenty youths (not he alone) 
The am'rous flame confeſs'd; ' 
And had I once been kind to one, 
I'm ſure I'd loſt the reſt : 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty arts, 
But ſagely wou'd allure me; | 
While others talk'd of flames and au; 
"Twas pretty I'll aſſure ye, 
"Twas pretty, Cc. 


My face, my form, were praiſed aloud, 
My wit new conqueſts fir d; | 
And 'twas enough to make one proud 
To be ſo much admir'd; 
At length, refleQtion new d the fate 
Such flatt'zy might procure me, 
And virtue warn'd to ſhun the bait, 
Nor vainly—1'll aſſure ye, 
Nor vainly, Oc. | 


I bid the ſighing train depart 3 

This maxim pleas'd to prove, 
That flatt'ry fille the ſenſual heart, 
} But truth the heart of love: 

| Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 
| Of vanity to cure me, 

Now woo'd again ; and now indeed 
I lov'd him, I'll aſſure Ye; 

TI lov'd him, Se. 


[ blam's myſelf ſuch ſcorn, to bear . 
To merit now ſo clear: | 5 N 


| By my exam; le „learn, ye fair, | | : 


To prize the youth fincere; 


| We inſtant join'd the nuptial tie ; 
He raptur'd to enſure me; 


And, truſt me, damſols, when you try, 
"Twill charm you, P11 affure you, 
| *Dwill charm you, Ge. 
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YOUNG 


* eee c eee 
OUNG Damon ſtrives my love to gain, 
He fighs, he fickens. but in vain ; 

His looks expreſs a heart felt pain, 

And mine returns a cold difdain, 
Unhappy Damon! thus to love, 

What never was defign'd above. 

$incere, I told him o'er and o'er, 

I'd piedg'd my word and truth before, 
And bet d he would perplex no more; 
His fighs were vain, more vain his pow” r. 
Unhappy Damon ! thus to love, 

What never was defign'd above. 


When you perſuade the con ſtant dove 
To leave her mate, inconftant prove, 
And through the deſert woodlands rove, 
Then l' deceive the ſwain | love 
But ne er till then will I agree 
To quit my love, who loves like me. 
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H OW cruelly fated is woman to woe, 
Too weak to contend ſtill beſet, by the foez[ſucceſs| 
Tho” each wiſh we conceiv'd ſhould be crown'd with 
What wouli flow from theſe wiſhes but care & diftreſs 
For love intervenes, and fancy's gay ſcenes, 
Alas, are clouded all o'er, 
The ſun quits the ſkies, hope fickens and dies, 
H-igh ho! the heart ſays no more, 
Tho' beauty and riches ogether conſpire 
To flatter our pride, and fulfil each dedre; 
Nor beauty nor riches tive peace to the breaſt 


Which paſſion has tortur'd, and 988 has — 
For love, &c. 


06 — 
Ve happy nomads. whole barmleſs hearts, 
No fatal ſorrows prove, 
Who never knew men's faithleſi arts, 
Or felt the pangs of love. 
If dear contentment is a prize, 
Believe not what they ſay; 


Their ſpecious tales are all diſguiſe, 
Invented to betray. 


% 
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Sons for Lavits. 
| 


| So kindly he treats me, ſa manly his love, 


Alas! how certain is our _ 
From cates how can we 

When our fond ſex is all belief, 
And man is all a lye. 


397 | 5 
Warne Gal a fove-fick virgin God, 
The ſweet, compos'd, contented mind, 
When paſſions raging like the wind, 
Diſtract her tender ſoul. 
A parent's arbitrary voice, 
Miſled by riches glitt"ring toys, 
Denies the freedom of her choice, 
And ev'ry with controul. 
O ſmiling liberty, appear! 
Thou only canſt relieve my care, 
Diſpel each doubt, each gloomy Bs 
And every pain remove; 
Come, like a ſoft refreſhing breeze, 
In gentle whiſpers give me eaſe, 
From every grief my ſoul releaſe, 
And waft me to my 2 


-» 
* 


No ſwain ever prov'd Fat fo ade and 4 
As Will of the Green has long pro d unto me, 
A youth ſo endearing, my heart muſt approve, 
And Willys the lad that demands all my love. 


When he is but near, and my lambs all at play, 
Dull winter appears full as pleaſant 36 May; 


Young Willy's the lad that my heart muſt approve. 
Should he prove but true, and wil take me for life, 
E're ſummer is one, he ſhall makes me his wife; 
For worth like to his .ev'ry heat muſt approve, 
And Willy's the lad that demands an my loves 


£ | 
I DO as I will with my ſwain, 
He never once thinks | am wrong, 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſang, 
herd's delight, | 


i ſong is the ſhe 


r PR 


— 


25 OW happy was I my blith I | 
ANY hey down at the brook he fir — dans | 

o gi” me a drink wi? ſweet looks on his cen, 
r life, nd hail'd me of a' he had met for his queen; 
vife ; Puch beauties be ſaid were my een and my _ 
e, none on the cou'd wi': me e er com 
oy 


He's ſorry when comes the #vlb night, a 
That haftens the end of my lay. 


With ſpleen and with care once RY 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the While; 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, 
And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile : 
Since when, or in or in grove, 
By his flocks, or the clear river's fide, 
] ſing my beſt ſongs to my love, 
And to charm him is town all my pride. 


No beauty had E to endear, 
No treaſures of nature and art; 
But my voice that had gain 'd on his ear, 
Soon found out the way to his heart: 
To try if that voice wou'd not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng 3 
I won the rich prize all with eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong. 
ut let me not jealouſy raiſe, 
I wiſh to enchant but my ſwain ; 
nough then for me is his praiſe, 
I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. 
wuen youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds clude all your ſkill; 
Your (weetneſs of fong may prevail, 
And gain all your in to your * 


2 
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His band and his flock, his true love befide, 
phou'd a be mine ain, gin I'd be his bride. 
Daft lad, I replied, wi”, thy flocks never part, 
o the laſs that wou d meanly 
or thine I but'fought in return fog mine ain, 
) gi” me but that end thy flocks I'diſdain : 
He le fighing replied, I had it Jong fin, 


ul be had his wiſh, in poſlsfing of gins ; 


| 


+. ith. * 


Mi 
$iſpoſe of her heart, 


| B Y him we love offended, 


| Yet were he now before 
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Who ne er had left his love. 


For who that once did prove, 


The pangs which abſence brings, 

Tho” but one day, he were away, 

Could pitture thee with wings. 
Tho' but one day, Ce. 
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How ſoon our anger flies, 
One dy apart tis ended, 
Behold him and it dies. 


Laſt night your roving brother, 

1 Enrag'd | dad depart, 

And fure his rude preſumption, 

Deſetv'd to loſe my heart, 

re me, 
In fpite of injur'd pride, 

I fear my eyes wou'd pardon, 
Before my tongue could chide. 

By him we love, Sc, 


| | With truth the bold deceiver, 


To me thus oft has ſaid, 
In vain would Clara flight me, 
In vain ſhe would upbraid; 
No icorn thoſe lips difcover, 
1 Where dimples laugh the while, 
No frowns appear reſehtful, 
Where heaven has ſtamp'd a ſmile, 
By him we love, Sc. 
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Cou E, my gallant ſaldier, come, 


To the call of Cupid's drum: 


1 Tho' my honour be engag d, 
1 now thy love. beſieg d. 
Come. my gallant, Se. 

K 3 


10 

My hand I then gi'm without thought of his flock» 

While even the brook murmur'd faithful Fock + 
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Wu AT bard, oh rime, diſcover, ho 
With wings firſt made thee move, 

Ah! ſure he was ſome lover, 7 


* 


| Down of dover, thy coat of mail 

Softeft —— thy triumph hail ; 

. Myrtle wreaths, thy brows entwine, 

And that pleafing taſk be mine. 
Come my gallant, Ce. 


Huſh'd the rrumpet's bragen throat, 
Hark ? the flure's meiodious note: 
Mars ſhall ſleep, and diſcord ceafe, 
All is barmony and peace. 
Come my gallant, Cc. 
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Sars cn to me, Ire > thought is my head, 


I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 


So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene'er it is done, 
You'll quarrel and you'll parc again as ſure as a gun. 
And ſo when you're married, poor amn ro Wight, | | 
You'll bill itand coo it from morning till aight; 
Colin, you'll find it bad ſun, 


Bout truſt me good 


| I laid down without care, and 1 wak'd with repoſe, 


There on wings of hefte m. 
He'll be there to- morrow. 


| Come, my ſhepherd, * | 
Where can thou be faying ? | : 
Love who wants thee now at home, 
Chides thy long delaying; = 
From to-day I'll never rove, © 
But be blith and bonny, 
For I never more ſhall live, 
Without my ſweetheart Jobray. 
| I Once was a maiden 28 freſh as a coſe, _ 
And as fickle as April weather, 


With a heart as light as a leben. 
With a heart, &e. 


I work'd with the girls and I play'd with hc men, 
I always was romping'or ſpinning, * 


—— 


Inſtead of which you'll Schr & fcratch as fureas gun | And what if they pilfer'd a kiſs now and hon. 


But ſhould the prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be as ſupple, and as ſoft as her glove; 


Vet be the a ſaint, and as chafte az a nun, 


You're faſten d to her apron ſiriogs as ſure an gun! 


Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with u leer, 


You would not ſerve me ſa, I m certain my dear, 


Ia troth I replied, I will anſwer for none, 
But do as other women do, as ſure as a gun. 


5 — 
W's me joy, ye nymphs and (wains, 
Fobnny comes to morrow, 
He ſhali quickly giad the plains, 
Banith care and forrow; 
He had left us now too long, 
Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 
- But he'll bring us dance and ſong, 
And ev'ry ſmiling pleaſure. 


If I'vetime I'll deck the bower, 
Once my ſwain belighting, 

Twine it round with taany a fow'r, 
And with ſweets inviting; 

There he talk*d ſo well of love, 
Woa my heart from ſorrow; | 


Warn 


4 * aaſw'ring his food tale, 


1 hope "twas not very great fanning. 

I hope, &c. 

41 wedded a huſband a8 young 2s ell, 

And for every frolic-as willing, | 2 
Together we laugh's when we had nord 
| And welaugh'd when we kad not a — 


And we, Ce. 
| He's gone to the wars, W = 
For his pains he iz welcome to fpendit, 
| pang Sa os el, 
Lord help me I never hall mend it. 
Lard help me, GW. 
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wars alarms entic's my Milly om me, 
My poor heart with grief did figh, | 
Exch fond remembrance brought freſh ſarrow on me, 
"Woke e re yet the morn was nigh, . | 
No other could delight him: 
Ah! why did I ere ſight him, 


Which drove bim far, | 
| Amid the rage of war, E 
And left Sy the thius to bewail, Oy 


But 1 no longer, though 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For ere the lack to morrow hall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent lese, . 
The hoſtile country over,, 
I'll fly to ſeck my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry theax"ning, fear, 
Nor diſtant ſhore, ' -- 
Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from dv - 
— — 318 — 
Tax fife and drum — 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me, 
With my true love I ſoon will be, 
For who ſo kind, ſo true as be, 
With him in every tail TU ſhare, 
To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care, 
Esch peril I'll dare, 
All hardſhips Ill * 
For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad 


Thea if kind heaven preſerve my 2,2 

What rapturous joy ſhall hie prove, 
Swift thro“ the camp ſhall my foorkeps bound, 
To meet my William with conqueſt crown's, - 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom 


pelt, 
Soon ſhall be huſh his cares to reſt, 


Claſp'd in theſe arma, 
Forget war's alarms, a | 
For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the Ind for me. 7 
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To eaſe my ne — 

And much I fear I was to blame; 5 
For tho' love's — concar feel, 
The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal. 


The bluſh that, ſpeaks the ſaften d mind, 
The figh that notes the with behind; 

The tear which down the cheek will ſtcal, 
With cautious art we ſhould ronceat. 


And yet if hondur gufges the youth, 
And welcome love is lei N 
With joy at Hymen's porch 
Nor Stirs our weakiefs to ce 
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Soxor for Ladiry. 


Won betive each tender fair, 


2 


| PATIE is a lover gay, 


8 1. what care I for mam or dad? 


Why let em fcold and bellow, . 
For while I live, I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 


| The laſt fair day on Gender green, 


The youth, he danc'd fu well-o, 


] So ſpruse a lad was never ſeen, 


As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 


| Says he my dear, I N fee you home 
| I thank'd the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell o, 

Tl kiſs you here by this —— light 

Lord what a charming fellow. 


' You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp's my breath, 
Ye bells ring out my kaell. o, 

Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 
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Who now beholds you muſt adore you; 
Such a ſhape, and ſuch an air, 


1 Will make each beauty fall before you. 


' Narciſſus fate and yours were one, 


1] You'd die as many a fop has done, 
Oaly of himſelf a lover. | 
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His brow is never cloady, 


Inis breath is ſweerer than new den 


His face is fair and ruddy; 
Shape is handſome, middle fize, 
| He's ſtately in his walking, 


— WO FIR 


&, E ſhining of hit n forprize, 


Tis heav'a te hear him talking, 


Could you but yeur own charms diſcover, 


* 
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Laſt night I met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There many a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing, 

He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of ony, 

That gave me leave to fing fa fine, 
O corn riggs they are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'dz 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Then I'll comply, and marry Pat, 
And ſoon my cockernonny, 
He's free to tow ale air or late, 


Where corn riggs they are bonny. 
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Warn May day buds on trees were ſeen, 


And flow'rets deck'd the ground, 
When my laſt birth-day told nineteen, 
And time came ſmiling round: 


My mother oft, with anxious care. 


With how, and where, and when, 
Wou'd teil of many a wily ſnare 
That ſhe had 'ſcap'd from men. 
Then bade me ſhun young Jocley: art, 
F rom his embraces fly, : 
Left he ſhould fleal my ſimple heart, 
But no, indeed, not I. | 


His bair was flazen, and he ſung, 
Like any nightiogale 3 | 

His cheeks were roſy, and his tongue 
Told many a flatt ring tale: | 

He met me here, he met me there, 
Wirb kiſs, and ſong, and ſmile ; 

At mill and meadow, wake and fair, 
And at the milking ſtile. 


B, chance, as twere, at night or noon, 


To find him I would fly ; 
Yet if he aſk' d the ſmalleſt boon, 
"Twas no, indeed, not I. 


= i > 


She bade me 


 Sencs for LA DIAS. 


oor Jocky, ven d to be ſo ten J, 
Reſolv'd my oe to prove 


; h ö No more the ſtraggling kiſPhe ſciz'd, 


Nor ſought me in the grove; 


He toy'd with Fenny on the green, 


He gave her kiſſes three; 

By Bridget of the brook 'twas ſeen, 

'Twas Bridget told it me! 
Fd un young Focky*s art, 

From his embraces fly, | N 


| Left he ſhould ſteal my tender heart, 


But no, indeed, not l. 


At length he aſk d of me to wed, 


With many a tender vow; 

I ſmil'd, 1 fimper'd, hung my head, 

And look'd, I ſcarce know how: 

1 wiſh'd, I fear'd, I fearce knew what; 

He bluſh'd, and begg d, and ſigh'd, 

He preſs'd, and ſaid, You'll ſurely not 
Refuſe to be my bride? 

Lord help me ! how could I refrain? 
'T were. finful too to lye ; 


| So when he aſked that again, 


"was no, indeed, not I. 


With downcaft looks and ſighing; 
Yet never caught me in the mood - 


| For ſoftneſsor — — ; 
Till told by Phillis o grove 
(And the I hop's was Joking) 


| Her ſiſter Suſan heard his love, 


Now was not that provoking ? 

Till told by, Se. I 5 
Next ev'ning, ere the ſun was down, 
| To Suſan's cot I hied me, 
A little after came the clown, 

He ſimper d v hen he ſpied me: 
Convinc'd what Phillis {aid was true, 


With paſſion almoſt « ing, 


I bit my lips, he mild, n Se; 
| Now was not that provakiag. 


I” 
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For tice woche months bad Horry ſued, 


When, whiſyer'd in the ear by prid 
To ſee me vex'd would pleaſe him; 
My anger I reſolved to hide, | 

To flirt, be gay, and teaſe him; 
To laugh as well as he, I try'd, 
While Sue bis check was firoking, 
But ſomehow 'tway, | believe I cry'd, 
Now was not that provoking. 
To laugh as well, Sc. 


Since when I've found out to my coſt, 
At home I'd beft have tarry'd; 

For Harry's love I've ſurely loft, 
As he and Sue are marry d. 

Lead apes! na, that I will not do; 
But I muſt erT my croaking, 

hett 1 ſhould loſe your patience too, 
And that would be provoking. 

Lead apes, Sc. | 


— 
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AX my tongue, it is a ſhame 2 
Merlin, (ure, is much to 
Nor to let it ſweetly flow. 
Yet the favours of the great, 

And the filly maiden's fate, 
Oft depend on Ves or No. 
Lack a-day! 

Poor Fatima 

Stinted ſo, 

I Ves or No. 


Should I want to talk or chat, 
Tell Urganda this or that, | 
How ſhall I abour it go! 
Let her aſk me what the will, 
I muſt keep my clapper Will, 
Striking only Ves er No. 
Lack a day! 
Poor. Fatima | 
Sti ed ſo, yp 


To Yes or No! ” = 


O! Take this wreathe my hana 
The pledge and emblem of my love; 


'* Soncs for Ladies. 


But thould you, falſe to love and me, 


Wiſh from my fondneſs to be free; 
orboding that my fate is nigh, 
Each griteful flow'r will droop and die. 


* 


—7 —d mn 


ON Meoxday, young Colin, who liv'd in the dale; - 
Came to me when milking, and carry'd my pail; 
He faid that he well had examin'd his mind, 


He'd wed me on Wedneſday, if l wavinclin'd ; 
And vow'd; when we camie to the willow 
If I doubted his truth, he'd ſwear on the book, 
To know if my lover wou'd keep to his vow, 

On Tueſday; the while he was buſy at plow, 

I rant to the cot of old Dorcas below, FA 
And begę d he wou'dtell me the thing I wou'd knowy 
I gave her a fixpence I'd ſav'd from my youth, 

And promis'd another to come at the truth, _ 


Her ſpectacles quickly ſhe toak from her fide, 
Examin'd my hand, aſk'd me queſtions beſide 3 
Then told me the ſaw, by a ſpark in thy eye, 

17 Calin was willing, 'twis den to cbpl j: 

Then faid, child do this, Teft your wiſhes are eroſi'd, 
For in matrers of love, no time's to de loſt. | 

On Wedneſday he came dizen'd out in his beſt, 

He gave me a poiey to ſtick in my breaſt ; 

Then ſweetly he kiſs'd me, and told me the time, 
And ſaid, let us baſte ere the village bell, chime. 
Bur l, filly I, ſure the worſt of my kigd! 


k's 


5 Reply'd with a ſneer, Sir; Ive alter'd my mind. 


At this, with reſentment becoming the ſwaia. 
He turn'd from a fool, and went off with diſdain z 


as ſoon as he left me, I thought on my fate, 


And the words of old Dorcas, but ah | tas roo lata! 
I ran to the vale, ſeatch'd the hamlets around, 
To find out my ſwain, but no Colin I found. 


On Thurſday, ſo foon as the lark firuck my ear, 


. : 2 
d has. wore, 


| | travers'd the meads in purſuit of my dear; 
I Ping oa, pretty tack, (to the warbler ery'a) 


— iS << ES- 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Thov'rt happy, becauſe thou art true to thy bride: 
But alas! all endeavourt were idle and vain! | 


Not one on the meadows knew aught of my fwain. | 


When Friday was come I grew fick of my lot; 
I ran to the vale. and enquir'd at each cat; 
But ſucceſsleſs, alas! were all efforts to me, 


*T was Saturday, now, and the ſearch I renew'd, 
As luckleſs as ever, the ſearch I purſu'd. | 
On $ I wander'd diftrafted till noon, _ - 
, When the belle gan a peal, delightful in tune; 
1 opt the firſt perſon I met in my way, 
And aſked the cauſe of their being ſo gay; 
Who told me, this morning young Colin had been 
Wedded to beautiful Doll of the green 


That inſtant I ran to the green willow's brook, 
Where Colin had ſwore to be true on a book; 
My garters I bound to the ſturdieſt bough, 

And had ated, ye virgins, I cannot tell how! 
If reaſon had not interpos d with her aid, 

And bade me defift, for a filly young maid. 


Ye maidens who hear me, ne'er act ſuch a part, 


* 


Nor reject the true ſwain who'd yield yuu his heart; 


Comply when be's kind, for I've known to my coſt, 
In matters of love there's no time to be loſt, 
Do this, and no cauſe in your boſom ſhall lurk, 
To make you repent of a pretty week's work. 


Warn my hero in _ appears, 
And ſtands arraign'd for his life; 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; = 
For ab, poor Polly's his wife. | 
Like the ſailor he holds up bis band, 
Diftreſt, on the daſhing wave, 


To. die a dry death at land, 


Is as bad 38 a wat' ry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
A lack, and a well a day 
Before I was in love, 
Oh! every month wa Moy. 


No tidings I heard, nor no Calin cou'd ſee; 1 


ith. 


Sonos for LADIES. 


— 
O'xR the ſeas my 1 — 
Gently blow, e eaſtern gales; 
Love his dear apptoach is hailing, 
Flies to view the ſwelling ſails. 
Ofer the ocean whilſt he's roving, 
Who has brav'd the ſultry clime, 
I endure the pain of loving, 


| 1 grow fick of thought and time. 


Sea n mphs all the while are playing, 
Guard his veſſel ſafe from harms 
But no more ſhall he be ſtaying, 


Damon port ſhall be my atme. 


1 


On his face the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the I. ly. glows ; 
His locks are as the raven black, 
a ringlets woven down his back. 


His eyes with milder beauties beam, 
Than billing dove: befice the ftream; 
His youthful cheeks are beds of low'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing. how ra. 

His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, ' 

And az erect his form he bears. 
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8 INCE ſweet love has poſſeſſion 
Of my fond and tender breaſt, 
Take my free and true confeſſion, 

Friendſhip is too cold a guet. 


| | Love has got the whole direction, 


| Friendſhip has no longer charms ; 
Only mutual, ſtrong affection, 
| Now my raptur'd boſum burns, 


| { Friendſhip now is cool as reaſon, 
| Taftelefs all it's pleaſures prove; 


Love's the paſſion now in ſeaſonz _. 


SAYS 


* + 
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$avs PRs, whe os nies. 
A ftranger to that mind 

Which pity and eſteem can move, 
Which can be juſt and kind? 


Is it becauſe you fear to prove 
The ills that love moleſt x 
The jealous cares. the fighs that move 


The captivated breaſt ? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe, 
We every bliſs muſt gain; 

That heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never felt a pain, SM 


S0und the fife, beat the drum, to my ſtandard repair, 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; 

At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I'm 
The men's courage and valour to try: 

Tis your king and your country now call for ow 
And the ladies command you to ga; Laid, 

By me they announce it, and you, who re q 

Or refuſe, our vengeance ſhall know. 


1 firſt to the fingle—rtheſe things I declare, 
(So each maiden moſt firmly decrees,) 

Not a kiſs will be granted, by black, brown, or fair; 
Not an ogle, a figh, or a ſqueeze. 

o the married—if they but look glum, or ſay, no, 
Should the monfieur dare bluſter or huff, 

ſe've determin'd, nem. con. that their foreheads ſhall 
A word to the wiſe isenough. [he w. 


teſe puniſhments we've in terrorem ; proclaims; 

But ſtill, ſhoald your courage be lacking, ** 

2 our dernier reſort; this reſolve ſhall be nam'd 

Which, egad ! will ſoon ſend you all packing, 

Nell the breeches aſſume, pon my honor tis true? 

So determine, maidy, widows, and wives; 

iſt we ll march, e then Loch back, 
Jou, 

ane, and wear em the reſt of our yes, | 


avs 


«Mp 


| 


| 


Sone for Lavizs. 


Since Penny 


N 
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5 
One that would gain a Fl Np lover, 

Maſt at a diſtance keep the flave, ' 
Nor by a look her . diſcover; 

Mea ſhould but gueſs the Ne we have. 
Whilſt they're in doubt, their flame increaſes ; 

And all attendance they will pay 
When we're poſſeſs'd their tranſport ceaſes, 

And vows, like vapours, fleet away. 1 


4 5 
thinks mean her heart's loveto deny, 


And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not nigh ; 
IT will own, without bluſhing; 2 all the world by, 


That Willy's the lad, the lad for me, 


2 
% 


He brought me a wreath which his head did compoſe, | 


Where the dale-lovinglily was twin d with the role 5 


[Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe, 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. | 
'd; * 


By my*tle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs 
The roſe, like your lips, in vermillion is dreſt'd: 
And the lily for whiteneſs, would vie with your breaſt 


And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 
Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fair, 


But d'ye think I regard her? not I, I declare, 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 

Beneath a tall beach, and reclin's on his crook, 

I ſaw my young ſhepherd 3 how ſweet was his look | 
He aſk'd for one kiſs, but an hundred he took. 

And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


Then what can I do, O inſtruct me, ye maids! 
When a lover ſo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
Wnaſe filence as much as his language perſuades ? 
knows Willy's the lad, the Jad for me. 
6 

Teo ä ne, 

And duty diſtreſs me, | 
Againſt inclin:tion, ah what.can Nay 45 >. | 


No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, - 
My heart, my for d heart, ſays, my Henry i is true: 


I My mother look d crofs, and ery'd, Fanny beware! 


The 


The bee thus 28 changing, 
From ſweet to fweet ranging. 6 
A roſe ſhould he light on ne er 710 fray; 
With captures poſſeſſing. 
In ene ev dlefüng, | | 
Till worn from ber om ne'er flies far away. | 5 
Th. AT little 3 vow, 
Is playing ſuch tricks with my heart, 
1 flutter—1 cannot tell how, 
Yet. feel the ſharp pangs of his dart, 
What cruel, ungenerous ſwain, 
Could ſend this fond urchin to me, 
Whoſe neart was a ſtranger to pain, 
Ande'er rov'd as free as a bee. 


But now my poor ſenſes are 

My ſpiriis are fled from me quite, 
And I'm a poor maiden forlorn, 

No reft can I take day or night. 
How happy, ah! once, fare, was T ! ! 

So cheartully roſe in the morn, 
But now am addicted to figh 

For him that I treated with ſcorn. 


Young Caledon muſt be the ſwain, 
None like him appears to my view 
He caught my ford heart on the plain, 
Ah! ſhepherd, I'm wretched for you: 
Oh ! come then, dear youth, and be kic.d, 
No longer Aldanstul Tu be, 
But harbour content in my mind, 
And think upon no one but thee. 
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Tux Qury goes, that fiter Br, 
Reſoiv'd to play the field coquette,  _ 
Amongf the ruſtie breed: | 
But tir'd of flirting on the green, 
She cry'd, who'd live, to * 
Not 1, not l, indeed. 


Away ſhe flies, leaves ev" ry 3 
To tell his tale by winter fire, Mo 
While hearts like charries deed? 


+ FI 


3 


| 


LY 


Gin e'er he 


Sones for LabI Es- 
ut what's all this to I? ſays ſhe; 


A rural life won t ds for me; 
It won't, it won't, indeed. 


| Give me the Park to flaunt about, 
The play-beuſe, Ranels 


agb, and route. 
But how did this ſucceed We” 

Admir' d by lords, the loſt her fame, 
On ev'ry window glar'd her aame, 
Tis true, tis true indeed. 


At length the ſought the ſſighted plain, 
Grew a good girl, careſs d her ſwain, 
And ſoon they were agreed: 

Will you not. love me. now ? he ſays. 
O yes! the logeſt vights — days, 
Tu love, 158 n ; 


3 
Wirn e tuneful pipe and e d 
Young" Vu won my heart, 
A — +. could aa ſee, 
All beauty without art, - 
Willy's rare, and Witly's fair, 


Ana Willy's wond'roug bonny ; 


And Willy fays be'l] marry me 
U marry ony. 

O came you by yon wager-fide, 
ul d you the roſe or lily, 
Or came you by yen meadow green, 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Will. p 

Will's race, and Willy 5 fair, &e, 
Sin now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flow'rs ſpread o'er ik fleid, 


rudert my lad mon — 


And lead him to n s ſhield, 
Willy 5 rare, and Via s fair, &c. 
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Si (hat rand my tage foe 4. 


 » a# | 


Bid him ſy o maks me e,. 


Whit 1 ray ior groves mentider, © 


durlio 


Purling rills be gently flowing, 
Op'ning glades your ſweets dĩſtill; 

Sooth a heart's inceſſant glowing, 
With content my fancy fill. 


Haſte, ah haſte! my lover to me; 

Fear not, now, my cold diſdain : 
While, ſweet ſhepherd, you purſue me, 

To keep my heart I firive in van. 
Tno- man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour, obey; 
At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation muſt pull in their horns ; 


For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free, 


Away with your doubts, your ſurmiſes, and fears, 
'Tis Venus beats up for her gay volunteers; 

Enliſt at ber banner, you'll vanquiſhywith eaſe, 

And make of your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe; 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 
When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


The rights of your ſex, would you e er ſec reſtor'd, 
Your tongues ſhou'd be us d as a two-edged ſword ; 
That ear piercing weapon each huſband muſt dresd, 
Who thinks of he marks you may place on his head; 
Then wiſely uni:e, till the men all agree, 

That woman, dear weman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all as meek as a lamb, 

Be ſubje& to, zounds! do you know who am? 
Demeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men ; 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſce, 
Tho huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free 


2 
To little or no purpoſe I ſpent many days, 

In ranging the Park, th“ Exchange, and the plays; 
For ne er in my rambles, till now, did I prove 

So lucky to meet with the man I cou'd love. 

Oh! how am I pleas'd, when 1 think on this man, 


That I 6nd 1 muſt leve, let me do what I can, 


Soncs for Lapis. 


[Youre z 


How long I ſhall love him, I can no mare tell, 
Than hid I a fever, when I Huld be well. 

My paſſion ſhall kill me before I will ew it, 
And yet I would give all the world he did know it x 
But oh, how I figh, when I think ſhould he woo me, 
I cannot deny what I know wou'd undo mel 
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Roger be courted me for a whole year, 
He fighed and made ſuch a moan, 
That I lov'd him, yet dare not to tell him (thro' fear) 
So I vow'd that I would lie alene. 
He ſaid, and he ſwore, if I'd be his bride, 
He would bring me to fine Lenden town, | 
I ſhould ſee Fox's Hall and the playhouſe beſide, 
But I ill ſaid I would lie alone, | 


Avay Ginn Te cent, De Ame Ge file 
ere I ſaw him give Sas 2 green gown; 


[1 wiſh'd from my heart that I had not gone there, 


And hop'd that ſhe might lie alone : 

I redden'd and figh'd, I danc'd and I cry's, 

And my heart ſent forth many a groan 

To get him again all my arts they were try d, 

For I now thought l'd not lic alone, 

T'other ev*ning he came to my cot, with a ſmile, 
And aſk'd if I kinder was grown ; 

[ told him no longer his hopes I'd beguile, 

Nor would | lie longer alone; | 

To London we came, to the playhouſe I've been, 

| And then de-r Foxbell was I ſhewn; | 

Such dreſſing, ſuch dancing, ſuch fights have I ſeen, 
That I am glad I no moce lie alone. | 


| 44 

Tur morning young Feckey would make me his 
He ſtole to my chamber, and iat by my fide; [brice, 
| When he open'd the curtains, ſuch joy twas to me, 
That my heart play'd a rune, that went pitty patty. 
But feigning to fleep (ob, how great was my bliſs !) 
So gently, ſo kindly, he gave me a kiſs ! 
Then my head to his boſom he preſs'd with ſuch gi 
That my heart play's a tune, that went pitty patty, 


L Grown 
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A ſecond ſalute Then twas time to awake. 
Ariſe, love, he ſaid, to the kirk let us flee, 
As our hearts play a tune that goes pitty patty. 


W IW ee b 
HEN hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break, | 
My life appear'd-worthleſs my care, 
But now I will fay't for thy ſake, 


Where'er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him ever in ſight, 


With parience.I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms, 


Hope time away till thou appear, 


For ay to lock thee In my arms. 


Whilſt thou was a ſhepherd I priz'd, 


No higher degree in this life, © 
But now l'il endeavour to riſe 

To a height that's becoming a wife, 
For beauty, that's only ſkin deep, 

Muſt fade like the gowans in May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever without a decay. 


Nor age nor the changes of life 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the buſband have ſenfe to approve, 
| 246 
Warn laſt we parted on the plain, 
Fond Damen ſeem d full lothe to go; 
Be kiſyd and ſaid, That ſoon again 
| He'd come and wou'd not leave me ſo; 
For that, ſays he, the time is near, 
And then, my love, I do deſign, 
It is the beſt day in the year, 
To come and be your Valentine. 


I wiſh's the tedious hournto fly, 
And long'd the look'd for day to ſee; 


Sowes for Lapits. 
| Grown hold with ſucceſs, he ventur'd to take, 


And as the time then grew ſo nigh, 
How bleft, thought I, will Nancy be! 


| The morning came, and at my door 


I] heard a noiſe, that ſaid, Incline 
For once, dear girl, if never more, 
To riſe and be my Valentine. 


A thouſand fears diſturb'd my mind, 

| "Twas Thyrfis there in Damon's ſtead, 

I thought my youth was quite unkind, 
Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid, 
I hop'd it could not be a fin, 

In ſpite to Damon now not mine, 

I let the kinder Thy in, 


| And was that ſhepherd's Valentine, 


Nor what I did I now repent, 
For fickle Damon ſoon as light, 
To Lycy on that morning weat, 


And Thyrfis, late but half lov'd ſwain, 
Is now both all and only mine 

[I bleſs the time that once was pain, 
ite came to be my Valentine, 


| e 
WHAT is he gone? and can it be? 

And is ſhe then more fair than me? 
The fight of her might give me pain; 
Bring her not near me, fickle ſwain ! 
And fince that you can leave me fo, 
Go get you gone, for ever go, 


Oh! I in rage wou'd madly tear, 
This gaudy ribband from my hair ; 

| Theſe hated gifts I'd have him take; 
n wear no baubles for his ſake ; 

I ſcorn the gifts and hands untrue ; 
For her hey well enough may do. 


How near was | when with a kiſs, 
He aſk'd my heart to anſwer yes 

To hear him at the altar ſay, 

Vows be'd have broke the ſooneft day | 
There he may love and take his fill, 
And fwear to ber juſt what he will. 


— 


Nor has been fince from out her fight ! 


| He'd kiſs me, and=tighing=he'd kiſt me again, 


A rival's pow'r I now defy, 

She may be bleſt, and fo will I; 
Before tis long I'm ſure to find, 
A ſwain more ſuited to my mind; 


Then farewel, Florio, now for good, TN 


] wou'd not have you if I cou'd. | 
4343 ? 

To court me young Calin came many a mile, 
And oft by my fide he has ſat; 
His meaning 1 often requeſted to know, 

And wonder'd whai he would be at. 
To gain me he ſaid many pretty ſott things, 

Deſcribing the height of tis paſſionz 
When often I've bid him to hold his fool's tongue 

Tho'—faiih—'twas againft inclination, 


I could not help laughing ſometimes | declare, 
When he ſore that he los d beyond meaſure ; 


Proteſting I was his whole pleaſure : 
When I bid him forbear-my heart it ſaid=no, 
"Twas not in my heart o deny; 
And when he requeſtec, if I'd be his wife, 
That moment-I thought I ſhon'd-die. 


The girl that ſays no, never meant it a8 ſo, 
Tho' ſeemingly prudiſh or Nv; | 

She may ſay wh-t the will-but cannot diſdwn 
That no-the word-yes-does imply. 

Oft times as he walk'd he wer}: tell a love-tale, 
And vow, that for me he ſhou'd die; 


But rather than ſuch a miſchance ſhould e'er hap, 


thought I'd much better comply. 

My heart all the time, how it play'd pit a. pit, 
The minute he urg d his requeſt! 

And if, to be teis d-I thought any more, 
It wou'd, to the purpoſe=be beſt. 

To the church in the village next morning we weat, 
All nonſenſe being over and done, 

The prieft at the altar ugited our hands, 
And Calin and I were made one, 

v. 349 
OUNG Jocty who teiz d me a 12 month or more 

Now bolder is grown than was mortal before, 


Sons for Lapits, 
{He whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin ſhould hear, 


- 


And he preſſes my lips with a warmth I can't beat» 
With ftories of love he would ſoften my mind, | 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin'd; 


1 But I vw aot a momen Il truſt him alone, 


And when next he grows rude I will bid him be gone, 
Of honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 


And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke: 


He shell find bis miſtake if he ventures to try; 

or, than eld on ſuch terms, oh ! Irather would die, 
With no creature beſide he ſuch treedom dare take, 
Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake: 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt ? 

Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ? 
Oh ! Focky, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Lef you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain * 


it you change your behaviour, to church we will go, 
'i forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay no. 


0 


N Voong Strepbon, a ſhepherd, the pride of the plain, 


Each day is attempting my kindneſs to gain : 

He takes all occaſions his flame to renew; - 
I always reply, that his courting won't do, . 

| He ſpares no rich preſentsto make-me more kind, 


| And exhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind, 


I fay, I'm engag'd, and I wiſh him to go; 
He aſks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay no. 
To Thyrfis laſt Valentine's day, the dear youth, 
tell him I plighted my faith and my truth; 
Taat wealth cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 
And my heart is another's—ſo beg he will go. 
That ſose is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 
And the heart that is honeſt can never be ſold, 
That I ſigh not for grandeur, but look down on ſnow 
Aad to Thyrfis muſt haſten. nos anſwer him no. 
He tears me, and tremhiing all over, eplieij, 
If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: u 


| He-gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 
I pity his ſaff ring, but boldly ſay, no. | 


| try to avoid him in hopes of ſweet peace; 
| He haunts me each moment to make me ſay W 
La | 
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But to-morrow, ye fair ones, with I go; girl that bas beauty, tho” ſmall be her wit 
And e by wheedle the clown or the beau, 
| 351 The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
Warn I enter d my teens, and A | By the aft of that pretty word No. 
conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride ; e When powder'd toupees around are in chat, 

By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance ; Each firiving his paſſion to ſhew, 
For the maids will believe and the men will romance. | wich kiſe me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond exce)l'd, |} Let her anſwer to all be, O no. 
Such a face and ſuch trefſes ſure ne'er were beheld, 


That to gaze on my neck was all rapture & trance | 8 . — tg OP ns - 
Oh, the maids will believe and the men will romance. | ghe £1 muſt refale, if ber empire ſhe'll keep, 
2 Palydore ſaw me e . an; | And No be her anſwer to all. 

nd ſwore to my charms he a conqueſt mo 3 . PIE 
Os his knees he intreated my hand for a dance, | But when — 1 hand, 
Ah, the maids will believe and the men will romance. Her partner in w to goz i 
3 - A houſe and a coach, and a jointure in land, 
He conducted me home when the paſtime was o'er, She's an ideot, if then ſhe ſays no. 
And declar'd he ne%er ſaw ſo much beauty before, 


— 


| * and . as he ſaw me advance, n 8 
11 maids wit believe and the men will romance, | yen preſe'd to his deten, and claſp'd in his arms, 
l | day after day I his company had : Then let her ſay no, if the can. 
ll Ar leogth be declar'd all his flame to my dad; | 
22 —＋ lov'd — and would not advance, Wen vapours o'er ts, 
But — bo er not orgy og 1 | m_ — 5 hg 
My Polydore ſwore be to wed me was willing; 8 | ang ct 


6 When eve embrewns the vert ant grove, 


W 353 And Philomel laments her love, 

_ VV HEN ard the youth his fears forſook, Each figh | breathe my love reveals, 
And that he loy'd 1 fondly heard, And tells the pangs my boſom feels, 
What ſweetneſs was in ev'ry look! | With ſecret pleaſure I ſurvey, 

What eloquence in ev'ry word! | The — in . play, a 
From ber whole flore, to make me bleſs”; _ [I While fongeſt cares my heart employ, 


How gladly would I all the reſt 


Wurn firſt my dear abc g? de to the green hill, 

And I at ewe-milking firſt how'd my young ſkill; 

a 2 man, | To bear the milk bowie nae pain gave ta me, 

Let her liſten and learn it from me, So at eve I was bleft with thy piping and thee, 

His courage to quell, or his heart to trepan, For aye as } milk d, and aye as J ſang, | | 

Ar the time and oceabon agree, | My yellow hairs leddic ſhalt be my oot man. The 
| en 


hill, 
kill; 


When 


men corn riggs waved yellow, and blue hether bells 

loom d bonn) on mooriand, or ſweet riſing fells; 

ae birns, briers, or brakens, gave trouble to me, 
þ | eat the ſweet berries when gather d by thee L 
rayeas I walk'd, and aye as | ſang 
y jellow-hair'd Jaddie ſhall be my 1 man. 
den you ran, or you wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 

nd came off the victor, my heart was aye fain, 

ive me trill all theſe pleaſures, my ſtudy ſhall be, 

o male myſelf better and ſweeter for thee ; 

rr aye as | wedded, and aye as I ſang, 

y yellow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my good man, 


HEN I ſee my me. languiſh, 
With his tender love oppreſt, 
ſhen I ſee his pain and anguiſh, 
Pity moves my tender breaſt. 


epbon's plain and humble nature 
Mov'd me firſt to hear his tale; 
ephon's truth, by every creature, 
I: proclaim'd through all the vale, 
we and am belov'd again, 

o more ſhall Serepbon figh in vain ! 
e ow bo his faith, and find it true, 
| all my coyneſ! , bid adieu. 


O take in good part eq ſqueeze of the hal 
hat language of lovers who dare not demand, 
nd when with another as cloſe and as dear, 
have made him believe his h s near; 


at you meant no ſuch thing, but was playing the 
oor Fehr oder: be free, 
aight to reply with the toe _—_— 


0 expreſs with your your inward 
| thus with full hopes io kindle his fires ; 
Then to tell bim a tale, Ce. 


den to tell him a tale of a cock and a bull, | fool. 


Soxes for LADIES. 


» 


o let him, proceed on to bliſs; 
To ſuffer the ſnatch'or the theft of = kiſs ; 


When coyneſs retreating unwilliagly flies; 
| Thea to tell him, &c. 
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Younc Tiyrfe, ye egen tone; 
I look all around for the ſwai 
He's fled, and joy with him is flown; 

He leaves me to ſorrow and pain. 
Where is it I madly wou'd rove? 
Can ye tell me what's left worth my ſtay ? 
Too late I perceive it was love 
All the while led my fancy aftray. 
What avails if I tarry behind, 

Now my heart he has ſtole quite away? 
No comfort on earth ſhall 1 find, 

No reſt or by night or 


When he ſung, oh! 1 liften'd with glee 


When he ſmil's, how I languiſſi d and figh's i 
Ne'er thought I the moment to fee, 
Than to ſee I cou'd wiſh to have died. 


But who is it comes o'er the 


Tie Thyrfe, the dear, wiſh'd-for youth; 
g Not denth e er ſhall part us , | ween, 


For than death is much fironger his truth, 


The muſe ſaw them meet in the grove ; 


Saw the myid and the ſhepherd all bleſt: 
He vow'd to be true to his love 
She dares not to. whiſper the reſt, 
| — 
War will Delia thus tire, 
And la:iguiſh all her life away, 
While the fighiag crowd admire ? 


"Tis too ſoon for hartſhorn tea. 


| All thoſe difmal | oke and 


Cannot Damon's life reftore; 


n he wants to diſcloſe — — 
den he looks very Glly, and means a great deal 
ben he thinks, it e'er thinking 2 


"ll now gratis wiſkthe eaſe of bis pain ;[brin 
Then to tell him SR Tc, 


{ Long 2g0 the worms have eat him, 0 

Dees nar — 
Once again conſult your 
—— 
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M ben ſighs anſwer murmurs, — DID; 
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So much weeping (on will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew. 
1 like you was born a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean; 
The diſeaſe, alas ! is common; 


Sonos for Lapres. 


— 161 — 


Tas i blitheft bird that Tings in May, 
Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'er more gay, 


Than I; ah well-a- day! 


Than I, ah well-a day! 


Single, we have all the ſpleen. } Ere Colin yet had learn'd to figh, 


All the moralg that they tell as, 
Never cur'd the ſagrow yet: | | 

Chuſe, among he pretty follows, —— of 
One of humour, youth and wit. 

Pr ythee hear him ery morning, 
At the leaſt an hour or two; 

Once again at night returning: * 
I believe the doſe will do. 

| Ox E morning young. Roger accoſted me 1 | | 


Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a huſs. | 


Lord! fellow, ſaid l, mind your plouzh and your cart; 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for — 
Thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


Wel! then, to be ſure, he grew-civil enough, 

He gave me a box, with a paper of ſnuff; 

I took it, I own, yet had fill ſo much ast 
To cry, thank you for no hing with all my heart. 
He ſaid, If ſo be he-migh; makeme his wife. - 
Good Lord! I was never fo daſh'd in my He ' 
Vet could not help laughing to fee the fool Rat, 
When I thank'e bita for nothing with all my heart. 
Soon after, however, he gain'd m confent, 
And with him, on Sunday, to chapel I went; 

But ſaid, 'twas my pgoveneſs more than his deſert; 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my. beatt. ; 


The parſon cry'd, child, vou muſt aſter E ſay, - 


And then talk'd of hongys, and love, and obeys 3 
But faith, when his reyer Aer to that part, 


There! thank's hittfornething with all My deat, 


At night our briſk gejphhaurs, the Racking wouid 


J muſt not tell tales, = ISAT what I know;[throw, 
Young Roper confeſſes l ve'd all his ſmar; 


4 Ah no; Gas 


, 4 
$ 


Or I to gueſs thereaſon any 


Oh love, ah well-a-day! 
Oh love, ab well-a-day ! 


| We kiſs'd, we toy d, we neither knew 
* IFrem whence theſe fond endearmenti grew, 


Till he, ah well a day! 

Till he, &e. 

By time and other ſwains made wiſe, 

Began to talk of hearts and eyes, 
And love, ah well-a-day! 

And love, Ee. 95 


Kind nature now took Colin's part; ; 
My «yes inform'd againſt my heart: : 
My heart, ah well-a-day ! 

My heart, Ec. 

Strait giow'd with thrilling ſympathy, 
And echo'd back each ones figh, 
Each figh, ah well-a day! 

Each figh, &c. 


Can love, alas ! by words be won? 
He aſk'd a prov, a tefider one. 
While I, at well-a day! 
While r Et. 

In ſilence bluſh'd a fond reply: 

| Can he who truly loves deny? 
Ah no, ah well-a ay" 


47 +2 a1 


As other day i int barmlefs chat, 


Admiring this, admiring that, 
Together eee: : 


And l chank'e him for 10 nething Al 75 N 


Young Damon wet ud in the „ e, 
I Ow joy La an 7 


bs ei: 


With Sylvia I was walking, * Ms 


He preſt my hand, then wiſper d, love, 
O what a charming creature! 
His paffion oft times he exprein'd 
In words ſo ſoft and kiad + 
I felt a ſomething in my breuſt, 
But doubts were in my mid. 
I told him be with Doll was ſeen, -- 
And ſure he came to meet hes; 
He vow'd I was his only Queen, 
O what a charming creatuse! 


To yonder church then ſhall we go? 


He preſt me to comply; 3 
(How can the men thus teaze one ſo?) 


I try'd from him to ff: r 
And will my Delia name the day 

Let Damon kindly gest her? 
Thus cloſely preſt, what could I-fay + 

To ſuch a —— Gs 5 


6 

As 1 wa ganging o'er 363 lee, 
I chanc'd to look behind, 

And wha right glancing ſhu'd I ſee 
But Woodland Fce the Hind? 


When we had gang'd the braes a-while, 


He ſaid to me, my dow, 
May I not fit upon this file, 
And kiſs your bonny mou? 
Kind Sir, ye are a wee miſta'en, 
For I am nane of theſe ; 
I hope ye ſome Mair breeding ken, 
Than ruffle laſſes claitha. 
The lad was checke d. and vow'd to ſeele 
Young Jane yi” blithſome brow ; 
She'd let him claſp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou”, | 


I ca'd him then proud: — 
And laith te be ſaid nay's 
A ſonſy thought he ſtasted chen, 
And nam'd the wedding day. 
He's braw and blith, I lik'd Ri «ee, 
1 * frown upon hin . 6 
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1 


. 


At nae mair ſhall I meet wi” my Sandy — 


| How can the trumpet” 8 loud clarion 


Oh cud na' the Ewe Bughts and Mariam, 
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Tho” bolder grown, his vows to ſeal, 
He kits'd my bonny mou', 


m— — — | 
I Sigh and lament me in vain, 
' Thete walls can but echo my moanz 
Alaz! it increaſes my pain, 
| When I think of the days that are gone. 


"| Thro' the gate of my priſon I ſee 


The birds as they wanton in air; 
My heart how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with deſpaire 


Above the oppteſt by my fate, 

I burn with contempt for my foes, 
Tho! fortune has alter d my ſlate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe 2: * 
Falſe woman, in ages to come, 

Thy malice deteſied ſhall be, 

And when we are cold in the tomb, 

Some heart ſtill will ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, 
With filence and ſolitude dwell, | 
How comfortleſs patſes the day, 
How fad tolls the evening bell ! 
The owls from the battlements cry, | 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around; 
O Mary ! prepare thee to die, 
My blood it runs cold at the found ! 
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[Wu you go to the Ewe \Bvghes, NMar in 


And wear in the ſheep wi” me ? 
The mavis fings ſweetly, my Marion, 
But nae ſa ſweetly as thee. 
Theſe aft were the words of my Sandy, 
At night in the how of the glen, 


For Sandy to India 1s gone. 


Thus ſend a' the Shepherds afar ! 


** 
bm 


Pleaſe mair than the deren of war | | 
But, 


a | . - Sones for Lapres. 


But, oh! 't's the gate o them a", Sirsn, 
In ſeeking for grandeur and fame, 
The lads daily wander awa! Sire, 


And leave their puir ſweethearts at hame. 


Quick Vresr. 
But now that the troubles are over, 
And we're likely again to have reſt; 
I hope to get haud of my rover, 
And grip him again to my breaft. 
Oh! then to the Ewe Bughts ſhall Marion 
Hie after! dear Sandy wi' thee; | 
And when thou act wedded to Marion, 
Fu' blu hſome and blett ſhall we be! 
| Younc Seb, prize of yonder plain, 
Long ſtrove my fi kle heart to gain, 
With many an amorous ditty: 
I, ſmiling, heard the love fick ſwain, 
Wich ſigh and ſong expreſs his pain, 
And told him "twas a pity. 
With hopes :o pleaſe, laſt Whitſun fair, 
He brougit me ribbons for my hair, 
Wi h other preſencs pretty: 
Then, ſmiling, ſu'd the ſame I'd wear; 
To eaſe his anxious heart from care; 
I faid twou d be a pity, 


Next morning, early, on the green, 

With Kitty, toying, he was ſeen; 
He cali'd her fair and witty 3 

I ſmil'd, th» fir to burſt with ſpleen, 

To fee him kiſs the little queen, 

And cry'd it was apity, 

This cunning ſwain the conflict ey'd, 

And kinoly gazing while | figh'd, 
Forfook the hand of Kitty: 

Then, ſmiling, begg d 1'd be his bride, 

I anſwered yes, or fure he'd dy d, 
And that had been a pity, 
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Cx ast! ceste, bean-eating tears; 
_ you Batr'ring _ 


| Had®t thou dy'4 there unſeen, 


Which ſeven tedious years 
Ta me to bear. 
Tears are for lighter woes 3 

Fear no ſuch danger knows 


As Fate remorſeleſs ſhews,. 


Endleſs deſpair ! 
Dear cauſe of all mypain, 
On the wide ſtormy main 


Thou waſt preſerv'd in vain, 
Tho” ftill do d! 


My wounded eyes had been 


Sav'd from the direft ſcene 


Fe, e 


Lern 


2 ſeenes of — 2 — firife, 
And only tafte thoſe tranquil joys, 

Which Heav'n beftows on rural life! 
Innocence ſhall guide my youth, 

Whilſt Nature's paths I fill purſue, 

Each Rep | take be mark d with truth, 

And Virtue ever be my view. 


Adieu ye gay, adieu ye great, 
I ſee you all without a figh, 


| Contented with my happier fate, 


In filence let me live and die; 
Sweet Peace Ill court to follow | me, 
And woo the Graces to my cell, 
For all the Graces love to be 
Where Innocence and Virtue dwell. 


Tax ruddy morn 2 der the brae, 
As blythe 1 gang d to milk my kiae; 
When near the winding bourn of tay, 

Wi' banny gait, and twa bleck een, 
A bighland lad ſae kind me tent, 
| Saying, ſonſy laſs, bow vg wi” you ? 
Shall I your pail tale oer the bunt? 

"Twas yes, kind Sir, and I thank you too. 


Again he met me? the Cen, 


| 


Az were linkan oer the les 


To 


o join the dance thetreen, 

And ſaid blithe Info I've gang wi thee. 
ze braw he Jook'd i“ th' bighland gear, 

His tartan plaid, and bonnet blue, 
ly heart ſtraight whiſper'd in my ear, 

Say yes, kind Sir, and Ithank you too. 

ſe danc'd untilthe gleaming moon 

Gave notice that twas time to part; 
thought the reel was o'er too ſoon, 

For ah! the lad had ftaw' my heart. 

e ſaw me hame acroſs the plain, 

hen kifs ſae ſweet, I vow tis true, 

hat when be aſk'd to kiſs again, | 
"Twas yes, kind Sir, ane I thank you too. 


rown bauld he preſs'd to ſtay the night, 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto bis breaft 
lowt lad | my mither fair wou'd flyte, 
Gin that I grant wi'out the prieſt. 
ing firſt fore him, gif ye be leel, 
I ken right what I then maun do; 
or aſk to kiſs me when you will, 
'Twill be yes, dear love, and 1 thank you too. 


J7O- — 
I tell me, ye ſhepherds, that li ve on the lee. 
as er a young vis gina more virtuous than me! 
Ince nineteen long winters I've fairly ſeen o'er, 
ad my virtue preſerv'd, can a maiden ſay more! 
— remain, yet am noprudiſh Miſo, 

vr I could if I would, long e' er this done amiſs, 


ly mother, ſo cantious, cries, © Nirry, beware 

Of Thirfis and Damon, and Colin take care 

thank her, and tell her, her words I“ fulfil, 

hat prudence ſhall guide let me go where I will; 
vt did ſhe reſtrain me, I promiſe her this, 

very much fear that I might do amiſe. 


ne Midſummer eve, as I walk'd o'er the vale, 
Jay Strepbem 0'enook me and told a love tale; 
leſaid, that he ov d me the moſt of the mead, 
nd would ever prefer me, indeed and indeed; 
thank'd the kind ſhepherd-—he offer d a kiſs, 
ſich I Kindly accepted, as nothing amiſs. 
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He told me, I look d like the Cyprian Queen; 

But ſurely more charming in manner and mien; 
Icurtfied and thank'd ; he ſaid in the grove 

r I'll hew my dear Kitty the hower of love ; 

But as I ſuſpected ſome miſchief io this, 

I erew back my hand, and did nothing amiſs. 


| The evening was fair and the ſeaſon was mild, 


And as I had heard much of ma dens beguil'd, | 
Ry heark ning too much to the ſuit of a ſwain, 

I left the fond ſhepherd alone on the plain, _ 
And ran home to milking, (no harm was in this) 
Since caution prevented my doing amiſs. 


The ladles of pleaſure may laugh at my rule, 

And ery—“ the young wench is an innocent fool” 
But let me juſt tell them by way of a pun, 

The men I admire, but their artifice ſhun; 

I'm ſatisfied now in pure innocent bliſs, _ 


And when Hymen approves, I'll not do amiſs. 


Is Summer, when the R hk were green, and bloſ- 

| ſoms deck d each tree, | ſro me; 

Voung Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs love 

On — s flow'ry banks we ſat, and there he told 
his tale t 

Oh Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, O let fond love prevail! 

Ah well-a-day, you ſee me pine in ſorrow anddeſpair, 


Vet heed me nor, then let me die, and end my grief 


and care. ay thanksy 
Ah ! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch love dem nde 
And here I voweternal truth on Shannon's flow ry 

[ banks. 


And here we vow d eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, [ſuch actleſs pranks, 
And then we gather d ſweeteft flowers, and play'd 
| But woe is me, the pꝛeſi · gang came, and forc'd my 

Ned aways [ wedding day. 
Ju when we nam VU next morning faic—to be our 
2 he cried, they force me hence, but ſtill my 


| heart is thine» is mine z 


Legende rf i. wy hdd Par, while war androil 


With riches I'll return to thee I ſobb'd out words 
of thanks [banks, 


And then he vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow ry 


And then he vow d eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, ranks, 
And then I ſaw him ſail away, and join the hoſtile 
From morn to eve, for twelve dull months his ab- 
ſence ſad I mourn'd. [ne'er return'd. 

The peace was made - the ſhip came back—butTedd 
His beauteous face, his manly form, has won znoble 
pair, 


* 


fair | 
My Teddy*s falſe, and I forlorn, muſt die in ſad deſ- 
Ye gentle maidens ſee me laid, while you ſtand round 
in ranks | [ banks, 
And plant a willow o'er my head on Shannon's flow ry 


Wu. mean 


Tis the foe to the Amazons! arm, virgins, arm ; 
With the helmet of virtue diſtinguiſh your brow, 


Sons for Lavins, 
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s this loud tumult, this conſtant alarm? 


Vice and folly their flags now diſplay to full view ; i 
To conquer by prudence belongs now to you : 

In the fair field of fame then exert ev'ry charm, 
And let the loud trumpets ſound, arm, virgins, arm 


Rear the ſtandard of honour, the flag of our race, 

With the trophies now won without blame or diſgra: 
' When proudly thoſe lords of the world would contron 
That chatm of diſtinction, a woman's free ſoul ; 
When we drove them inglorious away from the fiel 
And by prudence and virtue compell'd them to yield 
Then rouſe to the battle, exert ev'ry charm, {arm 
While the trumpet loud ſounding cries, arm, female 


Thus the Amazons once, as by poets we re told, 
In defence of their honour and conduct were bold; 
Defied each vain coxcomb of powder and prate, 
And nobly determin'd to be a free ſtate : 

Ye females of Britaia, adopt the ſame plan, 
And thus prove the brighteſt examples to man; 


And the foes to our peace we ſhall quickly lay low. 
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| N here, Lucinda, firſt we 3 
W rec Zenn rr 
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ſk the nymphs, the ſwains how gay! 
Content inſpir'd each rural lay: 

The birds in livelier concert ſung, 

The grapes in thicker clufters hung; 

All look'd as joy could never fail | 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale. 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place - 
To northern men, an iron race: 


| How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 


4 


To thoſe who are worthy diſplay ev'ry charm, 
But when others invade you, then arm, females, arm 


Adieu the ſweets of Arno's vale ! 


| ; 2 — —— 

| How pleas d within my native bow era, 
Ere while I paſs'd the day; 
Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs, 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay! 


And all the landfcape round; 
The rivers gliding down the dale, 
The bill with beeches crown d! 


zut now, when urg d by tender woes, 


ew | 
1 ſpeed to meet my dear; 

n, What hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 

arm And ſtop my fond career. 


o moreyſince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee; _ 

hat verdant hill, and filver Rream, 
Divide my love and me. 


LT once I'm in love with A. nymphs that are fair, 
d to ſweets in my garden theſe nymphs I compare; 
or can ſhrub, nor can bloſſom, be better than thoſe, 
nd Fenny's my myrtle, and Choc my roſe, 

My Chloe is fond all her charms to diſplay, 

With the roſe in her cheek, the to all would be gay; 
Dn all paler beauties ſhe looks down with pride, 

1d can bear not a flow'ret to grow by her fide. 


N he thinks not how quickly theſe charms will expire 
„rm That with May they firſt came, and with ſummer re- 


hat pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, [tire ; 
nd love, built on beauty, can't hold with a ſwain. 
ut Jenny, my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
ſo ſeaſon nor age can her features diſplace ; 

ie covets no praiſe, nor with envy is ſtung, 

he always is pleas'd, and is pleafing and young. 
hen, Chloe, I ſudden muſt make my retreat, 

hy roſe is too blooming, too thort-liv'd and ſweet ; 
ut, Fenny, thy myrtle is laſting and green, 

ind all the year thro* thou the ſame ill art ſeen» 


—— — 

UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, ; 

Take a helpleſs Jover's part: 
ire, oh. ſeiae ſome kind occaſion 

o reward a faithful heart, | 


uſtly thoſe we tyrants call, 

ſho the body would enthtall; 
yrants of more cruel kind, | 

T boſe who would enſlave the mind. 
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What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 
Childiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble tate ! 

Catch, yefools, the glitt'ring bait. 
Cupid, god of, &c. 


On! would' thou nn fe ſacred charms 
This deftin'd heart of mine alarms, | 
This deftin'd heart of mine alarms ; 

What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 

The maid that's made for love and me, 

The maid that's, Cc. 


Who joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
Who melts to ſee, Cc. 

From each ungen'rous paſſion free; 
Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the maid, Ec. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtews, 

Who feels the bleſſings, Cc. | 
Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the maid, Ec. 


Whoſe ſimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are al! the natives of her heart, 

Are all the natives, &c. 

| A gentle train, from falſhood free; 

Be ſuch the maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the maid, &c. | 


Avaunt ! ye light coquettes, retire! 
Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 
Where flatt'ring, Cc. | | 
Unmov'd, your tinſel'd charms I ſee, 
More genuine beauties are for me, 
More genuine, Cc. . 


A Sailor's voice, tho coarſe, can raiſe 
A note to melodize his lays, 
And quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 


{ 


Cupid, god of, Sc. 
| + 


. The charms of Highland Nelly, 


The 
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The «ronihg bagpipe hall be mate, 
Such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'iy muſe will tune her Jute 
| In praiſe of Highland Nelly, 
Ye tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blythe content for ever reigns, 
Repeat abroad the honeſt ſtrains 
| Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 
Still be the Lowland laſſes fair, | 
Still be they proud of golden hair; 
But where's the grace, the mien, the air, 
Amidſt her nymphs when Yexu: ſtood, 
Fair as ſhe left the briny flood, 


Unleſs ſhe mov'd no gazer cou'd | 
Diſcern the Queen of Beauty, 


So at a lowland ball I've ſeen 
Unmov d this pretty High/and Queen; 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye gods ! Ive been 
In love with Highland Nelly, 


Y s virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend 
The dictates of reaſon, who value a friend, 
Come lift to my counſel, and mark what I ſay, 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 

Ye, Se. 


Tho' guarded by virtue's all foſtering hand; | 


Tho' modeſty lend you her magicel wand; | 


Tho” innocence deck you with ſpotleſs array, 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


When firſt the gay beauties of nature appear, 
And Phebus' bright ſmile chears the juvenile year; 
When the birdschaunt their amorous notes from each 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


Should Flora propoſe you the vernal delight, 
_ Her delicate paintings exhibit to fight z 

In her meadows and fields, ſhould youfrolic and play, 

Beware, oh ! beware of the dangers of May. 


When the blood briſkly flows, the all-eloquent eyes 


[ (pray, | 
IIa vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 


GrnTLIMIN. 


The boſom quick 
'Tis hard to refiſt all tho dangers of Moy. 


Should an amorous youth this ſoſt ſcene to 
Wich ardour implore the reward.of his love; 
| 136 Hymen attend you his diftates obey, | 


For wedlock removes all the dangers of May. 
. — — 


Væs, D., 'tis at length too plain, 


| My boafted liberty how vain, 


Thy eyes triumphant prove: 
My freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 
But think that freedom nobly loſt, 
By ferving thee and love. | 


t ulld, I laugh'd, with ev'ry fair, 
No jealous pang, no anxious care, 
Did &er my heart perplex ; 'Y 


rim 1 beheld, too lovely mad! 


In thee, with ev'ry grace diſplay'd, 
| The charms of all thy ſex. 


O Pens. queen of ſoft delights, 


Accept a ſuppliant's prayer, 
Who wiſhes to attend the rites 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare: 
[Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airy, 
Yet void of art or ſkill, | 
Whilft he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the hill. ä : 
What ſtrains, O goddeſs ! muſt he find 
To melt her frozen heart, 
Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, 
Nor e'er his pain impait ? s 
Ualeſs thy fon ſhall aid bis lays, 
And love in her infill, 


b * 
at 


Of Party of the hill, 


Her checks with roſe and lily vies, 
N Her breath with ſweet wood bi ne, 
Inferior fer unto her eyes | 


Reveal ev'ry ſeeret the heart would diſguiſes; | 


The ſparkling diamonds mine; | 


-panting with ſorce ſeeme to ſay, I Het 


In v 


Het voice excels the lignet's notes, 
Ts Exceeds the thruſh u fle, 
tore] In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their naten 
How ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
(The charms I moſt . = 
Ia her is ev virtue join d A 
That paſſion can 8 
Her ſoul the Graces 
She _ to Rea 3 3 wi 


I'd = wa 
Tur ſmiliog Worn; the — . T4 


Invite the chearful birds to fing ; 
And, while they watble on each ſpray, _ 


* g 


Love melts rene 1 ; 0 os 


Let vs, , timely wiſe, . 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 


And in-ſoft raptures waſte the day, | # | 


— — 26 of Endermay. 
Among. Sc. 2 3 

For ww the winter oi the year, 

And age life's winter will appear; 

At this thy living bloom will fade, 

As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade t: 

Our tafle of props then is o'er, 


The feather” ay op afe no 5 4 1 5 
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Wich . her ds an 8 | abound bu 

The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

Cambol and danes about their dam, 

The buſy bees with bymming noiſe, * 
And all the reptile kind rejoice 3- 

JLet us ke them then fing and play 

About the Birks of Endermay. 

| 11 


To k ntle 
'O keep my would — bard! : 


Lach toilſome taſk” how eaſy, 
Her love * ſweet rew ed! 


Soxes for — 


| The bee thus uncomplaininz, 
Eſteems no toil ſevere; 
The ſweet reward obtaining 


| Of honey all the year. 


| Cones — 
NSIDER tand Arber how fleeting the plea- 
| That flattergour hope ia purſuit of the fair; ¶ ſure, 
The joys that attend it by moments we meaſure, 

? | But life is 100 little to 3 care, 


- 4 Vainty np e ſtrive 2 4 me, x 


AV ye N 0 blooming Mey 
How ſhould empty ſunſhine A AHN 
ile Lotharia keeps away ? 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 
Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky; 

eyes notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine fills her y og 


— 
Wann you, F elicia, heedleſs ſtray 
Thro' woods and groves and flow'rets gay, 
ee from ev*ry fear, 
xemipt, Sc. 
within thy roſy bow'rs, 


| Þ Content the ſweeteſt influence pours, 


And silds the — year, * 
And gilds, & 
0 anxious. Mok. wade thy breaſt, 
All, all, is tranquil, calm and bleſt, 
1 And Joys on jays abound; | 
ere'er thy fragrant footſteps lead, 
Or in the or on the mead, 
The graces ſimile around. 


Such For be Felicia's fate, 
* tranſports ever 2. her wait, 


12 and men approve 
eſſingt never ceaſe, | 


! May 4 her 22 —— * peace, 


* artiſts, who fue . the trophies of fame, 
Their — paſte; and their genius proclaim, 
Attend 


= 


How! heavy the time ng 4 
Now Julia is out of — 18 A „ 
How dull is the — 
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A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due 
I have found out a padlock to keep d wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs prefide o- dame» 


7 


With the ardours of youth al her all pe inflame ; | 


Should her beauty lead defir 
And langviſhing lovers r= = by N 
Yet fearleſs you'd truſt 4 — n Hay fue, 
When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife 
Tho' the huſband may think that he #iſely reflrajns' 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement ad 
How fatally weak muſt this artificeprove ! [chains 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of Jove ? 
Throw jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adieu; 
Reftraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to * the play, 
All- complying and kind you muſt 2 we her her w 
While her taſte and her judgment youfondly appr 
"Tis reaſon ſecures you. the ane ae of love: 

And, believe as, no coxcomb admiſſion c an fi 
For the fair-one is ſafe, if you padlock her m 


Tho her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently — 


Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend; ' 
Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 


6 — 


K keep 2 wife tue. 


That formerly gave ſuch'4 ci 
The meadows th d ſo'p 
Now loſe all. ure of May; 
The cowſlip and "lev e feen Þ; * 
To droop, fade, and wither aways " 
Bright Phebus r can. p 1 
Gay dere 2 charm BY 
E'en muſic affords me no 


Thy TOs ae gan 5 


Sonos for Gin rasen. | 
| Attend to my ſong, where you'l! certainly find 


. 


R 


*Tis the charm of indulgence that binds de wit ſex, Vexation turn pleaſure, and 
They ne er can prove fall& while this maxim's in view 
 Good-humour's the, 


| { 


f 18 
7 The feſtive bowl, the martial 
The miſers I decline 1 


But] Galt their arguments faicly confute; - 
Undeniabl e that hey do what then dught, 


Fram fifteen to fifty chey're all in — = bay 


50 lo | 
Ne hots 


My flocks too 
And bjeat their com — ia wy my ear; 

No more they <p ws and play, Wi 
But fad, like their maſtery maſter, appear. 

[But ab Lif my Jalta Gere fern, "_ 
My lambs they'd re$vund on the 5 1 
Each flow ret would ſpring ng on the green, * Let 

And nightingales charm me again : 
Return then, my fair ane; retyrn, - | Juf 
| Wr wrt 2 3 T 
s ep o mourn, E. 
* — * | 
1 — 3 TOM , Thi 
dneſs of women . | 


And ſay what you willlzthey are never in-fault. 
ou ſometimes object to their voluble 
hatt — your ears, de 
ould they talk, pretty creatures ! 


ir own lungs 
morning till 


77 #eſeatment again the fair - lex you „ 

ive attention do flanders, and;Nanders believe; 

Behold their ſweet face ent — 
die. 


r wigs eus, 
ow he went. fc wife to 9 
zut it muſt be a „ becauſe one 


ad ik wt nn th 


— ( apeamry ac, 


lenow, 
below; 3 


— 


Buty'er yo 


| Perfection — and to females hel — 
For or women, like monarchs, can der do „ 
[SOME loye w range 8 
1 7 their ſhrine; | 15 The 


— whim, 


* 
, woman's my +>. + ' 


Ws. 
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Like childiſh toys, to to ſome. their joys, | [Unblemiſh's engen, pureſt fame, 
But lovely woman's ie + | „ When beauty II be no more. 
With various arts ſhe charms our hearts, „ — 22 — 
And makes this life disine; 1 F S1NCE'evy cd | on earth's combin 8 
For all the tricks of ul he ſex, 8 . Ho Che face, ih z mind, 
14 Gill have womga. mine, 7 os edn e, 
Let ideots rave, who x Wo 1 my Wert | 


The ſex they 1s W 5 


uſt as ſhe is, ſhe's f Þ pleaſes. - 
J . "I 


Until int fatal hapleſs -— * 
y bert was Bvely, blythe and gay, 


t with ew iy nymph but ſhe 
The ſparkling 1 N 4 froth obs me of 5 liberty. 
When he Theaftcon 


Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 


The bliſe of — m all bliſs | That death muſt be my hapleſs late, 


Es 


love and you do not agree 

To ſet, me at my liberty, 

{Now to the dark ſome woods I rove, 

| 5 the pains of love, 
5 1 And envy eve «+ I ſee 
ng E the — liberty. 
8 4 We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
int, * Anadev'ry idle care diſdain; 

125 &l hve in ſweet tranquillity, 

hy vr with for greater liberty. 


95 tat: man is happy, whole life is moſt free, 

Tow bliſsful a ftate muſt a batchelor's be; | 
FFrom one friend to t*other, with pleaſure he roame, 
FBor a batchelor's welcome wherever he comes. 

If he's bleſt with enough 7 content with his ſtation, 
te whole world hem im for his own recreation 
e's 1 no placea ftr from London to Rome, 
Fre: er he comes is a batchelor's home. 


7 . fa huſband e boaſt greater pleaſure than theſe, 
They re obtain d at th ce of his freedom & eaſe 
hilt with liberty, & merrimentcrown'd, 
- Mc... b batebeloe s mintites of jovially round. 
x; Tho! his houſe ben't fo nice, he is ſure to be neat, - 
_** . _ 'fandtheladicsare always well-pleas'd with bis treat, 

wo may you jt with juſtice claim Iz y the ſmack of their Fps; at a parting, declare 

2 The lofs DIE | 1 Hay _—_ a ad thiak batchelor's fare. 
| * ? M 2 O ra- 
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The peaceable ſtall of a cobler decree, 
Undiſturb'd by the din of a termagant wife, 


Than crown me a king and a cuckold for life. 
To my wiſhes, inſtead of a miſtreſs, commend 


The (lid delights of a bottle and , 
_ Go marry, if hen peck'd and wretched 


'd be; © 
Bur if bleſt, you'd continus fil fa , F 


25 * 
Fax ſweeter than the hawthorn bl 
Whole fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, _ 
And all the meacows fill ; 
Much fairer than the lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the Mill. 


The neighbouring ſwains her beauty fir d, 


With wonder ftruck they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the hill; 

Fach ftrove, with all his ruſtis, 

To ſooth fs charm the honeſt 10. 
Of Patty of the Mill. 


But vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed heart more true to love 
Than turtles when they bill; 
A chearful ſou), a pleaſing grace, 
And ſweet content ſmiles in the face 
Of Patty of the Mill. | 


The good a friend in fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
| And guards it from all ill; 
Ye fair, tor ever conſtant provey 
Be ever kind, be true tolove, 
Like Patty of the Mill. 


23 ——— 

Lovery nn e. *. my anguiſh, 
At yoer feet a tender ſyain 

Prays you will not let him/languiſh 3 
One kind look would eaſe his pain, 


Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not wu need 3 i 


Sonos for GrnTLEMEN, 
O rather, far rather, good fortune, for me, 


4 
1 
l 
* 4 
* 


| Prince of ſang, of dance, of ſports, you 
Scarce will meet his like again. 


Cons ye hours with 4 0-7 _ — 


Bear me to 22. s feet, - 
| Cheerleſs winter mul 1 prove 
Abſent from uhemaid I love ; = 


A * Shew N bled 2 
1 9 25 


N n D aus in — ſo fair, 
| I 2 m call "Tithe moſt rare; 
Tweh iht onde T2 22 her eyes, 
ü the 


1 ; ſtat eir ſkies ? 
| faule ends its-Fweets, as from 1 it blous 


ſaow drops i whiteneſs, its bl b $, the roſe, 
_ [Bright Fenus, her Hair, as from oc ſprung, 
ws Sage Palm, the gecents that fell from 8 
ITho' oatuge, i this creature ſo fe 


*. 46 
2 More it $ han with 
| > young, He not Rub bote mold; 
7 5. ths claines * reſpect, | | Tg 
"a Aer either” me, fine — + a 
PEAS et mobe-38 more cuxiousthan wiſe, 
vs fp ogle:, if ies P 
-4 ef io ze Caf 
= 2 6 | 
I And is more 
| —— $ 


II n ebrthitokens df live ; F 
Il en n be from pride my remove: 
Thus er contents me for woman I prize, 


jAnd be that ſeeks more is more curious han wi rr The 


= —__ 
+ 


9 


4 » 
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ne er ſhall xnt convarla; wag ſhe poſſeſs; 
ad if mute, till the rarity — no les : 

m ſuited to either; for woman I prize, 

nd he that ſeeks mare ie more curious than wiſe, 


hen ceaſe, ye prophane, on ig ſex to diſcant; ; 
you ve wit todifcern, of ah 
ich fair can make h 
ad he that ſeeks 


Noam ae RE Sure 
You treat me . doubts and ſta, £ 


Tou rob all your of its pleaſur * 
1 And hoard-up an ay of, | 
* that 1 
> our maxim, $29 
On charms that will "I 
ou'll find tobe very all- * 1 


When once you i 


2 * 


he paſfongirom beauty 
* Your kindneſSwilly 
3 oft ſmiles ini e 
d, F ruition the Canthigh 


d though the b 
Should be 
nd darknef# po ese 
We ne'er can Ws. 


bearded with 0 
e is — 9 os 


nd 14 when old 
His Joan will, 


beauty orerit Ihe . * 


Their ſe 

den what charme, c 

To make them ſo fond of each o 

it the pleaſing remembrance of yout! 

The endearments that love did beſtow ; : 
thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 

The beſt of all _— below, 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
| Which ficknefs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 

And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenfibly grows 
+ By reviews of ſach raptures as theſe ; 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 


. 1 Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


9 4 
WY 


bv 


; 4 
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zir, poſſe ſs d of ev'ry charm 
captivate the will ; 

boſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whole frow ns at once can kill; 
„ Will yon deign the verſe to hear, 
Whare flatt'ry bears no part; 
An honeſt verſe, that flows fincere 
And candid ey the heart, 


Great is your pow'r ; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage: 


8 Þ Eack nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 


For who's to beauty blind ? 
ut to what end a pris'ner make, 
; Unleſs you ve ſtrength to bind ? 
unnd the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 

rn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 


- Bamefters to little purpoſe win, 


Who loſe again as faſt; 
” beauty may the charm begin, 
[is ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 

| 29 


7 Fr HE filver moon's entmour'd beam 


Steals ſoftly th»o* the night, 

To wanton w:th the winding fiream, 
And kiſs reflected light: | 
To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 


> . 1 May's wakeful vigil keep 


With Kate of Aberdeen, 
M 3 
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The be and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chapiety gay, | 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : | 
The nymphs and ſwains ſhall Al declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, | 
And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new dreſe'd green: 
Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
*Tis Kate of Abereen, 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves deſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, 

Till May in morning - robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen 

The nymohs and {wains exulting cry, 
Here's Kate of — | 

Vr fair who ſhine thro” Brin rifle, 
And triumph o'er the heart; 

For once attentive be a-while 
To what I now impart. 

Would you obtain the youth you lore, 

The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed” 
The bloom of eighteea years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears ; 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt; 


* 


4 dreffing nger the bout Kin, 


Lor let the 
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And you by ftrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt ; 
Be not too — yet tos coy 


Wich prudence lure the happy boy, 


And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 


Aſſume a modeſt᷑ pride; 
And, leſt your thagve your mind betray, 

Is fewer wonds-confide : . 
The maid who Sq to gain a mate 
Py giddy chatywill find too late 

That's not _ e way to keep him, 


That bang n all 
ot d 


» 


e ſex; 


By virtuous r 


CY eee. adit. 
» 


For oy Fu to 4:8 


con meet 
£0 e work — 
And yo Ft be lure to 2 im. 


Nas 25 tbr Wipe cl 33 rant plan 


be Sall caß edmpare; 

81 ns 4 hearts of the (wal 
"And rials all the 28 * 
The beams of Jol delight and chear, 


While Jealbas rolls 
But les can all 
4 Ss the Fe whe * 


| en from the ext the rning 2 f 
Illumes the cok deton, | 


| Her preſeiiceh e gud of day 


With emu ion glow : A 
Fre ſh beauties deck the painted ground, 


"4 


| Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 


The playful lambleins ip around, 
And hail the ſi ſter fair, * 
The lark but ſtrains his liquid throat, 

To bid the maid neſoice, 


And mimics, ae ſwells his note, 
Theſweetneſs of her voice ; 


The faani 8 
While Flr 2 rf Maſs, 
And ev'ry flow'ret — . 


I but for Sally f 
The am'rous youths wt mc, 


* morn to eve their tale; 

er beauty and unſſatted "Fd 

Make vocal ev'ry vale ; fv - I | 

The fream meand — 
Her echo'd name conveys; - 

And ev'ry voice, and ev ry ray 
Is tun'd to Sail 1 * 

No more ſhall 

To mirthful w 


Or Thel to get 1 dinner by 
eir well- 4 ſions 
etme in bembleY Lora 
glow for her who bears the . 
Ot charming Tity Fal“. 
Charming Kitty, lavel Kitty, | 
| Oh—charming Kitty, F, FE 
That Xitty's beautiful and youn 
That ri dvr d, that he = ſung, 
Alas! T know full well; 
I : took and I ſhall — BL 
The dart more than pointed ſteel, 
That came f Kitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, &c, 
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fa, 1 with L had not ſeen, 


uy 


. 


* 


- 


Of late I hop d, by reaſon” $ aid, 


To cure the wounds which love has made, 
And bade a long farewell : 


ut other day ſhe croſs'd the green; 


My charming Kirty Fell, 
Eharthing K Kitty, =” 


[ afk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way? 


| To church, ſhe cry d -I cannot ſtay: 


Why, don't you hear the bell? 
To church—oh ! take me with thee there, 
ray d: he would not hear my prayer, 41 
Ah! cruel 2 Fell. 


F 'Oruel Kitty, &e. 


1 And now I find tis all in vain, ' 


[ live to low, and to complain, 
;Condemy'd i in chains to dwell: 


* or tho the caſts a ſcornful eye, 


| N death my fault'ring tongue will cry, bY 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. 


5 Kitty, eruel Kitty, 
ſweet 3 Kitty Fell. 


HAT Jen : my fend. my Jelight & my pride 
1 always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide; 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; 
They ſay, I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, * 


. They ſay, Se. 


At ev'ning oft- times, with what este ſee 
A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea!” 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 


But ſay not 'tis love, for I anſwer, No, no * 
But ſay, &c. 


She fings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain ; 


Again, I cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again: | 
I kiſs her ſweet lips, as if there I could grow z 
But fay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 
But ſay, &c, 


he tells me her faults as he fits on my knee; 
chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 


;, 
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My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and fill bids me think ſo x. | Since 2 den- lambs, 
Who knows but ſhe 1 ä | So late my only care, 
I”, Have leſt their tender fleecy dams, = 
Who knows, &c. | : of - hoe firay's 1] db of 
From beauty and wit, and good humour, how Litas! my ewes, in vain ye 5 . 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: 0 My lamblcins loch adieu } 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make haſte mg—noge a 2 o more we an the He hall Ul meet, 5 
And let me deſetve her, or till r I ſay, No; "Q For loft d your ephe: W 
And let me, Ec. 9 _ 
 OURE Sally is the love lieſſ laſs 9 a! Int wien . 
That eber gave ſhepherd glee; "i Returns impatient a the | y 
Wot pO, , o nurſe the cee brood: 
| Is half ſo fair as ſhe. © Mrs tender mother knows no joys 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 4 N J doderd N Aye + 
| And fancy'd forms adores | , © | 2d ſick ens for the darling boy, i 
Ye bards, kad ye my Sally ſeen, When abſent from ber arms. * r 
You'd think on thoſe no more. pr A 
q | | '$ h fond neſi with imp zncejok * 
No more ye d prate of Hybla's hill, a3 & 8 My faithful boſon Greg , . 
Where bees their honey ligy . rte 2 fair 
Did ye but know the fweets tha. n 2 18 queen of _—_ os * 
On Sally's love- taught lip: The Proof vs | 2 * 
But, ah! take heed, ye tuneful i- A 1 7; 
The ripe tempta'ion ſhun; „ ew bew Aleve; 8 
Or elſe like me you'll went her chans, 1 10 relieve my Wn 
Like me you'll be undone, «+ 1 
a 1 The faint with f 4 
Once in my cot ſecure I ſlept, | BY Ng or cor ang 3 2 
And lark- like hail'd the dawn; . The fains Spe ke 4 rape g. &** 
More ſportive than the kid kept, * | aces — were hag nia, 
I wanton'd o'er the lawiz 4 6 liberty 1 dare, 4 
To ev ry maid love-tales 1 told, | — | Twere i ; to ſay more 3 8 $ 8 
Aan mw w_ _ path 3 A. 'Þ Cenvey my longings to the fair, | 
( et, ere the varting kiſs was cold, + + "7 4 
* I laugh'd at love and her. —. The eg 6 ”" 
_ But now the gloomy grove I ſce, 


; | pl ; ; 
Where love lorn ſhepherds ſtray; 225 By ä 
There to the winde my grief I ſpeak, 4. — . N * IS. 7% 

And ſigh my ſoul away: 8 , | 
Novght but defpair my fancy paints, 1 Fragrance _—_ — * . Is 
No dawn of hope I ſee; Hear Amanda, 2 ＋ a 45 
For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, | * let me "_ igh in S..-. 

| And laughs at loye and me. Hear — « 


4 > 
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By the cowſlip, clad in gold; | To praiſe my — Beſſy 3 


By the filver lily's light; My lovely, charming Beſy. 
By thoſe meads, where you bek old ; 


. 


8 Let others fing the ervel Hr, 

Nature rob'd in green and white; Who glories in undoing, b 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, Ada proudly bids the wretch deſpair, 
And to his ſighs, eh! figh again 3 | 2 in his ruin 
Hear, Se. * 285 dly, Se. 

By the riv'let”s rambling r theey | | * 50 Such e tyrants I deteſt; 

By the muſic that it makes; 9 And het meſcorn them, while 1 ret 

By bright Sol's inverted face, p Wy * 3 thy tle-ſwellingHreaſt, 


Who for the ftream his ſky — 


My love r 


JJ > 
Hear, Amanda, hear t 1 "My loyely, & | "i | 
Ana into 107 convert | 290 3 Th ſe «5 to dec hend, 
Hear, Cc. : 0 1 et and the- panſy! 
7 L | | 
As Chloe came into the room t 'other days vs [wr wa, _ 1 4 
I peevith began, where ſo long could you ftay 24 The clip, 
In yout life time you never retzarded your hour; gag t ſiſtves of the ſpring, 
You promis'd by ook, child! tis four - ur ſweets on Zephyr's wing, 
A lady's watch Ker figures or wh 1 ind my fair your 6dours fling, 
'Tis — that ee and ſe o| Barons my a 45 3 
of Around, Cc. F ns 
ls a4 far, he, * ; Wes 7 ning dapples e er the ſkies, 
* 4 hs e ſun no lon urn 
A bleſs me, IM 2 2 e 3 on \ Methinks I ſee —— 2 
's an ugly bardifoſe | "Re well known form returt 
It — ' me, and vex d N 11-kaown, Sc. 
On the ſeft fide my q A 1 wy 
So ſaying, her boſom fh careleſs dlptayaz i.” ſham, 


— oye of delight with wonder ie 3 
nd forgot ev ry word I defign'd to Ways id. 
And forgot, 82 | þ- 7 „ 


th wing, how old time ſteals 
leads the ſhepherd aſtray? 


Assis T mer 
With 2 
To Beſjy inſeribe rt 


Fs „O ye ſwAns! were a round of delight, 
Then raiſe my . ity: y 1 thie cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of nights 
To Bey, &c. No care found a plate in my cottage or breaſt; 
Catch, catch, ye groves, the am'rous lontz _ I ut and content all the year was my gueſt. 
Ard, as ye waft the ſound along, =. Ta chen no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 
Auend, ye * ſy lan ihrong, | 


95 voice or with feature, with dreſs or with 1 
* = ; 


I try'd it, but I came 


| 
1 
5 
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Bo kindly y young Cupid had pointed his 28 * 
That 1 gather'd the rea bu \ 72 fled the ſmart : 
I toy'd for a while, then Id 

But ſtill all my ſong was, 40 Tu ever 1 


"Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield: : 
If I ſtray'd thro' the garden, or travers'd the field, 


Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd t m 15555 | DB; 


If the nightingale ſung, I could liften all wes. 
With my reed I eould pipe tothe tune 
And wake to new life, rerun 
But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret 

Alas !&vhat a — of Eg, 2 
Adieu to the ehm ofthe valley a 

Their ſweets now al of their col 

No muſic I find in ſoft Philo $ — 

And the brook oer the pebbles : no 

They ſay that 2 s kind but no fi 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe front » 
Then teach me, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, t to 


To erown my deſire, or bag my pain, 
Give love to the n or os * to the ſwai 

* 1 4 
Fai AIR Hebe Te i g i= 


To'ſcapefrom 


The wine in my head, and 


J repair'd to my EY A 
Whopaus'd on my cafe, & 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in reg 
That Hebe was faireſt of all 


That's a truth reply'd I, Te 
I came for your counſel, to 


race * 
If that's all, quoth W return as you e 
To find fault. with Hebe, woulg forfeit my 20 Ae. 


What hopes then, alas! of relief frgm | — 
While, like lightning, ſhe darts thr . 


My ſenſes ſurpria d. in her ſavour took arms, CM 
_ 


And reaſon confirms me a flave to her charms; 
8 * 


Sor es for packs 


q Since wedlock's ſoft 
85 ia A * Heat . 


"4 A 


LS * Fw 
err he 
5 © N rev = 
| p 41 
As . 


. L 
= * 
* 1 - 
* ** 
Y F 


/ 


_———— 


Asx if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet, E be 
That ſcents the ambient air; Who 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, ay tel 
| 4 dear Suſanng”s fair. — þ 
a 
Say, will the vulture quit his greys. Wich 
And warble thro” the grovt? right 
A wanton lignets quit the fpray, And 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love. And 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhate, he gil 
Ly price in ſplendor ſhine; May 
12 unenvy d laurels wear, he bo 
. fair * Are 


— 2 — [Know 


| 4 
a How: bleft has my.time been! what days have 
made 7eſſy my;own 
amy chain, 7 2 
and roving a pain; 


and us, our 


inthe, wanton ones ſee, 


ole, 


Es temper oft-y jam I — 

all day with the u * of the green; 

— abſence, my dow» ſhetheguiles, Nbe þ 
* with comp 


ance Aud ye Arc 


Fw ' 4 
chetls the raſe loſes its * 5 
d- 'blogm Mithe year thro . 
is. ncrEeaſe | w her truth, * 
zathe fieals from her youth 
| n yy I. * Be 
Yale herds ſo gay, who'make love to: inſaare; 

nd cheat with faiſetpw#the' too eredulous fair; 

ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam | ſho 
o hold it for life, yowmuſt find it at home; T 


* hold it for life, Cc. 
YE 


n 


1 


0 Not irh, Sc. a * = " 
Pe Venus, w * Ates call be in maskind, 

| Shrinles m y back the view, | 
ve ftrffind kindly thogld feemeby*th 1 
T L Se ee 2 
i ſee, Iden learn, with her beg ' 
me; Nor ventugę too muc 
* . Gore Ha paint what 2 ol 
LA And double „ conce weet g 
een; An double, Fc. 
zuiles, Ide bluſbet of mon, and the mildgeſs S. 
{miles} Are charms which no art can procure! +. 

g ade but you Ives, and ourhomage we'lbpay,” 
ves And your empire is ſolid, and ſfyre.; 
r thro! tif Amazon-like, yon attack,your eben, 
uch And put us in fear of our lives, . N 
youth 1 may do very well for fiſtets or aunts 
| Believe me, you'll never be wives—poor girls, 
_ Believe me, C. * 
fair; . — 
_ IO roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 


— 


With each motion defign'd to perplea? 


ht eyes were inter ded ta languiſh, not n 


And ſoftneſs the teſt of your — girls 
And ſoftneſs, Fe. 


he girl who on beauty depends for Tree, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid$- 


he boſom diſplay d. and the p jat ſhort, 
are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: 

ut you on whom fortune inidulgently ſt 
And whom pride has preſeav'd from thi 
hould ſlily attack with coyneſs and wiles, 
Nat with open 


"3% 


Chloe's boſom grace; 


dove. for GenrLeunn, 


ö 


A 


air — brave girls- 


FA Pn know, tho thus we | 


A 
| 


4 Ho happy ſhould I 1 1 
43 —_— I. How happy ſhould | ? | 
E belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 3 ſu 3 that vy'd le” | 
Who trip in this frolickſome round, never-fadin 
ay tell me from whence — indecency ſprings, With never-fading love ! 
The ſexes at once to confound? . 
hat means the cock'd hat and the maſculina air, There, a beneath her eye, 


| wane, | Of. 5 * 
ons e common fate th muſt 
You die with 


= tongue. to ſpeals 
That cruel word, Fatewell e 


3 v 
- 8 
» 


thou 
8 _ 1 


en ne ver ft 


av > fn view, 
15 8272 fret her true: 
1 — and cleau, 
ze and open | her mein: 

ure, nor vanity led, 


1 4 
ito to Jain white or for red, 


ay H. tongue, that dread weapon in moſt of the ſex 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex ; 
12 her not be too bold, nor trown at a jeſt, 


For prudes I deſpiſe, and c quettes I deteſt: 


* ber humour the taſte of che company hit, 
Not affectedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
| 80 


5 


p T 


| Kind parent of eaſe, 1 


| But empty deluſion, the Joys of an hour. 
Hew muchto be . and efleem'd as a friend, 


| 
fl 
1 
ö 
N 
1 


With mpaſſion, Ce. | * 


132 Soxcs for 


Co find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, - o 
And I'll love her for ever — mean, if I can. 


— 4 

TRE world, my dear 70767 is full of deceit, 
And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ftrange c oes it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 

O, friendſhip ! thou 
d compoſer of ftrifez 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 


On whom he qa always with ſafety depend? 
Our joys, Mode, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, When divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, « hat erouds will appear 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the profyed, an 
No longer to court you 1 e 


— each 


Way heaves my fond of 9 ah! what can it menn | 


Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 


um, and rich ſweetner of life; 8 


. out 9 


GENTLEMEN, 


Hence, girls! beware—look 8 care; 
For men are 8 fly. 


That Proteus, man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 

His venal ſoul is all for gold, 

A crocodile, or ſnake. 
ee his direthread ! this ſpider ſpread 

To catch the female fly : 
Hence, girls ! beware—look ſharp take care; 
For men are wond'rous ſly, | 


A porcupine, with rage inſpir'd, 
At nymphs he darts his quills; 


| A bafiliſk by frenyy'Gir's, 


His glance by Kills: 


With fraydful arts he ſteals their hearts, 


Then throws the baubles by: 


Hence, girls! beware -Aool — care 
F or men are wond” rous fly. a 


was the whole race of men to meet 


E — of hows arp treat, 


Why this ſighing and tremblingwhen Papbne is near | 


Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow, and fear? 
Or why when he's abſent, Sc. 


Methinks 1 for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh t fac 
Each . thee, new beauties 
With thy » but enllay” * 


With thy face, t. * 
Untainted wich ſolly, voſully' | by pre, 
There native good- our a vutue 8 
Pray heaven that virtus thy ſou may ſupply 


With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt 


2 


3 by 
G ainsT the d: ſtruftive wiles of man, 
Your hearts, ve fair ones, guard z 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, | 
And play a trickfter's card: 
With ſtrange delight poor women they light, 
Amuſe, cjole, belie: 


| " | o — — 
War will Flarella, when I gase, 
My raviſh'd'eyes repr- ve, 
And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love 


* ro caſe wy pain, and ſooth my care, 


I ſeek a nymph more king, 


And as I rove from fair to fair, 


| Still gentle find, 


| But, oh! how weak is ev'ry joy 
Where nature has no part ? 

| Freſh beauties may my eyes employ, 

But you alone my hearts 


Thus wretched exiles, when they roam, 
Meet pity ev'ry where; | 

But languiſh tor their native home, | 
Though deaih attends them there. 


- I — 

To reaſon, ye fair-ones, aſſert your pretence, 

Nor hearken to language beneath common ſenſe : 
When angels man call ye, and homage would pay, 
If you credit the tale, you're as faulty as they. 

Ten thouſand gay, ſcenes are preſented to view, 

Ten thouſand oaths ſwore, but not one of them true; 
Such paſſions, O heed;not, unleſs to deride, ? 

Leſt a victim you fall to an ill-grounded pride. 
Prefer ve the dictates of virtue to ſound, 

True bleffings can ne'er without goodneſs be found; 
Leave folly and faſhions, miſguiders of youth, 

Ind ſtick to their oppoſites, freedom and truth, 


— — — 


No more mill meads be Leeb with flow'rs, 
| Nor ſweetneſs dwell in roſy bow'rs; 
Nor greeneſt buds in braaches ſpring, 
Nor warbling birds delight to fing; 

or April violers paint the grove, 
If I forſake my Celia lose. 

he fiſh ſhall in the acean burn, 
\nd fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 

he humble vale no flood ſhall know, 
When flaods ſhall higheft hills o'erflow ; 
Black Letbe ſhall oblivion leave, x 
f e'er my Celia I dective. | 


ve ſhall his bow and ſhaft lay by, 
nd Venus doves want wings to fly; 
he ſun refuſe to ſhew his light, 
nd day be turned into night; 

nd in that night no ſtar appear, 
e'er I leave my Celia dear. 


ANGELIC fair, beneath yon pine, 
bn graſſy verdure let's recline," 
| And like the moin be gay 3 


Thu 
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| Than I (poſſeſſing thee) poſi 


Vor Gay, at 


o hills and dales my paſſion tell, 


— 
1 3 
— 


Than to record the ſparkling wit 


ny. 


| See how Aurora ſmiles on ſpring, ' © 
See how the larke arife and fing, 


* 


To hail the infant day, 


Muffe ſhall wake the morg—the | 
Shall roll paheeded as we play * 
In wiles, impell'd by love: 
When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 
Alternate on each other's breaſt, 


While Cupid guards the grove, | 
| What prince can boaſt more happineſs 
? 0 . 


OT 


All care is baniſh'd hence, 
Say, mortals, whq our deeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 

| Than love and innocence? 


! 


at your feet that | wept in deſpair, 

And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 

| How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke? 
What know we of angels? I meant it in joke, 


1 next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 

And nothing but death ſhoula my paſſion remove; 
| have lik d you a twelvemonth, a calendar year; 
And not yet contented ! have conſcience my dear. 


FR ſhell, 


Once more 


A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 

Veus greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 

For ſay, what ſubj ct is mare fit, 


And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, 


That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 


As does my lovely Peggy ; 


134 
And when in Theli:” lap to veſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He not ſo deauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyr on the wet blows, 
Or . the damaſk. roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
AT ILSS: 
I tole 2 kiſs the ot ys 
And (truſt me) novght but truth I ſay, 
The fragrance. of the blooming u 
Was not fo ſweet as Peggy. 
Was the array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleatiag flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed; 
To pleaſe my lovely: Peggy: 
With her a cottage would delight z 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 
While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linneis warble thro' the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 
Zo long ſhall Llove Peggy: 
And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall firike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words ſhail be when I depart, 
| Adieu, my lovely Peggy. \ 


* 


| Tus winter's drear » ſcene is oer, 
The ſun unlocks the frozen ground; 
The veſſels leace the verdant ſhore, 
And woods with vocal muſic ſounds 
Warm 'd by the ſun's enlivining ray 
1] he feather d iongfters of the grove, 
Tranſported, hp from ſpray to ſpray, 
And feel the genial po r of love. 
A feather of:pecutiar dye, 
A ſofter no e, aiwetier voice, | 
Way ia: h their little breaſts to fig. 
And guide them in their tranſient choice: 
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No wonder that theſe trifles pleaſe, 


| 


* 
q 


ö 


| 


57 
Wax, lovely maie, with 


Ia the bloom of her y 


Transfix their hearts, and charms their ear; 


| Their nuptial union ſoon muſt ceaſe,- 


Nor can ſurviye the circl'ing year, 


Far nobler gifts my fancy warms, 


Far nobler gifts muſt file my eyes; 


I rove in queſt of brighter charms, 
| | And ſeek a mate diſcreetly 
In Ebbe all thoſe charms combine, 


wiſe. 


That wit and virtue can impart 3 


She then ſhall be my Valentina, 


And ever triumph o'er my heart. 


— 
h thee I join'd 
In humble fuit to heav'n, | 
Unuſual comfort cheer'd my min 

And ſpoke my faults forgiv'n. 


My griefs were huſh'd, my joy ſerene, . 
No anzious care I knew: 


Loft to my thought this earthly ſcene, 


All but my love for you, 


[Fain would I think, that thou, dear maid, 


By pitying heav'n was ſent 
To lend an erring finner aid, 
And teach him to repent. 
Vouchſafe me fiill the pious gare, 
O! crown the great deſign; 


me heavin's—-and thine. 


| —— | | 


Y £5, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris I Kd 


But ſhort was her (way for ſo lovely a maid : 


toa cloyfter ſhe run 
In tbe — ct ons 4 too fair for a 1 


| 111-grounded, no doubt, a devotion muſt prove 
Jo fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! 


Ves, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs & the plains 


Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pain 


How many ſoft moments I ſpeat in this;grove ! 


| How fair was my nymph! and how fervent my love 


ay d 
2 


run; 
zn! 
ove 


e plain 
ny o 1 


we 
my love 


I dlame all the 
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Be ſtill, tho* my heart, thine emotion give er; ' 
Remember, the ſeafoa of love is no more. 

With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 
Or Joiter'd behind, and collected the flow'rs ! 

Then breathleſs, with ardour, my fair one purſu'd, 
And ta think with what fa-or my garland ſhe vie wd 
But be ſtill, my fond heart, this emotion give o'er 3 
Fain would'ſ thou forget, thou muſt love her no more 


Ev'xv vis that 4 
With dear Myra is to live, 

Hear her talk, and ſee her fmile, 
Fondly gazing all the while : 


Conſtantly with raptures trace * 

Ev'ry charm.of mind and grace; | 

Snatch her to my glowing breaſt, | 

When with tenderneſs appreſt, _ 
 Er'ry bliſs, Ce. 

But of theſe, if once depriv'd, 

Long, too long, I ſhall have liv'd; 

Frankly I'd reſign my breath; 

Myra loſt is worſe than death. 


5 60 — T7 

When Ithink . truth, I doubt you no more; 
feats I gave way to before; 

I ſay to my heart, be at reft, and believe 

That whom once ſhe has choſen ſhe never will leave. 

But, ah ! when I think on each raviſhing grace, 

Thar plays in the ſmiles of that heavenly face, 

My heart beats again; I aga'n apprehend 

Some fortunate rival in every friend. 


Theſe painful ſuſpicions you cannot remove, 
Since you neither cao leſſen your charms nor my love 


For they are not ill- founded, or you feel the fame. 
61 


STILL in hopes to get the beter 


{ln vain 
| | And 


| W ren beauty on the 


But doubts caus'd by paſſion, you never can blame, | 


Swear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. _ 


Now prepare with ſcorn to treat her, 
Ev'ry charm in thought I brave ; 
Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 

And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. | 
A — y 62 — 
S bringing home, the other day, 

Two linnets I had ta en, 


| The little warblers ſeem's to pra 


For 


| again : 4 | 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes 


I ſung acroſs the mead; 
tun'd their plealing threats, 
utter d to be Ws”: 
As paſling thro? the tufted grave 
| Near which my cottage ftood, 
I thought I ſaw the Queen of Love, 
When Chlora's charms L view'd 2 
I gaz'd, I lav'd, I preſs'd ber flags. 
To bear my tender tale, 


Nor could my fighs prevail. 


Came pity to my breaſt, 

And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 

The feather d pair addreſs'd t 

« Velittle warblers, chearful be, 

« Remember not ye flew; 

« For I who thought myſelf ſo free, 

Am far more caught than you.” 

lover's ſoul 
Imprints its firſt and faireſt Charms, 

It ſoon does reaſon's force controul, 
And ev'ry paſſion quite diſarms. 

"Tis beauty triumphe o'er the brave, 
As ev'ry feature blooms divine; 

'Tis beauty makes the king a ſlave, 


Of my flubborn flame I try, 


- 


When iu an angel's form, like thine. 
N a | 


Soon thro? the wound, which love had made, 


3.41 
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| Or woman to tell you my — nn 
And I ſpeak fro fer 4 nce I've. « bad, 
Nottwo out 0 you y! find, . 
Be they e or wives, 
But are plagyes of our lives, | 
And egough to make any man mad, 


T he wrong, and the right. 
| Being ſet in their ſight, | 
They're ſure to hold of the wrong; 
They'l! cajole and they'li whimper, 
They'll Shise and they'll ſnivel, 
' They'll coax and they'll fimper= 


Ia ſho, the devil; 
| And fo there's an end of my 3 
—_ — __— 65 * 


Ler heroes delight 1 in the toils of the war, 
In maims, bod, and bruiſes, and blows; 
Not a ſword, bit I Ford not, rej Mces the fair: , 
And what are ediert to deaux ? 
Away then with laurelsÞ come beauty and love, 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; ; 
Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bare — | 
And tendesly. MAAS. at home. 


He AR me, blaoinicg e hear me! 
Qeen of ſmiles and ſoft deſire; 8 
Send the beauty to endear me, 
Who has lit this am rous fire. 


Oh ! how ſweet the mild dominion 
Of the charmer we approve! - 
Honour clips the wanton pinion, 
And we're willing ſlaves to love. 


| — 67 
To heal the (mart a beg had made 
Upon my Chl:e's face, 
Honey upon her cheek ſhe laid, 

And bid me kiſs the place. 


Pieas's, i abey'd. and from the wound 
Imbib' d both ſweet and ſmart ; 


© 
Sone. fot GentLuwzn., 


. 


Had we been together buckled, 


The honey on my lips I found, : 


The * within my heart. k 


: HEN real joy we miſs, 

_ *Tis ſome degree of bliſs, 

To reap ideal pleaſure, , 
And dream of hidden treaſure. 


The ſoldier dreams of wars, 
And conquers without ſcars ; 
The ſailor in his ſlcep | 
With ſafety ploughs the deep: 
So I, through fancy's aid, 
Enjoy my beav'nly maid, 
And, bleſt with thee and love, 
Am greater far than * 


Tarn bey for « fooltehtsens Tits; 
I'll ramble where pleaſur-s are rife 3 


| Strike up with the free-hearted lafſes, 


And never think more of a wife, 
Plague on it men are but 
To run after noiſe and ſtrife. 


 *Twould have prov'd a fine afar ; . 
Dogs would have bark*d at the cuckold, 
And _ pointing. cry'd—Look there ! 
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Nn I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how 
The pleafing plague ſtole on me: 


{ *Tis not her face that love creates, = 


For there the graces revel; . l 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates _ 
Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates 

Have rather been uncivil,/ 


- 44 * 


Have rather, Sc. 4 
; | n 1 
Tie not her air, for fore in that | 
" There's nothing more than common; 
N | 


% 
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And 


And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alam; 
'Tis both. perhaps, or neither; 

In ſhort, tis that provoking charm 
In ſhort, "tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all togęther. 


To ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my with to enjoy: 
I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's negleR, 
Or barter my peace for atoy, 


In love, as in war, 

T largh at a fear; 

nd if my proudenemy yield, 

The joy that remains 

Is to lead her in chains, 

id glean the rich ſpoils of the field. 


22 
HY ſhould I now, my love, complain, 
hat toil awaits thy chearful ſwain; 

Since labour oft a ſweet beftows, | 
Which lazy ſplendor never knows? 


ence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
be rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth 
nd ſpread thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 
Which come and go with nat ive grace, 
he pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow, 
re trappings oft that cover woe; 


ut we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, - 
| taſte of — . 


7 ———ů 
{ HO" my dreſs, as my manners, is fimple & plain, 
9 fla and a Lon I diſdain ; 
dealings are Juſt, and my confcieace is clear, 
d I'm richerthan thoſe who have thouſande a year, 
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Tho” bent down with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth; 

I ftill tell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 

And my boys think my age not a moment too longs 

Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin & grimace, 

Creep under, dance over, for title or place; 

Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 

That of honeſt I prize—and that titles my on. 


k Gs 74 

HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally: 


But now they re of themſelves come 


And, ſtrange ! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally. 


Vet ſhe, unkind one | damps my joy, 


And cries, I court but to deftroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally ? 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than iojure Sally, 


Come, then, oh ! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 
He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally, 


; I'S: 
Tao my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and deteit ; 
Not a wrinkle 1s there, 
Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt, 


When I look on my boys, 
They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I ſee ; 
While the comforts I find 
In the kingeom my mind, 7 


| Pronounce that my kingdom i is free. 
N 3 
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In the days I was young [Then I think thee ſo divine, 3 
1 Oh ! I caper d and ſung, Thou excell'ft een mighty wine: | Ti 
The laſſes came flocking apace ; But when you inſult me and laugh at my pain, For 
But now turn'd of the I waſh thee away in ſparkling champaign ; The 
I can do ſo no more — 8 80 bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, For 
| Why then let my boy take his place. And drive out one god by the pow'r of another. Ti 
Of our pleaſures we crack ; Eyes relenting when I ſee, For 
Por we frill love the ſmack, FFriends I freely quit for thee ; — 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; Love perſuades and charms me then, | ha 
Yet why ſhould we repine ? Freedom I'd not with to gain: | 
| You've had your's, I've had mine, But when thou art cruel and heed*ft not my care, Br 
And now let our children begin. Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair z F 
i wy So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, Bel. 
Crnrratt 3d. vo ile S20k8 frog | of ONE EBT EIT , 
Dies of the —_—_— wn gave: | 1 N y 
Ah! gentle nymph, no longer tiy IT 79 * — 
Nn foul 4 love to fly. n Was Naw ys rural maid, wm 
a . n er only ſwain 
Thy pity toy love _—_— To tend her flocks in verdant mead, My 
* OY — —_ 9 And on the verdant plain; 1 
— 9 Pen {| Oh ! how I'd pipe upon my reed, Ane 
N And with a 2 remove my fears. | To pleaſe my * 14; . ay 
A wedded wife if thou would'ft be, { While of all ſenſe of care we'refreed, Th 
By ſacred Hymen join'd to me, Beneath an oaken ſhade, 4 
Fre yet the weſtern ſun degline, | | : 5 ot 
My hand and heart ſhall both be thine. When lambkins under hedges bleat, 1 
% £ And rain ſeems in the ſky, 
T — 7 Then to our oaken, ſafe retreat, ET 
HY origin divine I ee, We's both together hie! F., 
Of mortal race thou can'ſt not bet There I repeat my Vows of love | | U 
Thy lip 4 ruby luſtre ſhows, | Unto my charmiag fair, 4 - | Wh 
Thy purple cheek autſhines the roſe: Whilſt her dear flutt ting heart would prove 4 
And thy bright eye is brighter far | A mind like mine, ſincere. | No 
Than any planet, any ftar. 4 N 
Thy ſordid way of life deſpiſe; | Let other fancy courtly joys, For 
Above thy flav'ry, Silvia, rife : I'd live in rural eaſe ; "Rn IO "oa 4 
Diſplay thy beauty, form, and mien, {| Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and noiſe, 
And grow a goedeſs, or a queen, Could ne'er my fancy pleaſe: en 
55 . In Nanny ev'ry joy eumbines, : mn \ 
9 | oO — With grace and blooming youth, . J 
OVELY Pþi/lis, when thou'rt kind, Sincerity and virtue ſhines, 5 F 
1 Nought but raptures fill my minds X | With mogefty and truth, „ ..- 


Ofr-times, by the ſide of a ſpring, 


Bl Gay Phillis of S. 


+ — 30 n 
TR rice. low d Conſtantia, heavenly fair, 
For thee a ſervant's form I wear; 

Tho? bleſt with wealth, and nobly 


For thee both wealth and birth I ſcorn. 
Truſt me, fair maid, my conſtant flame 


For ever will remain the ſame 
My love that ne'er, will ceaſe, my love 
Shall equal to thy beauty prove. | 


$1 — 

Brlixvr my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 

Believe the heart you've won : 
Believe my vows to you fincere, 

Or, Peggy, I'm undone. | 
You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 

At ev'ry face that's new: 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, - 

I ne'er lov'd one but you; 


My heart was like a flake of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eyes, 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that never dies, | 
Then take and try me, you ſhall fi 
That I've a heart that's true: 
Of all the girls I ever faw, 
I ne'er lov'd one like you. 
Farewell, ye green fields and ſweet groves, 
Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 


Where nightingales warble their loves, 


And nature is dreſs'd without art: 


No pleaſure ye now can afford, 


Nor muſic can lull me te reſt; 
For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strephon can never be bleft, 


Where roſes and lilies appear, 

rephon would fing, 
For Strephay was all ſhe held dear : 

But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 


The paſſion that zlow d in my breaſt, 
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she then, to my grief and ſurprize, 


J Sleep on, my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 


There roſes and jeſs min each other ſhall 


| 


| Are thoſe that ore fix'd in the mind, 
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Prov'd all the had ſaid was a jeſt 


Too late, to my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, |, 
Which envy or time cannot blaſt : 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquets, who to love make ptetence; 


| For Phillis to me had been juſt, 


If nature had bleſs's her with ſenſe, 


$3 — I 
Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me, 
From morning to night I could never be free; 


: | The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, | 


I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſeif dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her and to'd her my caſe, 

She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 
Yet ſtill I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix'd, nor could end but with life, 


I found all the offers I made her of love 
Produc'd no eſſect, nor affection could move; 
So (chem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolved, to conquer, or die. 


Tas ſpread round the village I courted young Prue 


And Phillis had left her own ichemes to purſue z 


This anſ»er'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 
And vow'd ro be true, if I'd not change my minds 
I catch'd the occaſion, and ſent for a prieſt, 

For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt 3 
From hence learn, ye virgins, be bleſt if ye can, 


| And never refuſe the ſincete honeſt man. 


E RE Phæœbus ſhall peep on the freſh-buding flow'r, 
Or blue bells are robb'd of their dew ; 


To make it more worthy of you. 


greet, 
and mingle, to copy thy hue ; | 


(The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 
Ho faiat its reſemblance of you, | 5 
| With 
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- With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you. 


The leaves of the ſenſitive-plant muſt declare 
The truth of my well-belov'd ſhe; a 

Whoſe hand if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould dare, 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


34 
Lr miſers hug their darling ſtore, 
And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 
I'm richer with a ſhilling; 
It brings me out to chearful air, 
Tc meet my lovely, cruel fair, 
Oh! that ſhe was but willing. 


To make ber ſuch, I point to groves, 
And bid her mark the heart-ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing; 
But all-in vain, as yet, my art, 
For, oh! I feel acroſs my heart, 
Love $ god his poiſon ſpilling, 


The fireams which flow like my fad eye, 
Will leave, at laſt. their channels dry, 
Unleſs th e ſprings are filling; 
And ſoſteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 
Will wear, tho' drops fall one by one, 
A hole, by conſtant dtiiling. 


But, oh ! my ſprings will ne'er again 
Repleniſh, but with freſher pain, 
Her frowns are ſtill ſo killing; 
Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
Though conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 
From eyes, like limbecks ſtilling. 


1 ſung the ſong, it pleas'd her too, 
« How Sae lcves I, and I loves Sue,” 
While neighbour” $ grift was milling; 
But all was vain, if you muſt know, 
80 I reſolv'd to let her go, 
Becauſe the was got willing, 


— 


Ry = 


| 


| 5 
| Tur gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
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Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 


| And ſailing down the Glver tide, 


Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 

The fil ver tide that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be ; 

But not ſo ſweet, blithe Cupid knows, 
As Lelia is to me. 


A parent bird, in plaintive-mood, 
On yonder fruit tree ſung 

And fill the pendent nei ſhe view'd, 
Tha: held ber callow young: 

Tho' dear to her maternal heart 
The genial braod mutt be, 


3 Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow end 
Were natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before be due grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee 

For what the root is to the roſe, 

My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new fall'n ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 

| May they of our congubial love 
A happy omen be; 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove | 
Shall Delia thare with me. 


36 
Con Reſaling, ob, come and ſee 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee, 
What pleaſures are in ſtore for thee; 


9 The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 


The fields their gayeſt beauties ye 


The fields, &c, 


They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth ps | 


? 


The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
ow warble out their ſongs of love; 


or thee they fing, and roſes bloom, 
nd Colin thee invites to come. 


ome, Reſalind, and Colin join; 

y tender flocks and all are thine $ 
f love and Roſalind be near, 

is May and pleaſure all the year, 


ome, ſee a cottage and a ſwain : 
an' thou my love or gi ts diſdain ? 
an ſt thou, &c. 

ave all behind. no longer ſtay, 
or Colin calls, then haſte away, 
or Colin calls, c. 
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Ba EATH ſoft, ye winds, be calm ye ſkies, 
riſe, ye flow'ry race, ariſe 

e filver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 

all forth a blooming waſte of flow'rs, 

he fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

all flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt, 

all grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

he flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fait. 


AN love be controul'd by advice? 
Can madneſs ard reaſon ageee? 
M.lly ! who'd ever be wiſe, 

If madneſs is loving of thee ? 

t ſages pretend to deſpiſe 

The joys they want f,irits to taſte; 

t me ſeize on old time as he flies, | 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt, 


ll wiſdom but adds to our cares; 

Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 

do ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy? ?: 
en, M-lly, for what ſhould we ftay 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
r youth we can have but to-day ; 
Ve may always find time to grow old. 


The 


- 
th a. m_ — 
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Still frowning, 
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EHOLD the ſweet flowers around, 
Wich all the bright beanties they wear, 

With all the bright beauties they wear; 
Yet none on the plains can be found, 

So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
Solovely as Celia is fair, | 
Ye warblers, come raiſe your ſweet throats, 
No longer in filence remain; 

No long r in filence remain 


ob! lend a fond lover your notes, 


To ſofte:, to ſofien my Celia's diſdain? 
To ſoften my Celia's difdain, | 
Oft times in yon flowery vale 

I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 


I breathe my complaints in a ſong 
Fair Flora attends the fad tale, 


And ſweetens the borders along, | 
But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 


Tze boſom of Flora in May, 


The boſom of Flora in May, 


pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay, 


3 go 
| Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſtc es, 


To Dapbne's window ſpeed thy way, 

And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 

And if ſhedeign thy notes to hear, 
And if the praiſe thy matin ſong; 


Tel her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 


To Damon's native plaints belong. 
Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine ; 


But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 


What are his notes, compar'd to thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 


And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn, 


And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
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And lend an ear to Damon's woe, TED 
Who ſings her praiſe, and fings forlorn. 
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'T was not Chloe's perſect feature 
| Dia the fickle wand'rer bind; 
Nor her form, the boaſt of nature; 


1 Am marry'd and oa, with wonder hear this, Tas alone her ſpotleſs mind. 


Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 
Who auth at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
Anc who only Jooſe pleaſures engage : 


| You may laugh, but, believe me, you're all in the 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart ; 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 

| Did I fix my youthful heart. 


When you merrily marriage deride; [ wrong, | Take, ye ſwains, the real blefling 


For to marriage the permanent pleaſures beloag, 
And in them we can only confide, 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive, never fincere; 

Oft ftolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by furprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear : 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 

And to life's Jateſt hour will endure, 


That will joys for life enſure; 
The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 
f Will your lafting bliſs ſecure, 
HO” Chloe out of faſhion, 
| Can bluſh and be fincere; 
L' toaſt her in a bumper, 
| If all the belles were here. 
What tho' no diamonds ſparkle 
Around her neck and waiſt, 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name, | With ev'ry ſhining virtue 


True love is with ſentiment joia'd ; 
But your's is a paſſion, a feverith flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy'd; 
Ye are led, and miſled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deftroy's. | 


If you aſk me—from whence my felicity flows ? 
My anſwer is ſhort—From a wife, 


Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature, I choſe 


Which are beavtics that charm us for life. 
To make home the teat. of perpetual delight, 
| ___ Ew'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 


| The lovely maid 1s grac'd, 


In modeſt plain apparel, | 
No patches, paint, nor airs, 
In debt alone to nature, 
An angel ſhe appears: 
From gay coquets, high finiſh'd, 
My Chloe takes no rules, 
Nor envies them their conqueſts, 
The hearts of all the fools, 


| Who wins her muſt have merit, 
| <uch merit as her own; 
The graces all poſſeſſing, 


7 . knows not ſhe has one: 
And we find ourſelves happy from morning till night, um 


By our mutual endeavours io pleaſe, 


6 
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Nor on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 

Which no real joys impart ; ; 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 


Did 1 fix my youthful heart. 


Then grant me gracious heav'n, 

'f The gift you muſt approve, 

And Chloe, charming Chloe, 

| Will bleſs me with her love. 
Fa is the ſwan, the ermine white, 
: | And fair the lily of the vale 


\e moon, reſplendent queen of night, 

And ſnows that drive before the gale: 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But fairer is my Iſabel. | 

is the vi let, ſweet the roſe, | 

And ſweet the morning breath of May ; 

arnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 

And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray; 

In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


aftant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call: 
ond is the ſky-lark of his love, 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


1 0 curb the will, 24 pretence 
Philoſaphy her force employs, 
xd tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 
That life affords no real joys : 
ch idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
fI prefer my bliſs to your s, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 
ince you have giv*n defires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 
uſt I be happy only then, | 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 
och idle whims my heart abjures ; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
I prefer my bliſs to your , 
Claſp'd in the arme of her I love, 


——— — 
AIRER than the op ning lilies, 
$weeter than the morning roſe, 

ire the blooming charms of Phillis; 
Richer ſweets does the diſcloſe, 

ng ſecure from Cxpid's pow'e, 
Soft repoſe had lull'd my breaſt, 
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Tin in one ſhort fatal hour, 


She depriv'd my ſqu} of reſt. 
Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, | 
rom whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn! 
Teach, Ol teach the maid to languiſ | 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 


| F:om that torment in her breaſt, 


$aon to pity ſhe*l1 incline, 
And, to give her boſom reſt, 


| Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


Drag, Chice, come give me ſweet kitſer, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
But why, in the midft of my bliſſes, 
Do'ſt aſk me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure; 
Then, pr'ythee, dear Chlor, be kind; 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hybla are playing ; 


Count the flow'rs that enamel che fieids; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ftars are in heaven; 

Go number the ſands on the ſhore; 


And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 


I ftill ſhall be aſking for more. 


| To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 


A heart which, dear Chlae, is thine; 
In my arms let me ever iafold thee, 
And circle thee round, like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent: 
The wretch that can number his kifles, 
Will always with few be content. 
F 93 — 
- Arewell, my Paffora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite ſick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain 


My heart leaps: with joy to be free once again, 


Sing tol derol, Se. 
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Tn live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May. {I toil'd and I traffick's; grew wealthy and great, 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay z A patriot in polities, fond of of debate, I we 
How ſeeily their ſonnets they carol all day ! A patriot. &c, To « 
Their love is but frolic, their courtſhip but play, | Each paſſion indulging, my doubts did remove 1 1 am 


Sing tol derol, Ec. They center'd in pleaſure, and — in love: I ba 


117 ſtruck by beauty _y ne'er ſaw before, | Each paſſion, &c, T 
In chirping ſcft notes they her pity implore z How ſweet my reſolves, 1 confeſs'8 with a ſigh, x 
She yields to intreaty ; and when the fit's o'er, When Phil. fat PE. Nis, upp 4 dne by A 
*Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. When p bills, De: „ At 
Sing tol —_ Ge. 1 caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove B 
| 99 | Jonſenting ſhe made me a nnn. loves a At! 
T nymph that T love was as chearful as day, I eaught her, Sc. Fete d 3 
And as ſweet as the bloſſuming hawthorn in Ma,; | ye lovers of freedom, no jor N 10 — 4 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, We're born fellow -ſubje 5 of beauty's loft chain, | 
And her face was as fair as the Mother of Love: We're born, Cc. Th 
Tho? mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds My purchas'd experience this cette will prove, 4 
And receives gentle odours from flowery beds; That life is not life when — * JOE Eo 
Yer warm in affection as Phabus at noon, IMy purchat'd experience, & ET. E 
And as chaſte as the ſilver- white beams of the moon. | * 3 8 80 
Her mind was unſully d as new-fall'n ſnow, — 101 — 4 
And as lively as tints from young Iris s bow; BenoLD, faireſt Phahe, yon garden ſo fair, Yor 
A, clear as the ſtream and as deep as the flood; So wural the arboyrs, fo pleaſant the air; I 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful, good : | The trees how they're clad with a bright lovely green To. 
The ſwelts that each virtue or grace hac in ſtore, And lovers, for pleaſure, a walking are. ſeen. I 
She cull d, as the bee does, the bloom of each flow? r, See the meadows & ſielda, with what beauty they grow But 
Which, treaſur d for me, O ! how happy was 7 And the clear limpid ftreams uniaterruptedly flow; , 
For tho" her's to _— it was mine to enjoy! dee the innocent lambs how they *chearfully play, MW Hz 
_ | While their dams, on the bank, do aſun burning lay I 
Cs give your attention to nat | unfold, In the air hear the birds, with ſweet warbling throutz _ 
The moral is true, tho' the matter is old, All chanting their lays in the ſweeteſt of notes; 
The moral is true, Cc. The lark in the morning, as ſoon as tis light, flight 


My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love; 
My honeſt confefſion's, Ec. 


With out ſtretched wings tow'rds the ſky rakes he 
The cowſlips and vi'lets adorn the green banks, 


5 And pleaſantly grow in irregular ranks ; ; 
| In works of old ſophiſt my mind I employ's; Not a thing 1 there wanting to make it look ne To 
Rt; bottle and friend, too, by turns, 1 enjoy , But you, my dear Pharbe, to render't compleat. - 
My bottle, Se. j I ppoſe, then, for pleafure, we juſt. take a walk An 


I laush'd at che ſex, and preſumptu uſly firove Around yonder green, and let love be our talk: 
Their charms to forget, and * farewell to love ; What ſay you, my fair one, to you I'll refign; 


1 * a, S. | | ] What pleaſes your fancy, will 3 
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1 would ſcorn to be rude; my thoughts I'd employ 
To drive away that which I thought would 
1 am plain and fincere, as a lover ſhould be ; 
J hate to be flatier'd, and love to be free. 
Tax flame of love fincere I felt, 

And ſkreen'd the paſſion long; 
A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 

But awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue. 
At length I told my deareſt maid, 

My heart was fix'd upon her: 
But think not I can love, the faid, 

I can't upon my honour. 


The heart that once is roving caught, 

; All prudent nymphs diſt ruſt; 

, And muft it for a youthful fault 
Be always deem's unjuſt ? 

| So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bid me ſtill to ſhun her: 

Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 

It won't, upon my honour, 


Js 


green Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 
| I witb a ſigh confeſs; 
grow Bot thou, who canft the rake reclaim, 
low jj My new-born paſſion bleſs ! 
play, MW Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
Ng lay I could not have undone her; 
oem On thee, bright maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
es; 1 doat, upon my honour, 
flight. Awhile the nymph my ſuit repreſs'd, 
tes he My conſtancy to prove, 
2, Then with a bluſh con ſent exprets'd, 
And bleſs'd me wi h her love. 
t neatM To church I led the blooming fair, 
zat. Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 
alk And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
3 We do, upon my honours. © ' 
= | 103 
Lr the tem peſt of war EO 
Be beard from a far, | 


With trumpets” and cannon alarms : 


* 
* 
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Let the brave, if tbey will, 
By their valour or ſkill, 


Seek hononr and conqueſt in arms. 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I defire, 


Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſl; 


For in them I obtain 

True peace without pain, 

And the laſting enjoyment of reſt : 
In ſome cottage or cell, 

Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 

From all interruption at ecaie 

In a pesceable life, 

To be bleit with a wife, 


Who will ſtudy her hurſband to pleaſe, 


| £ — — 104 | 

W nrae virtoe incircles the fair, 

Their lilies and roſes are vain; 

Each Bioflom muſt drop with deſpair, 
Where innocency takes up her reign ; 

No gaudy embelliſhing arts 

The fair-one need call to her aid, 

Who kindly by nature imparts 

The graces that Nature has made. 

The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 

Each coquettith art to enſnare; 

If rimely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 

Attend to my counfel, ye fair; 


Let virgins whom Nature has bleſt, 


Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For beauties by Nature expreft, 
Are beauties that never decay; 


IO 
My fair, ys [wains, is * aſtray; 
The little wand' rer loft her wa 
In gath'ring flow'rs the other day; 
| Poor Phillis, poor Phillis poor lovely Phillis. 
Ahl lead her home, ye gentle ſwains, 
Who know an abſent lover's pains 
And bring her ſately o'er the plains ; 


| | My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis. 


Ga;ceve 


Which ſo exemplifies their pow er, 
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Conceive what tortures rack my mind | 
And, if you'll be fo juſt and kind. 
I'll give you certain marks to find 

My Phillis, &c. 


Whene'er a charming form you ſee, 
Serenely grave, ſedately free, 

And mildly gay, it muſt be ſhe; 
"Tis Phillis, & Co 


Not boldly bare, not half undreft, 

But under cover ſlightly preſt, 

In ſecret plays the little breaft 
Of Phillis, &c. 


When ſuch a heavenly voice you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear; 
"Tis Phillis, Sc. 


The nymph, whoſe perſon, void of art, 
Has ev'ry grace, in every part, 

Wich murd'ring eyes, yet harmleſs heart, 
Js Phillis, &c. | 


Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, 
Whoſe ſkin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 


Whoſe face like—nothing that I now, | 


| Is Phillis, Sc. 


But reſt, my ſoul, and bleſs your fate; 

Tbe Gods, who form'd a piece fo neat, 

So juſt, exact, and fo compleat : 
As Phillis, Sc. | 

Proud of their hit in ſuch a flow'r, 


Will guard, in ev'ry dang'rous hour, 1 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 
206 
Wu x others trip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And fteal its fragrance from the roſe, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Queen ; 
Fain would I fing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 


GenTLEMEN, 
| Beneath this elm, be fide this ſtream, 
How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unfeen! 
While, faithful in the lovers cauſe. 


The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 
To Jenny of the Green, 


With joy my ſoul revives the day, 

When, deck'd in all the pride of Nay, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene; 

Then ev'ry nymyh that hop'd to pleaſe, 


| Firſt trove to catch the grace and eaſe 


Of Jenny of the Green, 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's figh, 
On me ſhe caſt ber partial eye, 

Nor ſcorn'd my humble mien; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Through all the fairy land of love, 
I' ſeeks my pretty wand'ring dove, 

The pride of gay fifteen; 2 
Tho? now the treads ſome diſtant plain, 
Tho' far apart, I'll meet again 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſt night 

| That brings her back with fpeedy flight, 
Melt down the hours between; 

And when we meet, the loſs repay, 


On loit'ring wing prolong my ſtay 


Wich Jenny of the Green, 


[SOFT pleaſing pains, unknown before, 
} LS beating boſom feels, 


hen I behold the bliſeful bow'r 

| Where deareſt Delia dwells. 
That way I daily drive my flock; 
Abl happy, happy vale! 


N Taere look, and wiſhz and while 1 look, 
þ My fighs increaſe the gale, - 


ww. * 


My ſ[enny of the Green. 5M 


My fighs increaſe the bas. 


SoNGs 


b at midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath th' inclement ſkies, 
And there my true devotien pay 
To Delia's ſleep· ſeal d eyes: 
So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay- cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint, 
Of ſome, Se. 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 
And all my bliſs contain, | 
Ab! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare, 

For which I figh in vain? 
But let me not at fate repine, 
Aad thus my grief impart : 
She's not your tenant; — he is mine; 
Her Manfion is my heart, 
Her Manſion is my heart. 


Too long a giddy wand'ring youth, 
From fair to fair I rov'd ; 

To ev'ry aymph I vow'd my truth, 
Tho' all alike 1 lov'd: | 

Yet, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt; 

But, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy is beſt. 


Like other fools, at female wiles 
"Twas my delight to rail; 


Their ſighs. their vows, their tears, their 3 


Were falſe, I thought, and frail : 
But, by reflection's bright'ning pow'r, 
I ſee their worth confeſt ; 
That man cannot enough adore, 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy ls beſt, 


he roving heart at beauty's fight 
May glow with fond defre 

et, tho? poſſeſſion yield delight, 
It damps the lawleſs fire: 


108 — 
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1 


[ With love, on ev'ry gen'rousy mind, 


But love's celeſtial faithful flames 
Still catch from breaft to breatt; 
While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 
| That conſtancy is beſt, 

| That conftancy is beſt. 


No ſolid bliſs from change reſults, 
No real raptures flow; | 

But, fix'd to one, the ſoul exults, 
And taſtes of heav'n below, 


Is truth's fair form impreſt; 
And reaſon dictates to mankind, 

That conſtancy is beſt 

That conſtancy is beſt, 
Cup, god of love and joy, 
Wanton roſy winged boy, 
| Guard her beat from all alarms, 
Bring her deck'd in all her charms, 
Bluſhing, panting, to my arms. 


All the heaven I aſk below, 

Is to uſe thy darts and bow, 
Could I have them in my pow'r, 
One ſweet ſmiling happy hour, 
One ſweet woman I'd ſecure, 


She's the firſt which Venus made, 
With her graces full array d; 
When ſhe treads the velvet ground, 
We feel the zone with which ſhe's _—_ 


All is paradiſe around. 
110 


Is perſuit of the fox and the hare 
What joys and what comforts abounds * 
Byt I am alone in diſpair, t 
Since Silvia's not there to be found. 


When I join with my friends round the bowl! 
What raptures I view in each face ! | 
But Sylvia poſſeſſes my ſoul, 
And no pleaſures her form can eraſe, 


| I bave told her a tale of ſoft love, 
1 


E 
0 2 


Burt 
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But nothing I ſaid could remove 


In pity, cel i W. 
. . , IN pity, Celia, to my pain 
nme being betray d. a | No mere my bat younbee, | | Col 
O! could I but make her my wiſe, | Nor let the blaſts of cold diſdain Who 
I'd bid ev'ry folly adieu } 1 Deſtroy my riſing love. W 
And reſolve for the reſt of my life My love, as yet, but newly blown, Ev'ry 
. * , 1 
| To center my withea with Tou. 5 Muſt die for wank of care ; | T Ev 
111 ' Tis your's (as you the feeds have ſown) | * 
Overce ! ! wilt thou gang with me, To ſave the flow'rs they bare. BY Ty x 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town ? | When firſt the ſprin flow'r appears ON 
Can filent glens have charms tar thee, And ſhews i is rife end, Ma 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown. Each gentleſt wind 1 18 ſhiv' ring fear. 0 Pleaſ\ 
Nae longer dreſt in filken ſheen, And courts the gardener's aid. | 4 
|  Nae longer deckt wi' jewels rare; | In pity then, no longer ftrive | aan. 
Say, can'ft thou quit each courtly ſcene, To grieve my faithful mind _ 
Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair ? Since love and faith, and juſtice too, pA 
O Betſey ! when thou'rt far awa, N . 8 
Wilt thou not caft a with behind ? 
Say, can't thou face the flakey fnaw, Say ws 3 e * = 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern wind ? Or wh 22 — 423 hoſ 
Say, can that ſaft and gentleſt mien r why not the e | 
Yo g : Be paid to the charms of the mind? To 
Se ve reſt hardſhips learn to bear? 3 . 
1 ³˙-⁴ annie fans | Why need we obſerve what we know, , at 
„ e | That beauty will quickly decay, Ane 
| . Like flow'rs, which as. ſoon as they blow, 8 ſw 
© Betſey! can'ft thou love fa true, Droop, wither, and then fade away ? Tha 
Thro' perils keen wi” me togo? | Tho' not with that raviſhing form, 
Or when miſhap the ſwain ſhould rue, _— Which blooming Lucinda can boaſt, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe ? | Shall Celia be treated with ſearn, 
Or when invading pains befall, | Or ſlighted, becauſe ſhe's no toaſt ? 
_ Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? No, ſurely, forall muſt revere 5 
Nor wiſhful thofe gay ſcenes recall, 3 The charms of her temper and mind; 
Where thou any Faireft of the Fair? Her judgement ſo ſolig and clear, 
And when at laft thy love ſhall die, Her taſt ſo correct and refin'd. 
Wilt thou receive hit parting breath ? | Then why not the tribute of praiſe 
Wi't thou repreſs each ſirugglicg ſiah, Be paid to the charms of the mind? 
And chear with ſmiles bed of death ? Or why muſt the poet's ſoft lays 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay | To beauty be always confin'd ? 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender teax ? Ye (wains, then be prudent and wiſe, 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes fo gay, I | Nor liſten to beanty's falſe voice; 
V here thou wert faireſt of the Fair, IA happineſs pure if ye prize, 
| | Let merit alone claim your choice. WHILS! 
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Warsr on thy dear boſom lying, 
Celia ! who can tell my bliſs? _ 

Who the raptures I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs ? 

Ev'ry look with love inſpires me; 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms ; 

Ev'ry melting tranſport fires me; 
Ev'ry joy is in thine arms, . 

Thoſe dear eyes that iweetly Tanguiſh, 
Make my heart with raptures beat 

Pleaſure almoſt turns to anguiſh, 

When the tranſport is ſo great, 

bol not ſo divinely on me; 

Celia ! 1 ſhall die with bliſs: 

et, oh ! turn thoſe eyes upon me; 

Who'd not die a death like this ? 


HE fragrant Lily of the Vale, 

So elegantly fair, 

hoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 

To Chloe I compare: 

What though on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtri ses its head to hide; 

o ſweet neſs far out vies the roſe, 

That flaunts with ſo much pride» 


he coftly tulip owes its hue 

To many a gaudy ſtain; 

1 this we view the virgin white 

Of innocence remain: 

ee how the curious florift's hand 
Uprears its humble head ; 

ind to preſerve the charming flower, 
Traniplants it to his bed, 


ere while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
nraptur d how its owner iands, 

To view its lovely face : 

ut pray, my Chige, now obſerve 

The inference of my tale; 

Way I the floriſt be—and thou 
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Wurx once 1 with Phillida firay'd, 
Where rivers ran murmuring by, 

I heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made, 

| What ſwain was ſo happy as I? 

My breaſt was a ftranger to care, 

| For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 

I thought myſelf richer, by far, 

Than he that had mountains of Gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain 
The kiſſes, I once thought my own, 

Are beſtow'd on a happier iwain : 


| But ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 


Her vows fhall be conſtant and true; 


1 They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, 


As fickle as Midſummer dew, 


O Pbillis, ſo fickle and fair, 
Why did you my love then approve ? 


Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair, 


I ſoon had forgotten to love: 
You imil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 


| I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 


But gave my looſe ſails to the wind 


When tempeſts the ocean deform. 
And billows ſo mountainous roar, 


The Pilot, ſecure from the ftorm, 


Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore ; 
As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 


His art he too credulous tries, 


And ſailing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 
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Hark ! "tis I, your own true lover; 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind look, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
Ah, you little cunning vixen ! 
I can ſee your roguiſh ſmiles. 


| 


03 
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Addſlids! 
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| Addilids! my mind is fo pcfſeſs'd, | 10 
| Jin we're tped I ſhan't have reſt; {Ys gods ye gave to me a wife, 


Oaly ſay the thing's a bargain, | Out of yuur grace and favour, 4 
Here, an you like it, ready to firike i it, To be the comfort of my life, 
There' at once an ena of arguing: And I was glad to have her. ] 
I am: her's, ſhe is que; But if y ur piovidenee divine Is 
Thus we leal, and thus we gn. For greater bliſs deſign her; | 
| 118 To obey your will at any time, | F 
Tux ſmiing plains, profuſely gay, | I'm ready to refign her. | | 
Ate dieſt in all the pride of May, — 127 Fo 
The b'rds around in every vale, | Apirv, gear maid, whoſe charms inſpi 
| Breathe rapture on the vocal gale. A never-fading hs 3 
| But ah! Miranda, without thee, | Once more to rural ſcenes retire, | At 
Nor ſpring aor ſummer ſmiles on me ! | And :ange the thoughtful grove; Th 
All lonely in the ſecret ſhade, | Where peace ſball all thy ſteps attend, 
I mourn thy abſence, charming maid, and Nature's various beauties blend, 
| | and Nature's various, Ec. | Ot 


O oft as love! as h-nour fair! 
More gently ſweet than vernal air, There no corroding cares intrude, co 
Come to my arms, for you alone Wh: ich haunt th* ambitious throng ; 
Can all my anguiſh paſt atone ! Th' embow'ring ſhades of ſolitude 


| To humble minds belon Bu 

O come! and to my bleeding heart, Tot Arne . _ great 24 

Th' ambroſial balm of love impart! To live in regions of deceit EB He 

Thy preſence laſting joy ſhall bring, 5 ; | | 
And give the year eternal ſpring. . [ hough now il]-nature throws her darts, . 

Nl And wounds our ſociel joy, Lil 

119 — Bleſt friendſhip ſtill unites our hearts ; 

Ho feet are the roſes of June, With her endearing tie, My 

The pink and the jeſſamine gay; W hile thus ſupported, we can brave i 

But firipp'd of their bloſſoms, how foon, Each cruel ftorm and threat'ning wave, Sw 

How ſueden thoſe ſweets will decay! Vice ſhall try all her arts in vain 
Juſt ſuch is the maid in her prime, Our union to divide; 1 Oh 


Adorn'd with the bloom of fifteen; 


N | » . 
But robb'd of her deauty by time, For pureft love's eternal chain 


Our ſpirits has ally'd : 


No traces of youth gan be ſeen, Then let not parting give us pain, 1. 
Then Phils, be wiſe whilſt you may, We parted but to meet again. | Th 
To Damor's addreſſes prove kind, —  —— Pa 
Relent, or, believe what I fay, Say, oh too lovely creature, 
Too late you will al:er your mand. Thou cauſe of all my ſmart, 
When next the fond youth ſhall declare, What means this palpitation, 
The paſſion which glows in his breaſt, Without a feeliug heart ? 
With him io the altar repair, | There” 0 conjuration in it: 


No longer refuſe te be bleſt, j]: ceaſes Thea, in a minute, 


Such rapping 3 
And tapping, 2 
As if it ne'er would reft; 
Mine too, I vow, 
1 can't tell how, 
Is like to burſt my breaft, 


” TL 
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Fair Hetty my Heart hath enchain'd, 
That rov d among Beauties fo free ; 

For ſurely the Fates had ordain'd 
That none ſhould en ſlave it but the, 


Ah! Traitor, is Lucy forgot, 
To Whom thou didſt Con gancy ſware ? 
The Lacy that ſweetn'd thy Lot 
Of Sorrow, Vexation, and Care ! 
Oh ! periſh the Thought? She was mine, 
Beſt Gift I could aſk from above; 
Conceive it, ye Hearts that combine 
In Rivets of conjugal Love. 


But, ah! the inſatiable Foe 
Nor Sizhs nor Entreaties will hear, 
He levell'd his murtherons Blow, 

He ſpoil'd me of all that was dear, 


Like Orpheus, my lu re I would firing, 
The Regions of Death would explore, 

My Lucy from thence would F bring, 
But, alas! I can ſee her no moter 


Sweet Hetty, then haſte to my Arms, 
Since nought can reverſe the Decree ; 

Oh! give me to taft of thy Charms, 
To meet a fond Lucy in thee, 


— | 

I Am a young fhepherd, the pride of the plain; 
The laſſes all ſtrive my affection to gain; 

I'm teaz'd by young Ph1ill.s, young Bridget and Sue; 
Say, what would you have ſuch a youag ſhepe | 
] cannot be eaſy wherever TI go, 

Nor know I the reaſon they tollow me ſo ; 
"Tis ftrange I am ſure you will readily own, 


That, tho' I refule, they won't let ms alone, 
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L. aſt night at the wake, when I danc'd on the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never were ſeen; 
To be teaz d in this manner no mortal could beat, 
0 1 fix'd upon one who is lovely and fair. 


Her eaſe and good-nature, I vow and proteſt, * 
Have gain'd my affection beyond all the reſt | 


she has wit, youth and beauty, the paſſions to move, 


And at laſt, I muſt own, I am ſmitten with love. 


bride 3 


| — 12 | 
T HE fool that is wealthy is ſure of a 


For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs hide; 


The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne er troubled their heads 
la ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; Fs 
But Adam and Eve, when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
E'en took one another, for better, for worſe. 


Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne er aim to be great; 
Let love be thy jointure, ne er mind an eſtate: 
You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms; 
And I ſhall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 


| ; 126 —ũäEäõ 
DecrARx, my pretty maid, 

Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? | 
With you I'll toy, I'll kiſs and play; 

But hang me if I marry, hang me 1 
With you I'll toy, Sc. 
Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry; 
With you I'll toy, In kiſs and play; 
| But hang me it 1 marry; 

With you, &c, | 

| Tho” charms and wit aſſail, 

The ſtroke I well can parry; 
[ love to kiſs, to toy and play; 


But do not chooſe to marry 
I love, Sc. 


| Young Mally of the dale 5 
| Maxc 4 mere flave of Harry 


f I marry; 
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Becauſe, when they had tey'd and kiſs'd, 

The fool iſn ſwain would marry ; | | 
Becaufe, &c. Oe | 1 
Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 


I to the grave will carry ; 

With you l' toy, and kiſs and play; 

But hang me if I maary, hang me if I marry; 
With you Il toy, Se. | | | 
A | | x 127 

DIEU, ye groves, adieu ye plains ! 
All nature mourning lies; 
See gloomy clouds, and thick'ning rains, 

Obſcure the lab' ring Ties: | 
See from afar th' impending ftorm 
With fullen baſte appear; 

See winter comes, a dreary form, 

To rule the falling year. - 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound 
Rejoice the gladden'd light; 
No more the gay enamell'd ground, 
Or fylran ſcenes delight: 
Thus Zepbaliada, much lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; 
The roſe muſt droop, the lily fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail. 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 

May riſe on active wing; 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And bail reviving ſpring; 

But youth, my fait, ſees no return 
The pleafing bubble o'er, 

In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 


Haſte then, dear girl, that time improve 
Which art can ne'er regain, | 

In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 

With ſome diſtinguiſh d ſwain : 

So ſhal life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene; 

Tho' Summer, Autumn, glide way, 


| If bitter, O tell me whenee comes my content 


Or grieve at my fate, fince I koow tis in vain ? 


1 But, oþ ! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind ſhe does prove! 


| Waorar beauteous ſcenes enchant my fight! 


Does round that elm's ſupporting height 


| And that fair vine, without his aid, 
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fe-cet paſſion, how can it torment ? 


IF tove's a 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhauld I complain, 


Yet ſa-wleaſing the pain is, ſo ſoft bis the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me and tickles my heart. 


I graſp her hand gently, loole lang uiſhing Cawn : 
And by paſſionate filence I make my love know: z 


By ſome williag miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ftriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name, 


How pleafing is beauty! how ſweet are he charms! Th 
How delightful embraces! how peaceful her arms | WI 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love ; Whil 
| | "Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above : Lil 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes mutt yield; \ 


For *tis beauty that conquers and keeps the fair field, 
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How cloſely yonder vine 


Her wanton ringlets twine ! 
That elm (no more a barren ſhade) 
Is with her cluſters crown'sd 


Had crept along the ground. 


4 


| The youthful god that rules the year, 


| While ſome with thort-liv'd paſſion 


On him alone thy heirt beſtow, 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 
| Connubial joys to prove, | 
Vet mark what age and care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on love: 
Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear 
Vertumnus loves thy chat ms, 


And keeps thy groves from harm. 
His love remains the ſame; ; 


And crown his conſtant fl · me: 
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[Her heart is blither than her ſong, 

Her paſſions gently move along, 

Like the ſmooth gliding ſtream. 


o hall no froſt a untiemly pow'r 
Deform the blooming ſpring 

> ſhall thy trees, from blaſts 
un, WH Their woated tribute bring. 


TRY 


— — 111 | 
art, HE gaudy tulip ſwells with pride, 
And rears its beauties to the fun, | 
With heav'n born tints of Iris's bow ; 
While low the vi'let ſprings beſide, | 
ore! And in the ſhade it ftrives to ſhun 
The hand of ſome rapacious foe. 


me, Of worth intrinſic, ſmall the ſtore 

ms That from the tulip can ariſe, 

as | BY When parted from its glowing bed: 

. While hid, the vi'let charms the more, 
4 Like innocence in its native ſkies, 

iel; When crop'd to grace the virgin h:ad. 


zen think, ye fair ones, how theſe flow'rs 
Are wrought in nature's vacious robe ; 
Where pride declines, and merit thrives, 
Your virgin dignity o'er-pow'rs 
The heroes of the conquer'd globe: 
But ſweet compliance makes ye wives. 


— 1722 — — 
E chearful virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the green, 

To roſe or jeſs' mine bow'r ? 
Where does the ſeek the woodbine ſhade ? 
For ſure ye krow the blooming maid, 
Sweet as the May blown flow'r. 


Her cheeks are like the maiden roſe, 
oin'd with the lily 28 it-blows, - 
Where each in ſweetneſs vie; 
Like dew-drops gliſt' ning in the morn, 
ben Phabus gilds the flow'ring thorn, 


Her ſong is like the linnet's lay, 
30 hat warbles chearful on the ſpray, 


To hail the wenn hem :: 


1 


Aoiev, ye ſtreams, 3 ſmaothly flows 


Ye vernal airs, that foſtly blow ; 
Ye (my by blooming ſpring array d; 


Ie birds, that warble thro the glade, | 


Ye birds, Cc. 
Uahurt from you, my foul could fly, 


| | Nor drop one tear, nor hear one ſigh ; 


But, forc'd from Celia's ſmiles to part, 


| All joy deſerts my drooping heart, 
I | 


Jay, Ee. 
O! fairer than the roſy morn, 
When flow'rs the dewy field adorn; 
Unfully'd as the genial ray, 
That warms the gentle breeze of May, 
That warms, Se. . | 
Thy charms divinely ſweet appear, 
And add new ſplendor to the year; 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 125 
And gild with joy the dreary night, — A 
And gild, &c. ' 


Tat elittring ſan begins to riſe 
On vonder hill, and paints the ſkies ; 


Tue lark his warbling matin fings; 


Each flow'r in all its beauty Tprings z 
The village vp, the ſhepherd mes 


His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamell'd green 

My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 

Freſher than the roſes bloom, 

Sweeter than the meads perfume. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away, - 

To Delia's ear the tender notes convey : 

As ſome lone turtle his laſt love deplores, — 
And with ſhrilb echbes fills the ſounding ſhores, 


| So I, like bim, abandon'd and forlors, 


| With ceaſeleſs plaktits my abſent Dalia mourn. - Go, | 
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Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along: 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling foun:ains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor b iy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 
Nor ſhow'rs to larks, nor ſunſtine to he bee, 
Are half fo pleaſing as thy ſight to me. 


| | — 135 

I Love thee, by heavens I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſer not my poſſion zeooling: | 

If thou yield'ſt not at once, Imuſt e en give thee o'er, 
For I am but a novice at fooling. [deeds;. 


What my love wants in words it ſhall make up in 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ftuff, child? 
A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds ; 

A word to the wiſe is enough, child. 


I know how to love, and to make that love known 3 
But H hate al) l a"guing: 

Had a goddeſs my heart, ite ſhould e en lie alone, 
If ſhe made many words to a bargain. 


m a quaker in love, and but barely affirm 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying; 

P:'ythee be thou fo too; ſeek for no better term, 

But een throw thy ye, or thy nay, in. 


I cannot bear love like a Chancery ſuit, 
The age of a patriarch depending; 

Then pluck ug a ſpirit ; no longer be mute; 
Give it, one way or. other, an ending. 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical finners ; [ cool, 
Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow 
Before men fit down to their dinners. 
— 736 
BRIofrr was the morning, cool was the air, 
Serene was all the ſky, | 
When on the waves I left my, dear, 
* — center of myjy; q 
caven and na ure ſmiling were, 
And hothing fad bb 1. | 


—— 


Ginri IAEA. 


Each roſey field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore; 

Each river-god rofe from his bed, 

|  An« figh'd, and own'd her pow'r; 


As proud of what they bore. 


So when the fair Egyptian queen 

| Her hero went to fee, 

Cindus ſwell'd o'er her banks with pride, 
As much in love as he. 


Glide on, ye witers, bear theſe lines, 
And tell her how diftreſs'd : 

Bear all my fight, ye gentle winds, 
And waft e'm to her breaſt: 

Tell her, if e'er ſhe proves unkind, 
I never ſhall have reft. 


] 


Wy AT beavties does Fes diſcloſe 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 

Vet Mogg y's, ſtill ſwener than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed: 

Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 

Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro? thoſe, 

Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are head in the grove. 


J. The linnet, the lark, and the thruſſi; 


The black bird, and ſweet cooing dove 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. 

Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 

We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 


Does Mogg y not tend a few theep ? 
Do they 1 ſtray, 
While, happily, the lies aſleep? 


| Kind nature indulging my blifs, 
7 relieve the ſoft pairs of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambroſial kiſs, 


| Curling cheir waves, they deck'd their heads, 


And love while the feather'd folks fing, 
I | How does my love paſs the long day? 


'Tw-ed's murmurs ſhould lull ber to reft, 


is ſhe 
No be: 
ve's gr 
She's | 
7 cha 
Dh ! 1 
all I f. 
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HE E 
hat 
long 
Their 
how, 
The m 
|] love 


| \nd tr 


Il you 
our | 
| heal 
dur fe 
18, D 
hen 
fry 1 
H loi! 


is ſhe does the virgins excel; 

No beauty with her may compare ; 
de' graces all round her do dwell : 
She's faireſt when thouſands are fair, 


y, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 


Oh! tell me at noon where they feed? 
all I ſeele them on ſweet winding Tay, 
br the pleaſanter bank of the Tweed? 
— 128 
HE heavy hours are almoſt paſt, 
hat part my love and me; 
| longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to fee : 
how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you've loſt ſo long ? 
|] love in all your pulſes beat, 
\nd tremble on your tongue ? 
In you in ev'ry look declare, 
our heart is till the ſame, 
| heal each idle anxious care, 
Jur fears in abſence frame ? 
8, Delia, thus I paint he ſcene, 
hen we ſhall ſhortly meet, 
try what yet remains between, 
H loit'ring time to cheat. 
if the dream that ſooths my mind 
hall falſe and groundleſs prove; 
am doom'd at length to find 
hat you ve f to love: 
I of Venus aſk, is this, 
o more to let us join; | 
grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 
o die, and think you mine, 
139 —— 
K me not how calmly I 
he cares of life defy; 
ow I baffle human woes, 
Woman, woman, woman knows. 
{may live and laugh as I; 
like me, may cares defy; 
the pangs the heart endures, 
man, woman, woman Cures, 


"Fi 


— 
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: Ves, ſhe is fair, divinely fair, 


Aſk me not of empty toys, -4 
Feats of arms, and drunken Joys ; 

I have pleaſure more divine, 
Woman, woman, woman's mine, 


Raptures more than folly knows, 
More than fortune e'er beſtokes ; 
Flowing bowls, and conquer d fields, 
Woman, woman, woman yields, 


Aſk me not of woman's arts, 
| Broken vows and faithleſs Hearts: 
Tell me wretch, who pines and grieves, 
Woman, woman, woman lives, 
All delights the heart can know, 
More than folly can beſtow, | 
Wealth of worlds, and crowns of king, 
| Woman, woman, woman brings, 
— 


And ſofter than tne balmy air 
That vernal Zephyr blows ; 
Her cheeks tranſcend the roſe's bloom, 


And ſweeter is he fich perfume 


Her ruby lips diſcloſe. 


Fly ſwift, oh! Love, and in her ear 
Whiſper ſoft, her lover's near, | 
Full of douht and full of fear; 
If my taſhneſs ſhould offend, 
Intercede, 
| My pardon plead, . 
Her angry brow unbend. 
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H! had I been by fate decreed 

Some humble cottage ſwain. 
In fair Ryſerra's ſight to feed 

My flocks upon the plain, 


What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muft know ? 

| Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair-one's lot ſo low? | 


| Ix all the ſex ſome charms I find ; 


I love to ity all woman kind, 


ä — —— 


The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty. 
In Cupid's fetters, moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh ont a long, long year, 
The flave of wanton Kirty, 
The flave of wanton Kitty, 


At length I broke the galling chain, 


And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 


One coaftant ſcene of folly, 
One conſtant, &c. 


I vow'd no more to wear the yoke; 


But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 
And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And figh'd, &c. 

With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 

Young Jenny did my foul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder valley, 
That hves, &c. h | 

Then Cupid threw another ſoare, 

And caught me in the curling hair 
Of lirtle tempting Sally, 
Of little, & Co 


| Adorn'd with charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung, 


This heart of yeildiag mettle, 
This heart, Sc. 


And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 
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Hasre, haſte, Amelia, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Elyſian gales ; 
From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, 
And ſun-illumin'd vales : | 


No ſighs, no murmurs, havnt the grove, 


But ble ſſings crawa the plains ; 


Here calm Contentment, heav'a-born maid, 


And Peace, the cherub, reigns. 

O come! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep eat ation grows, 

For thee ſweet violets breathe perfume, 
The whitecob'g lily blows, 
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} Exerting all his pride, | | 
Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 
| Who pleaſes all beſide. 


And give them ſweet delight, 


_ | Thy ſtrains the liſt' ning birds beguile, 


| | Beneath, Se. 


| 
Tax morning freſh, the ſun in caſt 


| Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright maig, 


For thee their ftreams the Naiads roll, W 
The daified hills are gay, . 
Where (emblems of Amelia's ſoul) lov 
The ſpotleſs lamblcins play. | St 
From vale to vale the Zepbyrs rove, We: 
To rob tn unfolding flow r; * 

| And muſic melts in ev'ry grove, 


| To charm thy rural hours; 
The warbling lark, high - poiz d in air, 


| New gilds the ſmiling day; 

The morning freſh, &c. 

The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, 

Tbe fields all round are gaily dreft ; 
Ariſe, my love, and play, and play; 

Ariſe, my love, and play. | 


And bleſs thy ſhepherd's fight ; 
Come forth, &c. 
| Lend ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 
Unveil the roſe's bluſhing ſhade, 


And give, Se. 


Thy preſence makes all nature ſmile, 
Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve z 
Thy preſence, &c. 


And, av invite, reward their toil, 
Ard tune their notes to love, 
And tune, Sc, 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn. tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 
E'er other eyes ye beauties ſee, 
Then on my brows adorn d thall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine, be mine, 


| Thy happy fate be mine. 
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Wurx Chloe firſt, with — charms, 
Invited lovers to her arms, 
She look'd a dainty thing; 
We ſaw her beauty, own'd her wit 
And, as the ſi mile moſt fit, 
We call'd the period, Spring. 


The haſty moments paſs'd away; 
We ſaw her bright meridian day, 
And woman's fate become her: 
The prudent mother, and the wife, 
Diffus'd around her all the life. 
And all the bliſs of Summer. 


dvancing on in /ife's career, 

he maids to Chloe lent an ear, 

And what ſhe knew ſhe taught em; 
er ſage advice diſperfing round, 

ill every prudent virgin found 

The richeſt fruits of Autumn. 


ut Chloe's charms are faded quite; 
et honour can't allow it right, 

Of well-earn'd praiſe to ſtint her; 
or ſhe who Summer well employs, 
inn reap the Autumn's ſolid joys, 
Nor dread the froſt of Winter. 
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L E nympbs and ye ſhepherds that join in this throng, 
ray tarry a while, and attend to my ſong: 

be ſtory, tho” fimple, is true that I tell; 

hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well, 

went, t'other day, to a wake on the green, 

nd met with a laſs fair as beauty's gay queen; 

ak d for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd no; | 
nd ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me go 
tenderly cry'd, Phillis, don't be a prude; 

t till, ſhe return d. I'll cry out if you're rude : 
he more that I preſs'd her, the more ſhe cry'd no, 
id ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me go 


ound no intreaties would make her comply; 
never 1 touch'd her 'twas fye, Collin, fre . 


— 


| 80 I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 


| The birds awake, the flow'rs appear, 
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And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life. 


Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this, | 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can,[man. 


| For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your 
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P HILIR A's charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for billing ! 
When lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To ſhew her pow'r of killing: 
In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart, 
He felt it never doubt Him: 


| Odzooks! a man were thro” the heart, 


Ere he could look about him. 


But mark the end==with ſcythe fo ſhar» 
Time o'er the forchead ſtruck her; 

| And all her charms began to warp— 

Then the was in a pucker: 

She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better ; 

Yet ſtill had hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some comely ſwain might get her, 


PEilira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
Now makes an am'rous trial; 

But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each irowns in cold denial. 

Coquets, take warning; change your tune; 
is woetul caſe remember: 

The bed fellow you Qight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, 


Cons, deat Amanda, quit the towp, 
And io the rural hamlets ply; 
Beho d the winter ſtorms are gone, 


A gentle radiance glads the ſky. 


Each ſpreads a verdaat couch for thee 
*Tis joy and muſic all we hear, 
"Tis love and beauty all we fee, 


P 


* 


Come. 
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Come et us mark the gradual ſpring, 
How peep the buds, the bloſſom blows, 
Till Philome! begins to fing, 
And perfect May to ſpread the roſe, 


Let us ſecure the ſhort delight, 
And wiſely crop the blooming day ; 
For ſoon, too ſoon, it will be night; 
Ariſe, my love, and come away. 


Arrxp all ye 3 and nomphs to my lay 
You may learn from my tale, and go witer away: 
"A damſel once dwelt at the foot of the hill, 

Well known by the name of the Maid of the Mill, 


In her all the graces had jointly comuin'd 

Her face to improve, and embelliſh her n. ind; 
Nor pride or deceit e er her boſom did fill; 
*Twas nature alone in the Maid of the Mill. 


The lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid : 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid; 
With gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to ill, 
But nought could prevail with the Maid of the Mill. 
Her virtue ſhe priz'd beyond ſp'endor and ſtate; 
Tho" poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 
His proffers ſhe ſlighted—in vain all bis ſkill 
To ruin the fame of the Maid of the Mill. 


Young Ca/lin addreſs'd ber with hope and with fear, 
His heart was rizht honeſt, his love was ſincere; 


SoxGs for 


With rapture bis boſom each moment would thrill, 


 When'er he beheld his dear Maid of the Mill. 
His paſſion was founded in honour and truth 


The girl read his heart, & of <nurſelov'd the youth ;; 


At church tit: ie Parry ſoon aofwer'd, © I will 


His lordſhip was bau k'd of the Maid of the Mill. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair! 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care! 
The flame they fi i ſt rais'd in each other, burns till 
And Callia is ble ſs d with the Maid of the Mill. 
| — — 


Yaunc Mill. be Rees at the foot of the bil 


Of beauty is bleſe'd with ſo ample a ſhare. 
| That men call her the laſs with the delicate air, 
One ev'ning laſt May when I travers d the grove, 
ln thoughtieſs retirement, not dreaming of love, 
I chine'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, 

And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air. 


By a murmuring brook, by a green moſſy bed, 
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A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid : 


Surpriz'd and tranſpurted, I could not forbear 


With raptures to gaze on her delicate air. 


That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, 

And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart : 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid was my 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. [eare; 


As ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd, & complain'd I was rude, 
And begeg'd of all things that I wouid not intrude: 
I] anſwer'd, I could not tell how [ came there, 

But laid all the blame on her del cate air ; [tain, 


Said her heart was the prize which I ſought to ob- 
And hop'd ſhe whold grant it to eaſe my fond pain. 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, 

But fir'd all my foul with her delicate air, 


A thouſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit; 
But ſti ll the tormenter affects to be mute: [ fair, 
Then teil me, ye ſwains, who have conquer d the 
How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air, 
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White ſervile ſeriblers Tide the pen, 
io flatter ſome great ruling men, 
In hopes to get a dinner; 
Not fo the bard who now invokes 
The nine, ans ſuch celeftial folks, 
In praiſe of Betſy Skinner, | 
Before my tongue thould frame a lye, 
For wealth, or tame, I'd ſooner die, 
An ur forgiven finner ; 
If truth direct me on my way, 
o thou approve my feeble lay, 


A.. d whoſe tame ev'ry virgin with cavy docs fill, | 
| p 925 


On charming Betſy Skinner, _ 
| T houg 
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Though Stella boaſts a ſparkling eye, 
And Flavia s cheek a crimſon dye, 
A ſhape and air, Corinna; 

No more thoſe fading charms ſhall ſhine 
At court, when once compar'd with thine, 
Oh lovely Berſy Ski 6 

An angel's heav'nly form we find, 
With reaſon, ſenſe, and wiſdom join'd, 
Such beauties dwell within her; 
That Venus, though the fauveſt the, 
Enrag'd ſhould ſeek her notive ſea, 
At fight of Betſy Skinner, 
If happineſs can be expreſs'd 
In wedlock, how ſupremely bleſs'd 
The youth that's doom'd to win her; 
He need not envy kings, who wear 
The diadem of pain an care, 
Polleſs'd of Betſy Skinner. 


% 


OY — — 
Bra urrous nymph approve the flame 
Thy merit rais'd within my breaft ; 
Let ev'ry tender thought proclaim 
How much I love, and how diſtreſs d; 
Since words themſelves want energy to prove 
What Damon ſuffers by capricious love, 


Suppreſs not then the pleading thought, 
Which thy ſoft nature muſt advance; 
Nor bluſh, if in the conteſt caught, 
The pureſt minds have fell by chance. 
Then ceign, Belinda, generous and kind, 
To ſmile compliance on the humble mind. 


3 e 13 | 
T Windſor, where Thames glides ſo ſoftly along, 
Lives the wiſh of my heart, the dear girl of my ſong; 
Her name all the day I with rapture repeat, 

ind am bleftwhen the ſhepherds but talk of my Kare, 
Nhen mu fair-one is by, the whole village is gay 
or 'tis ſhe, not the ſun. that enlivens the day; 


he lads are all happy when round her they wait, 
nd the laſſes learn beauty by watching my Kare. 


hen I join the pale lily or bluſhpainted roſe [ poſe 
ad with pinks & ſweet woobdines 2 garland com- 


T houg 
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More lovely to fight are her looks, and more ſweet 
Is the fragrance hat dwells on the lips of my Kate. 


Huſh huſh ye vain warblers no more croud the ſpray 
Nor think to delight with your love liven'd lay; 

With ſucceſs each may tune a ſhrill note to his mate, 
But your notes are all barſh to the voice of my Kate. 


As ſhe fits on the banks by the fide of the ſtream, 
The fiſh, without fear, feed & play by the bim; 
And why thould they not ? they can think no deceit, 
Such truth is confeſt in the looks of my Kare. 


The ſhepherds bring poſies of flow'rs : but the maid 
Cries, theſe ar- but emblems that I too muſt fade: 
But myrtles I'll bring, and in their happy date, 
Shew the unt«ding charms of the mind of my Kate. 
| — 154 
DEAREST Nis, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
When we thus thall meet again ? 
When ſhall Strepben fondly fee 
Beauties only found in thee? 
Kiſs thee, preis thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live long day? 
Deareſt Kitty ! Rind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where ? 
All the happy day, tis true, 
Bleſs'd, but only when with you; 
Nightly Strephon fings alone, 
| Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 
Tell me then, and eaſe my. pain, 
| Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine ? 
Deareſt Kitty ! kind and fair, 
| Fell me when—l care not where, 


— 
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In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt, 

That I, unconſtant, have pofſeſ3'd, 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe. 

If that at once, you would be cur d. 

Of all the pains you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your glaſs and me, P 2 


In 
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In gardens did you never ſee 

The little, wanton, curious bee, 
Where ev'ry bloſſom blows, 

Fly gently o'er each flower he meets, 

And, for the quinteſſence of ſweets, 
He raviſhes the roſe. 


So I, my fancy to employ, 
On each variety of joy, 

From fair ro fair I roam, 
Perchance, to thouſands in a day ? 


_ "Thoſe are but viſits that I pay— 


| My Cblog, you're my home. 
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Grant me, ye pow'rs, a ca'm repoſe, 


Exempt from noiſe, and firife, and pride, 
Where 1 may pity human woes, 
And taſte the pleaſures you provide, 


Unenvy'd by the proud and great, | 
My hours ſhall ſweetly glide away; 

While conſcious of my flill retreat, 
Cheartyi I hail the opening day, 


And if I may ſele& the maid 
From all the fofter ſex below, 
May Stella be alone convey'd, 
| Whoſe beauties bid my boſom glow, 


At length, when life is in decline, 

Celeſtial manſions let me view ; 

Without a groan mp breath reſign, 
And peaceful bid the world adieu. 
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Fair Kitty, beautiful — young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpeke the fair from whence ſhe ſprung, 
With little rage inflam'd; 

Inflam'd with rage and ſad reftraint, 
Which wiſe mama ordain'd, 

Ard ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 

And ſorely vex'd to play the faint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Mutt lady Jenny friſle about 
And viſit with her coufins ? 


At balls muſt the make all the rout, 


And bring home hearts by dozens ? 
What has ſhe better, pray, than l, 

What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 


59 
Toon oh! think, within my breaſt, 


While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I] am ſcarce a toaſt ? 


Dear, dear mama for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 

ren have my earl as well as ſhe, 

Or know the reaſon why. 

Fond love prevail'd, mama gave way; 
Kitty, has heart's defire, 

| Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
And ſet the world an fire. 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 

And ſet the world on fire. 


"THe woodlark whifttes through the grove, 
Tuning the ſweeteft notes of love 

To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 
Perch'sd by his fide, her little breaſt 
Swells with a lover's joy confeſs'd, 


|| To hear, and to reward the lay. 


Come then, my fair-one, let us prove 
From their example how to love : 


For thee the early pipe I'll breathe; 
And when my flock returns to fold, 


{ Their ſhepherd to thy, boſom hold, 


And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


T 


While contending paſſions reign, 


| How my heart is robb'd of reſt; 


| And, in pity, eaſe my pain. 


h. 
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o 2 lover thus diſtreſe d, 0 | 
Torn with doubts, and hopes, and fears, 
Ev'ry moment, till he's bleſt' d, 
Is 3 thouſand, thouſand — 
— — 
Y Peggy is a young thing 
uſt enter d in ber teens; | 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay: 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm ot very old; 
et well I like ro meet her 
At the wawking of the fold. 
iy Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweatly, 
Whene'er we meet alane; 
I wiſh nac mairto lay my care, 
1 with nae more of a that's rare: 
ſy Peggy ſpeales ſo ſweetly, 
To a the love I'm cauld; 
ut ſhe gars a' my ſpiti 8 glow, 
At wawking of the fold, 
ly Peggy ſmiles (ace kindly 
— | whiſper love, 
That 1 look down on z' the town, 
That 1 look down upon a crown: 
Peggy ſmiles ſaekindly, 
Ir —4 me blyth and bauld, 
nd naething gi ves me fic delight 
As wawking of the fold. 


Wen on my pipe 1 play; 
By a the reſt it is conteſt, | 
By a the reſt, that the fings beſt 3 
Peggy ſings ſac ſaftiy, | 

And in her ſangs are tauld, 

ith innocence the vale of ſenſe, 

At wawkiag of the fold. 


* 


Ul of dreams of bi ight beauties, & foud to explore | 


new world of ſuchcharms as I'd ne er ſeen before, 


nvell'd all nations, and wak d from my dreams, 


found that go aywphs were like thoſe of the 
Thames, | 


— 


5 161 
On the banks of the Seine I was pleas'd to ſurvey 
uch crowds of fair ay mphs ail ſo merry and gay; 
But then they were merry and gay to extiemes, | 
And no nymphs could 1 find like me nymphs of the 

| Thames. . 
Then I traver'd each mountain, each river & plain, 
Bat my labour alas was all labour in vain, | 


O Thber, O Po, ny fo fam'd are your ftreamy, 


Since nonymphs can you boaſt like the aymphs of 
the Thames. | 

But of Italy merit and fame, te ſay true, 

And give as tis fit ev'ry nation its due, 


| Each fair like a Syren with muſic inflames, 


But what is a ſong to the nymphs of the Thames ? 


As for Germany, there I was ſtruck with ſurprize, 

| What the belles want in beauty, they make up in ſize 
And tis juſt with their girls as ic is with their ftreams 
You've a ton on the Rhine for a quart on theThames 


Then ye youths of Great Britain on wandring ſo keen 


To feed your fond fancy with beauties unſeen, 

Go, enquire of the tun, and he Il tell you his beame 

Ne'er ſhone on ſuch nymphs as the nymphs ot che 
Thames. 


\ 


Tur ſun, juſt glancing thro' the trees, 
Gave life and joy to ilka grove, 


And pleaſure in each ſouthern breeze 


Awaken'd hope and ſlumb' ring love: 
When Feany ſung with bearty glee, 


| To charm her winſome marrow, 


| My bonny laddie gang wi me 
Will o'es the braces of Yarrow, 


Young Sandy was the blitheſf ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on broomy bi ae; 
No laſs cou'd ken him free fra* pain, 
So graceful, kind, ſo fair and gay. 
| And Jeany ſung, &c, | 
He kifs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 
| Her ſparkling eyn had won his heart; 
No laſs the youth bad e'er betray'd, 
No fears had the, the lad no art. 


And fill he ſung, c. P 3 SHALL 
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HALL I wafting in deſpair, 
Die becauſe a woman's fair ? 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
"Cauſe another's roſy are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 

Or the flow'ry meads in May ? 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair the be. 


Shall a woman's goodaeſs move 
Me to petiſh for her love? 

Or her worthy merits known 
Make mequite forget my own ? 
Be the with that goodneſs bleſt 
As may merit name the beſt, 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me 
What care I how good ſhe be. 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair 
I will never more deſpair 

If the love me, th s believe, 

I will die ere ſhe ſhall grieve: 
Tf the flight me when I woo, 

I will ſcorn and let her go: 

So if ſhe be not fit for me, 

What care I for whom ſhe be. 
3 — JD; — 
| d1 How to- bid my love adieu, 

The painful taſk reveal! 
No more the conſcious bluſh to view, 
The tender glance to ſteal. 


Alas! how ſharp will be my woe, 
For ever torn from thee ! 

Shall that fond breaſt one joy forego, 
Or yield one ſigh for me ? 


Though deſtin'd every anxious pain, 
Each tender fear to prove, 
My conſtant heart (hali till remain 
Unchang'd to thee and love! 
| — — — 
F ROM College 1 came, | 
Full of ſpirits and flame, 
Determin'd I ne'er would deſpair ; 
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I'll ſearch the town throu 
For the laſs I've in view, 
She muſt have a delicate air. 

I'll ſearch the town through, 
For the laſs I've in view, 
She muſt have a delicate air. 


There's you miſs, arq you, 
Ay, and you madzm too, 


| Who look fo contound:dly (ly ; 


You think Ill declare, 
Now the name of the fair, 


IF I can, I wiſh I may die. 


I've ſearch'd the town round, 
She is not to be found, 

I find myſelf quite in ceſpair; 
There's this thing and that, 
Sets my heart pit a pat, 
Whenever [ ſpeak to the fair. 


Reſolv'd then I am, 

And blame me if you can, 

If one of your hearts to enſnare, 

Ia wedlock's ſoft chains, 

I'll forget all my pains, 

Live conſtant and bleſs d with my fair, 
X 166 — — 

An ! ſure a pair was never ſeen, 

So juſtly form'd to meet by nature! 

The youth excelling ſo in mien, 

The maid in evety grace of feature, 

O how happy are ſuch lovers, 


For ſurely ſhe 
Was made for thee, | 
And thou to bleſs this lovely creature? 


So mild your loaks, your children thenge 


Will early learn the taſk ot duty. 
The boys with all their father's ſenſe, 


O how happy to inherit 


Thus while you live 
May fortune give 


| Each blefing, equal to yqur merit! - 


When kindled beauties each diſcovers ! ! 


The girls with all their mother's beauty! 
At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit! 
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H aD 1 a beart for falſhood fram's, 
i ne'er could injure you: 


For though your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 


Y our charms would make me true, 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong: 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


But when they learn that you have b oſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brather's part. 

Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear o ſuffer wrong: 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 

— 105 — 

Dea ſmiling Kitty's to my mind, 

She ev'ry way can pleaſe me, 


| Good-humour's, faithful, fond and kind, 


She never tries to teaze me; 

At home, abroad, by night or day, 
The ſame engaging creature, 
She lets me ever have my way; 

With joy I always meet her, 


To vex or harm a girl ſo good, 
Wou'd bea ſhame and pity, 

I would not injure if I cou'd 
My ever ſmiling Kitty; 

To rove abroad from fair to fair, 
No longer is my paſſion, 

One. only one, is now my care. 
Tho' more is all the faſhion, 

No arts vermillion has ſhe ſhewn, 
She is the child of nature, 

Her face, her ſhape, is all her own, 
And every other feature; 

From folly, ſpite, and cunning free, 
She's lively, gay, and witty, 4 

Her like I ne'er expect to ſee, 

ill live and die with Kitq. 


And by thoſe lips that ſpolce ſo kind! 


[1 give my love, 1 give my life. 


| 16 

H OW oft Louiſa haſt hog ſaid, 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt difown) 

Chou would'ſt not loſe Ant honio's love, 
To reign the partner of a throne, 


Ana by this hand I preſs to mine 
To gain a ſubjeR nation's love. 
I (wear | would not part with thine. 


Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor 

Who own what kingdoms could not buy ! 

Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 

And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 

Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 

And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine z 

Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine. 


17D! —— 


| I ASK. not beauty quite compleat, 


Give me a girl who ſimply neat, 
Rich golden tifſue can deſpiſe, 

And wear no brilliants but her eyes: 
While blended in thoſe eyes there fit, 
The laughing loves and ſparkling wit. 
Ogive me Hymen ſuch a wife, | 
With joy I'll quit the fingle life, 
With joy Ill quit the ſingle life. 

As pauſes find in muſic place, 

Her ſpeech let proper ſilence grace, 
And in her dimpled ſmiles be ſeen, 


A modeſt yet a chearful mien: 


Her converſation ever free, 
From cenſure as from levity. 


O give me Hymen ſuch a wife, 


Wich joy I'li quit the ſingle life. 

Not fond of compliment, nor rude, 

Not a coquette nor yet a prude, 

Averſe to grandeur and parade, 

Nor pleas'd with midnight maſquerade: 
The virtues that her ſex adorn, 

By honor guarded not by ſcorn, 

To ſuch a virgin, ſuch a wife, 


AWAY, 
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Away, Jet nought to love dilplesſing, 
My Wrinifrida, move thy fear; 
Let noughi delay the keav'nly blefling, 
Nor ſqueamiſh pride, nor gloomy care, 
What tho” no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood, 
We'll ſhine in more ſubſtantial bongurs,, + 


And to be noble, we'll be good. * 


What tho' from fortune's laviſh bounty 
No mighty treaſurcs we poſſeſs; 

We'll find withis our pittance plenty, 
Aad be contentvithou. exceſs, 


Still ſhall each kiad returning ſeaſon 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; 

For we will live a lite of reaton, 
And that's the only life to live. 


Our name, whilf virtue thus we tender, 

Shall ſweetly ſound whe:e'er tis (poke 3 
And allthe great ones much ſhall wonder, 

How they admire ſuch little folk. 


Thro' youth and age, in love excelling, 
We'll hand in hand together tread ; 
$weet ſmiling peace ſhail crown our dwelling, 


And babe“, ſweet ſmiling babes, our bed, 


Hou ſhould I love the pretty creatures, 
Wb round my knees they fondly elunz; 
Jo fee em look their mother's featu: es, 

To hear em liſp their mother's tongue, 


And when with envy time tranſported 
Shall think to rob vs of aur joys, 
You'll in your girls again be counted, . 
And I go wooing in my boys. 5 
172— 
An, dear Marcella! maid divine, 
No more will 1 at tate repiac, 
If I this day behold thee mine, 
For dearly do Ilove thee. 


Thy eaſe thall be my ſweet employ, 
My conſtant care, wy e joy; 


| 
1 


| 


— 


| 


1 
ö 
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May then no chance my hopes eftroy, 
For dearly do I love thee, 


| Sweet is the woodbine to the bee, 


The rifing ſun to ev'ry tree, 
But ſweeter far art thou to me, 
For dearly do I love thee. 


And let me but behold thee mine, 


No more will I at fate repine, 


With rapture will L love thee, 


| 173 
As down on Banna's banks I ftray'd, 


One evening in May, 

The little birds, in blytheſt . 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray : | 
They ſung their little tales of ove, | 
They ſung them o'er and o'er. 
Ah! gramachr e, ma cbt, 
Ma Molly aſhtore! 


| The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets, 


The dawn of nature yields, 
The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, 
Lay ſcatter'd o'er the fields; 


Such fragrance in the boſom lies, 


Of her whom I adore, 
Ah ! gramachree, Se. 


T laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the flave . 
And cruel Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe biealke the honeſt heart, 
That wears her in it's core? 


Ah! gracachree, Sc. 


Vou ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dirs 
| Ah! Why did I believe? 


Were meant but to deceive ? 
That love was all Fafk'd on earth, 
Nay, Heav'n could give no more. 


Ahl gramachree, & 


But while 1 live, thou maid divine, 


Yet who could think ſuch tender words, 


As t 
I met 
I flew 
nd g 
Her lo 
But (t. 


Vith 
nick 
She pr 

nd c 
hile 
But ſti 


In ten, 


O! had J all the flocks that graze. 
On yonder yellow hill, 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 
That yon green paſture fill ; 

With her J love, I'd gladly ſhare, 
My ke ine and flezey ſtore. 

Ah! gramachree, Ec. 


Two turtle-doves, above my head, 
Sat courting on a bough, ' 

I envy'd them their happineſs, 
To ſee them bill and coo; 

Such fondneſs once for me he ſhew'd, 
But now, alas! 'tis o'er, | 

Ah! gramachree, &c, 


Tien fare thee well, my Molly dear, 
Thy lofs I e'er ſhall mourn; 
While life remains in Serepbon' heart, 
"Twill beat for thee alone; | 
Tho' thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee 
I's choiceft bleſſings pour, 
Ah! gramachree, &c. 
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As thro” the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 
I met young Pþ;/lis on her way; 
I flew like lightning to her arms, 
nd gaz d in rapture on her charms 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, 
But (till ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


Vith eager haſte I flole a kiſs, | 
Which bluſhing Phillis 1 ook amiſs; 
She pnſh'd me from her with a frown, 
nd cal!'d me bold preſuming clown ; 
Vhile J confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 
But (1]] ſheery'd, O fye for ſhame, 

In tender fighs I told my love, 

And pleg'd my faith on thirgs above; 
But ſhe, like all her ſex, was coy, 

und tho? I ſwore, would not comply; 
et I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, 

ut ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 
Vhen this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 
© ! I'll lovely Phillis be my beide; 
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For hark, I hear the tinkling-bell ; | 
To church let's go? It pleas'd her well; 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 
| But fill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
The joys we tafte to few are known, 


| No jealous fears our boſoms move 3 


For conſtant each, we truly love. 
She now declares I'm not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame. 


As I went to the wake Sch held on the green, 
I met with young Phebe, as blithe as a queen; 
A form ſo divine might an anchoret move, 
And I found (tho' a clown) I was ſmitten with love: 
So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing, reply'd, 
Lndeed, gentle ſhepherd, you muſt be deny d. 


Lovely Phebe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 

I vow Iwill kiſs you--here's nobody by; 

No matter for that, ſhe reply'sd, tis the ſame; 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame : 

So pray let me go, I ſhall furely be miſi d: 

| Beſides, I'm reſolv'd that I will not be kiſs'd. 


Lord bleſs me! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe; - 
A few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: 

The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 

So come my dear girl, to the wake let us rove. 
No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I muſt firſt be your wife, 
You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me for life. 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church let us go, 
But after dear Phebe muſt never ſay no. 

Do you prove but true, (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
n ever be conſtant, good humour d and kind. 

So I kiſs when I v'eaſe, for ſhe ne er ſays ſhe won't, 
And I kiſs her ſa much, that I wonder ſhe don't. 


= | - 176 
AWAKE, thou blichſome god of day, 
Invite each ſongſter round, | 
Let ey'ry heart be blithe and gay, 

The world with mirth abougd ; 


} Betſy's ſweet ſeraphic e 


In raptures now I fing, 
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Soon let her priſon be my arms, 
And I'll thy tribute bring, 

Ye regents, who the realms abdyt 
With godlike ſweetneſs guard, 

Fair Betſy's heart invade with love, 
Her faithful fwain reward; 

If not, avaunt l ye gods divine, 
Contented let me die, 

My Betſy's eyes much brighter ſhine 
Than all your ſpangled ſky. 

No longer boaſt your lilies fair. 

Noe ruſſet ſeems your ſnow, 

Witt Berſy's ſkin their white compare, 
Where new born roſes grow ; 

Your ſun that gilde the realms above, 

1 A . heat may give, | 
ut Petſy's eyes will always prove 
Ss, Has it is to live. 


As Hows the cool and purling rill, 
In filver mazes down the hill, 
It chears the myrtle. and the vine, 
That in each other's foilage t wine: 
So ftreams from the maternal heart, 
What tender nature can impart; 
Thus happy, in my arms to (old, 
And to my heart Alnena hold. 
178 
An, happy hours. how fleeting 
Ve danc'd on down away; 
When, my ſoft vows repeating, 
At Dapbne s feet I lay ! 


But from her charms when ſunder d, 
As Midas frowns preſage; 
Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 


Each day appear an age. 


Baicar Cyntbiq's pow'r, divinely great, 


What heart is not obeying ? 
A thouſand Cupids on her wait, 
And in ber eyes are playing. 


177—L—ͤ—ꝛ 


* 


And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my brid 


or e: 
She ſeems the of love to reign; þ ! c 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such ſweets as beft can entertain wy, di 
The guſt of all the ſenſes. | Cali 
Her face a charming ptoſpect brings ; mo 
| Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
I hear an angel when the fings, ris fa 
| And taſte of heav'n in kiſſes. or M 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, ou Vi 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : nd ſb 


Let me the other (eaſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure, 


180 |] aw! 
BERLIN DA, with affected mien, — 


Tries ev'ry power of art; 
Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 

To gain a ſingle heart: SEFC 
Whilſt Cbloe, in a different way, 


Aims but herſelf to pleaſe, " = 
And makes new coaqueſis every day, nd fa 
Without one borrow'd grace. | 
Belinda's haughty air deſtroys 


What native charms inſpire ; 
While Cbloe's artiefſs, ſhining eyes, 
Set all the world on fire. 
| Belinda may our pity move, 
But Cblce gives us pain; | 1 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, _I*far 
Her ſiſter frowns in vain. „„ 


: — — =" 
By the fide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, - 4 
I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill, 4 2 
My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleafing a fight; il 
For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight, e grea 


1. told her mv love, and fat down by her fide, 


In anger the ſaid, Get out of my fight, 
And go to your Pballis; you met her laſt night. 


Sur priz d, Ireply'd Pay, explain what you mean 


I never, I vow, with young Phillis way ſeen; 


N 


N aignant fate, and envy fly; | 
nd paſs thro” life without a care, = 


or can I conceive what my Pbebe is at. 
h! can't you? ſhe cry d; web, I love you for that. 


, did you not meet her laſt night on This ſpot ? 
Calin, O Colin, you can't have forgot; 


heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat, 


ou ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. 


[is falſe I reply d, deareſt Phebe believe, 
or Mat is a rover, and means to deceive 3 
ou very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
nd ſurely my charmer muſt hate him for that. 


il own 'twas to know the true ftate of your mind: 
raaſported I kiſe d her, ſhe gave me a pat, 
made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that, 


' — 182 
JEFORE the morn's empurpling light. 
28 chac'd the ſombre ſhades of night, 
y reſtleſs thoughts to Nancy rove, 
nd fancy paints the maid I love, 
hen from the chambers of the Eaſt, 
all his mildeft glories dreft, 
he beauteous rifing ſun I ſee, | 
hink his beams leſs fair than ſhe, 


he flow'ry veſture of the fields, 


re far leſs grateful to my eye | 
han when my deareſt maid is nigh. 
he fragrant roſe's crimſon dyes, | 
de at the luſtre of her eyes; | 

nd as o'er banks of flow'rs treads, 

ey feel her charms, and droop their heads, 
e great, ambitious, and ye vain, | 
flels your wiſhes, and you: pain; | 
| other pleaſures I reſign, | | 
deareſt Nancy only mine. 


t with her love, I would defy 


ome, comethen, ſhe ery d, if you mean to be kind 


Beauty 


he flaming gems rich Iadia yields, 1 
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By a cool fountain's flow'ry fide, 

The bright Ce/inda lay; | 

Her looks increas'd the ſummer's pride ; 
Her eyes the bloom of dx. 


The roles bluſh's with deeper red, 
To ſee their charms out- done; 
The lilies ſunk beneath their bed, 
To ſee ſuch tival's ſhown. 


Quick through the air, to his retreat, 
A dee induſtrions flew; 

Prepar'd to rifle es ry ſweet, 
And ſip the balmy dw. 


Drawn by the fragrance of her breath, 
Her roſy lips he found; LE 

Where he in t-anſports met his death, 
And dropt upon the ground, 


| Enjoy, bleſt bee! enjoy thy fate, 
Nor at thy fall repine; | 
Each god wou'd quit his bliſsful tate, 
To ſhare a joy like thine, 


— — — — 
and muſick charm the ſoul, 
Tho' ſeparate in the tair; 

Wha mortal can their p>w'r controul, 


When heav'n has join'd them there? 


What needed, then, my Cælia' art, 
To ſing or touch the lyre? 


| Your charms before had won my heart, 


"Twas adding flame to fire, 


Can the ſhepherds ava nymphs of the grove 
Condema me for dropping a tear; 
Or lameating alcu4 as I rove, 


Since Suſan no longer i- here? 


My flocks, if at random they ftray, 


What wonder, fince ſhe's from the plain? 
Her hand they were wont to obey, 


bgb, a murmur, or a-fear. 


þ 


She rul'd both ths erp aad the (waia, 
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| In purſvit of ſome lambs from my flocks that have 


One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; {firay'd, 
But, alas! after zll my reſearches ware made, 
I preceiv'd that my labonr was vain. : 


At length growing hopeleſs my lambs to reſtore, 
I reſolv'd to return back again; 
It was uſeleſs. I hought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain, 


On this my retu n, pretty Pbæbe I ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain; 
To ſolicit a kiſs lapproach'd her with awe, 
But ſhe told me my labour was vain. 


But, Phabe I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no longer complain : 

She reply d with a frown, and an aſpect ſevere, 
Yourg Collin, your labour's in vain. | 
Then I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my breaſt, 

And kiſs d her, and kifs'd her again; 
O Collin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That your labour ſhall till be in vain. 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my pain | 
She now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain. 
| 187 — — 
REsSOLV'D, as her poet, of Celia to ſing, 
For emblems of beauty I ſea'ch'd thro the ſpring ; | 
To flowers ſoft blooming compar d the ſweet maid, 
But flowers, tho blowing, at ev*ning may fade. 
Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 
Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For ſun ſets at night, and breezes grow cold. 


' The clouds of mild evening array'd in pale blue, 
And the ſunbeams behind em peep's glittering thro' 
| Tho' to rival her charms they can never ariſe, 

' Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 
ſweet eyes; | 


| Tu O' women, 


| 
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For ſenſe and good-humour no ſeaſon diſarms, 
And the ſoul of my Celia enlivens her charms, 


At length, on a fruit-tree a bloſſom I found, 
Which beauty d ſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 
I then thonght the muſes had ſmil'd on my pray'r:; 
This bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 

| Theſe colours, ſo gay, and united ſo well, 

This delicate textuie, and raviſhing ſmell, 

Be her perſon's dear emblem: but where ſhall I find, 
In nature, a beauty that eaquals her mind? 


This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall, 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe: 
By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe : 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues improv'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her prime, 
When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time. 
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tis true, are but tender, 
Vet nature does their ſtrength ſupply; 
Their will is too ſtrong to ſurrender ; 

They're obſtinate ſtill till they die. 


In vain you attack em with reaſon, 
Your ſorrows you only prolong ; 

Diſputing is always high treaſon ; 
No woman was e'er in the wrong, 


Relief muſt be in reſignation 
For if you appear once content, 

Perhaps the dear fair in compathon, 
May then condeſcend to relent. 

8 189 | 
YLVIA, wilt thou waſt thy prime, 
Strange: to the joys of love? | 

Thou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Ev'ery minute to improve: 

Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Lictle wanton girls and boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 


T hel beauties are trankent ; but Celia's will laſt 
When ſpring, & when ſummer, & autumn, are 1 


Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant priate and moiker's joys? 


Oaly view that little dove, 
Softly cooing to his mate; 
As a farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait, 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
| As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, Ec. 
I love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay, 
Could I to thy foul reveal | 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
In a mutual change of heart; 
Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 
Virgin fears from hence remove; 
All the time is thrown away, 
All the time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in love. 
My deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; | 
And all my care, in peace and war, 
Should be to pleafure thee. 
When up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, - 
Then you, my queen, in chaiſe marine, 
Shall move like queen of love. 
Your love I prize, beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 
Would'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In humble baggage car ; 
For happinels, tho? in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen 3 


And pride in coach, bas more reproach, 
Than love in chaiſe marine. 


Ob! do not hold your love in gold, 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 

Behold the great, with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 

In houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee, 


On Lad ex'ry.day, I get my p, 
And ſpend it merrily. | 


Soncs for GINA TI EISEN. 
Love not thoſe knaves, great fortune's ſlaves, 


— 
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— 


tho 


Who lead ignoble lives, 

Nor deign to ſmile on men fo vile, 
Who fight none but their wives : 
For Britain's right, and you we fight, 

And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care, 
With love ard conſtancy, 


IIf fighs nor groans, nor tender moans, : 


Can't win your barden'd heart, 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part; 

With fife and drum, the ſoldier's come, 
And all the pomp of war, 


Then don't think mean of chaiſe marine, 


: Tie love's triumphant car. 


x 


—— — — 
Dear Sally, thy charms have undone me, 
They've robb'd me of freedom and joy; 
Then deareſt, ſweet Sally, ſmile on me, 

For death is my fate if thou'rt coy : 

Be cautious, dear charmer, in ſlaying, 

Since murder's fo heinous, comply 

And torture me uot with delaying 

What ev'ry croſs chit can deny. 


Conſider, my angel, why nature 
In forming you took ſuch delight ? 
Dan't think you were made that fair creature 
ay nought but to dazzle the fight : 
j Jove, when he gave you thoſe graces, 
2 you wholly for love; 
And gave you the faireſt of faces, 
The kindeſt of females to prove. 


Beſides, pretty maideo, remember, 
The flower that's blooming in May 


| Ie wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 


And caſt unregarded away : 
So it fares with each ſcornful young 8 

Who takes at her lover diſtaſte; 
She trifles. till thirty diſarm her, 

And then dies forſaken at laſt, 
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Nor long zgo how blythe was I! 
My heart was then at reſt; 
I knew not what it was to ſigh, 
Of love I made a jeſt. 
But ſoon I found twas all in vain 
To thwart the urchin's will; 
| For now Im forc'd to drag the chain 
For Fanny of the hill, 


When walking out upon the green, 
We chance to toy and kiſs, - 
The lads and laſſes vent their ſpleen, 
In envy of the bliſs. 

By turns they cenſure ev'ry part, 
Her face, her ſhape, and air; 

But Jet em rail, with all my heart, 
If I but think her fair. 

With golden locks her head is grac' d, 
That fan each dimpled cheek ; 

With lips might tempt e en Jore to taſte, 
And ayes which ſeem to ſpeak. 

If then ſuch beauties the diſplays, 
Yet paltry critics hence; 

For ſuch a form was made for praiſe, 
And not to give offence. 


Great gods! who made mankind your care, | 


And judge unſeen above; 
For ence be greateful to my pray'r, 
Give me the girl I love: 
That when poſſeſs d of Fanny: charms, 
The world 1 may defy; 
And when vou ſnateh her from my arme, 
Wich pleaſure then I'll die. 
— — — 
Tar topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
' The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea, 
But yet mv ſole, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee; 
For tho thy failor's bound afar, 
Still lose ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landſmen flatter, when we're ſalb d, 
O doubt their artful tales, 
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|} Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole, 
{ Theſe are our cares; but if you” re kind, 


No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
| If love breath'd conſtant gales ; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 


We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
Till we return again. 
Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our ſails are full, ſweet girls, adieu. 
— — 20 
Wnencz comes my love? oh muſe diſcloſe! 
It comes ſrom cheeks that ſhame the roſe, 
from lips above the ruby's praiſe, 
From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze 
Whence then, alas ! my cauſe of moan ? 
Ah me! tis from a heart of ſtone. 


Her bluſh beſpeaks a modeſt mind, 
Her lips all words of gentleſt kind; 
Her eyes provokes to ſoft defire, ot tl 
And ſeems to promiſe mutual fire : : et ur 
Vet all theſe charms but cauſe my moan, wa 
For, ah! her heart is made of ſtone. ot o 
Ah! why are lover's doom'd to find, or ſt 
In forms ſo fair, ſo cold a mind? Nor tt 
O Venus] take your gifts again, Nor ſſ 
Since all your gifts occaſion pain; Nor o 
Charms are but lovely ſource of moan, zut th 
When charms are join d with heart of tone, yho 
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| A Twelvemonth & more I had courted young Kat his, 
And offer'd to wed her and make her my mate; 

But the ſtlly damſel was froward and ſhy, | 

And always declar'd ſhe a maiden would die. RO 


* You know, my dear Kitty, one evening I ſaid, Meg f 
«© What danger awaits if you die an old main; "Pp 
© The-ſentence is cruel, then pr'ythee comply,” fin 
Yet ſtill ſhe declar'd, ſhe a maiden would die. 


But for an old gypfey, I vow and declare, Net 
Kate had Cy'd an old maid, and I dy'd with di ſpait 


But ſhe, by me tutor d, ſoon made her comply, 


w And Lg now fer ade u maiden ſhould die. r. 


nat hanging and marriage by deſtiny went, 

he beldame affur'd her, which made ber relent ; 
$0 ſhe met me next day, and with looks very ſhy, 
Declar'd 'twas decreed ſhe no maiden ſhould die. 


Her innocence charm'd me, [ made her my wife, 
ind Kitty and I ſhall be happy for life ; 
No bliſs now I find like the conjugal tie, 
1d Kitty ne'er wiſhes a maiden to die. 

20 
{Have ſeriouſly weigh'd ay find it but juſt, 
hat a wife makes a man either bleſſed or curſt ; 


ole! 


declare I will marry, ah! can I but find, 
rk me weltye young laſſes, the maid to my mind. 


ot the pert little miſs, who advice will deſpiſe, 
Nor the girl that's ſo fooliſh to think herſelf wiſe ; 
or ſhe who to all men alike would prove kind, 
ot one of theie three is the maid to my mind. 


ot the prude, who in public will never be free, 
et in private for ever a toying will be; 

or coquet that's too forward, nor jilt that'sunkind, 
ot one of theſs three is the maid to my mind. 


or ſhe who for pleaſure her hurſband will light, 
or the poſitive dame who thinks always ſhe's tight 
Nor ſhe who a dupe to the faſſion's inelin d; 
Nor one of theſe three is a maid ro my mind. 


ut theſfair, with good - nature and carriage genteelꝰ 
Who her hurſband can love, and no ſecrets reveal; 
In whoſe boaft I may virtue with modeſty find z 
his, this, and this only's the maid to my mind. 


4 


ig Katt 
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5 bewitching tricks of love 
. Young men your heart ſecure, 

 faid, t from the paths of ſenſe you rove, 

un z, | In dotage premature, | 

ply. In dotage premature. 

ae. ok. at each laſs thro' wiſdom's glaſs, 
„Nor truſt the naked eye: | 

difparFCallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 

* The blind eat many a fly, 


The blind cat many a fly. 


» 
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Not enly on their hands and geeks 
The borow'd white you'll find; 


Some bells, when intreſt direfts, 


Can even paint the mind, &c. 
Joy in diſtreſs they can expreſs, 

Their very tears can lye: 
Gallants beware, Ce. 


| There's not a ſpinfter in the realm 


But all mankind can cheat, 
Down to the cottage from the helm 
The learn'd, the brave, the great, Ic. 


Wich lovely looks, and golden hooks, 


T'entangle us they try: 
Gallants beware, &c. | 


Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made; 
Was ev'ry fagle ftick a quill; 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, &c, 
To write the tricks of half the ſex 
Would ſuck that ocean dry : 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
The blind cat many a fly, & 


Co 

VX ſwains that are courting a maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me: 

| Tho! ſmall experience I've had, 


| I'll give you geod counſel and free, 
For women are changeable things, 

And ſeldom a moment the ſame, 
As time a variety brings, 

Their looks new humours proclgim, 
Ther looks new humours proclaim. 


But he who in love would ſuaceed, 
And his miſtreſs's favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it as ſure as his creed, 
To make hay while the ſun is ſerene. 
| There's a ſeaſon to conquer the fair, 
And that's when they're merry and gay; 
| To catch the occafion-take care, 


| Whea tis gone in vaia you'll day, C. 
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Tell with equal truth . | To lives to love, to bleſs, be 
Bel i 15 a A thief * ies uw, roal inclination 3 W. 
ore the urchin well AY: | | n my ardour in your breaſt 
= ſtole the whiteneis of - &y WH 4 kindly meet my paſſion. # — 
Sh more, that whiteneſs to ador 3 But if thus bleſs'd I may not li 
2 ſiole the bluſhes of the 1 8 pity you deny, ive, 2 [0 
e pilfer'd orien To me at leaſt ome 
And fiole 3 for teeth, 'Tis 1 muſt mn Sherlock give, And 
The cherr e cow's ambroſial breath n to cre. Com 
G wg erry, ſteep d in — "0 W 1 ut 
r +" ar” hue: : php — ſought fair Celia's love Cry, 
T were her infant-ſpoils, a ſtor Ls ry charm was new, hs And 
3 which in time ſhe added — _ , — all the gods above, Be at 
- _— ſhe ſtole from Cyprus? queen K Swee 
Stole Fans love-commanding mien; But long in vain did I adore, The 
Sol 1. Long wept and figh'd in vain; Win 
dpi it lenſe to charm the ſoul, 5 ill proteſted, vow'd * ; +1 And 
it was next her prey; ? e ne'er would . f 
eee, |S per 8388 The 
bag s no repeating. all her wiles | And yielded all her —— * _ 
i * - le the graces winning — And I forſook her when poflets'd Gay 
And ung, amaz'd the Syrens heard And fled to others ar ms. 4 Will 
Sh to aſſert their voice appear'd uy But let not thy | Or c 
—— 3 _ from their hill | Thy breaſt to — N * 
'ho thus had ſtol: their ſki For why, fi , But 
Great 7 ove approv'd her cri II. Should I _—— your vow, No, 
And t'other day ſhe ftole my and n ? For 
— lovers, Cupid, are thy va be My time. O 211 | Ah! 
xert thy vengeance on the fair When Phebe wer muſes, was happily ſpent Tak 
2 bring her flolen charme, Ten thouſand foft e wen; IT 
— » had 
| * er-prifo n be- my arms, Sure never fond 1— = * _ breaſt, 4 
M — 209 — | But now ſhe 18 gone and n bleſt Tak 
larger iy ,x | paar te to pe T0 
| is doctrine is deceiving ; - | : as fine as coul 
For whilſt he. tesches nay I thought it wan rethgy Sad claſs! 3 (Fo 
Ne chants amet aus Kean... The fountain that us'd | W 
ho | ving. preg us'd to run ſweetly along, b 
To die's # leſſon we th ance to ſoft murmurs th Let 
T * all know Thou kn 'F . ' C pebbles amo 
Too ſoon without a muſter 1 ow ſt, little Cnpid, if Phæbe — Sb 
Then let us only ſtudy no z Is was pleaſure to look at, twas m Me E 
Ho we U w | ut now ſhe is abſent; I'w un mu e to hear: 2 
may live the faſter. r alk by its fide 'Ti 
| 2 . 
| Muſt Go 
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Muſt you be ſo chearful whilt I goinpain? [plain. 


And he'll give you perfections at preſent unknown, 


peace there with your bubbling, and hear me com | Doubt the ſtrength of yourjudgment'compar'd to his 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me 
And Phabe was pleas d too, and to my dog ſaid, 


Come hither poor fellow, and patted his bead: | 


But now when he's frowning I with a ſour lool 
Cry, firrah, and give him a blow with my crook ; 
And Ill give him another, for why ſhould cot To ray 
Be as dull as his maſter when Phaebe's away ? 


Sweet muſic went with us both all the wood thro?, 
The lark, linnet, throftle, and nightingale too ; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet: 
But now the is abſent, tho' fill they fing on, | 
The woods are but lonely, the melody 's gone; | 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev'ry thing elſe an agreeable ſound, 


Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, | 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain? 

To be cur'd thou muſt, Coliz, thy paſſion remove; 
But what ſwain is ſo filly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 

For ne er was poor ſhepherd ſo ſadly forlorn. 
Ah! what ſhall I de? I ſhall die with diſpair: 
Take'heed, all ye {wains, how you love one ſo fair. 
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To make the man kind, & keep true to the bed, 
Whom your choice or your deſtiny brings you to wed 
Take a hint from a friend that experience has taught 
And experience you know never fails when tis 
The art that you practis d at fieſt to inſaare [bought 
(For in love little arts, as in battle are fair;) 
Whether neatneſa, or prudence, or wit were the bait, 
Let the hook ſtill be cover d, and till play the cheat. 


Should he fancy another, upbraid not bis flame; 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim : 
"Tis more to recover than conquer the heart, 
For this is all nature, but that is all art. 


Good ſenil is to them what a face is to you ; [due : 


N 


| ſown 

Tho' you learn that your rival his bounty partakes, 

And your meriting favour ungrateful forſakes ; 

Still, ſtill debonair, kind, engageing, and free, 

Be deaf tho* you hear, and be blind tho? you ſee! 
213 | 

Come all you young lovers, who wan with deſpait 


| Compoſe idle ſonnets, and ſigh for the fair; 


Who puff up their pride by enhancing their ch 

And tell them tis heaven to lie in their arme: 

Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me, 

For let what will happen, by Fove I'll be free, 
OE By Jove I'll be free, 

For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free. 

Young Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, 

I ly'd and I flatter'd as cuſtom had taught; | 

I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ihe granted full ſoon, 

But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon. 

She vow'd ſhe was ruin d, I ſaid it might be; 

I'm ſorry, my dear, but by Jove Ill de free, Sc 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn, 
| The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn ; 

I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none could be handſome but ſuch as were kind 
Her pride and ill- nature were loſt upon me. 

For in ſpight of fair taces, by Jove I'll be free, Ct. 


Let others call marriage the labour of joys, 

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 
Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 
Like birds they ſing beſt when they re put in a cage 
Confinement's the devil, twas ne er made for me 
| Let who will be bondſlaves, by Fove I'll be free, & © 


Then let the briſk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 


| Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 


Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool: 
PI1 bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the dee, 


Platter that, and, like vs, they'll but think it their 


Foriaſpiteof grarslefſons, dy eve l il be free, G. 
1 | THz 
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Tar ſun was funk beneach the hill, 
The weſtern clouds were lin'd with gold, 
The ſky was clear, the winds were ſtill 
The flocks were pent within the fold; 
When from the ſilence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love, 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 

From the bare rock or cozy beach, 

* * 2 barren weed that grows 
rape or bluſhing peach, 

wi: equ — 1 — hope to find 

The 5. of he in womankind, 


1 have no herds, no ſlercy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No. paſtures green, nor garden fair, 

A damlſel's venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my fighs muſt pi ove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 


Since women's hearts are bought and fold! 


' They-aſk not vows of ſacred truth; 
Whene' er they ſigh, they ſigh for gold: 

Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove. 

But I, alas I have nought but lore. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 
What wealth, what treaſure can ſuffice ? 
Not all their fire can ever boaſt | 

The living luſtre of her eyes: 


For theſe the world to cheap would prove, 5 


But I, alas! have nought but love. 
Oh Sylvia! fince nor gems not ore, 


Can with your brighter charms compare, 


Conſider that I proffer more, 

More ſeldom found —a heart fincert: 
Let treaſure meaner beauties move; 
Who pays thy wurth, mult pay in love, 


Nog: y 1 covet, Js riches 1 what,” 


Ambition is othing to ne; Tu 
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The one thing I beg of kind heav'n to grant, 
Is a mind independent and free, 


With paſſion unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare: *' 
The wants of my nature are —_ ſupply'd, 

And the reſt are but folly and care. 


The bleſſings, which providence freely has lent, 
II juftly and gratefully prize; 

| While ſweet meditation and chearful content 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe, 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſe ſions diſplay 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my part; 

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey 

Contributes to gladden my heart, 

How vainly, through infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
The many their labour employ ! 

Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is What all, if m will, may enjoy. 
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Warr the dent cannot' pierce, in a grove of 
Wich my fair one as blooming as May, [ tall trees, 


| Undifturbed by all hut the fighs of the breeze, 


Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the ſun, leſs intenſe, tothe weſtward incliney 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. 


/ 


Where my faireſt and I on the verge 20 we pals, 


(For tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 
{ Our ſhadows may view in the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 


May the herds ceaſe to low, & the lambleiasto bleat 
When the fings me ſome amorous ſtrain; 

All be fileat and huſh d, unleſs echo repeat 

The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 


| Hand in hand awe ſauntering firay, -. light, 


Let the moon U ſilver beams thre” the leaves. give vt 
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Let the nightingale warble its note in our walk, 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move 

And no fingle thought be expreſs'd in our walk, 
But friend ſhip improv'd into love. 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural deligh:s, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all our nights, 
And each morning ſhall riſe with new charms. 

- 217 

Tux blouming damſel, whoſe defence 

Is adamantine innocence, 

Requires no guardian to attend 

Her ſteps, for modeſty's her friend, 

Tho? her fair arms are weak to wield 

The glitt'ring ſpear, and maſſy ſhield ; 

Yet faſe from force and fraud combia'd, 

She is an Amazon in mind. 


With this artillery ſhe goes 

Not only *mongſ the harmleſs beaux, 

But evx*n unburt and undiſmay d, | 
Views the long ſword and firce corkade, . 
Tho? all a ſyten as ſhe talles, 

And all a goddeſs as ſhe walks, 

Yet decency each motion guides, 

And wiſdom o er her tongue preſides. 


Place her in Ruſſia's ſhow'ry plains, 

Where a perpetual winter reigns ; 

The elements may rave and range, 

Yet her fix'd mind will never change. 

Place her, ambition, in thy tow'rs, 

Mongſt the more dangerous golden ſhow'rs; 
Evn there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal tribe, 

And fold her arms agaia{t the bribe, 


ö Leave her defenceleſs and alone, 

A pris'ner in the torrid zone, 

The ſunſhine there might vainly vie 

With the bright luſtre of her eye ; 

But Pbæbur ſelf, with all his fire, 

Could ne'er one unchaſte thought inſpire; 
But virtue path ſhe d ill purſue, 

12 And till ye fair, would copy ou. 
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W Hene'er I meet my Celia 's eyes, 
Sweet raptures in my boſom riſe, 
My feet forgot to move; 
She too declines her lovely head, 
Soft bluſhes o'er her cheeks are ſpreads 
Sure this is mutual love ! 


My beating beart is wrapt in bliſs, 
Whene'er I ſteal a tender kiſs 
Beneath the filent grove; 
She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 


| Yet anger dwells not in her eye; 


Sure this is mutual love 


And once, oh! once, the deareſt maid, 

As on her breaſt my head was laid, 
Some ſecret impulſe drove; 

Me, me, her gentle arms careſs'd, 

And to her boſom cloſely preſe'd ; 

Sure this was mutual love. 


Tranſported with ber blooming charms, 
A ſoft defire my boſom warms 
Forbiden joys to prove: 


Trembling for fear ſhe ſhould comply, 
She from my arms prepares to fly, | 


Tho' warm'd wiih mutual love, 


Oh! ſtay, I cry'd—let Hymen's bands 
This moment join our willing hands, 
| And all thy fears remore : 
| She bluſh'd conſent, her fears ſuppreſs” d, 
And now we live, ſupremely bleſ.'d, 
A life of mutual love. 
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THO cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true; 


et, Phillis, you love a falſe ſwain, 


| Who has oiher nymphs in his views 
Enjoy ment's a trifle to him; 

To me what a heaven twoul'd be! 
To him but a woman you ſeem, 


| But ah! you're an angel to mes 


Theſs | 
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Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 
Jo them 1 for ever conſid grow; 
Still clinging arourd that d*ar waiſt, 
Whieh he ſpans as beſide him you go. 
That atm, like a lily ſo white, 
Which over his ſhoulders you lay, 
My botom could warm it all night, 
My lips they would pi eſs it all Cay, 
Were I like a monarch to reign, 
Were graces my ſubjeCts to be, 
I'd leave em and fly to the plain, 
To dwell in a cottage with thee, 
Bot if I muſt feel thy diſdain, 
If tears cannot crueity drown, 
On! let me not live in this pain, 
But give me my death in a frown. 
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Cons, take your glaſs, the northern laſt, 
So prettily advis'd; | 
I drank her health, and really was 
Agreeably ſurpriz'd. 
Her ſhape ſo neat, her voice ſo ſweet, 
Her air and mien ſo free; | 
The Fyren charm'd me from my meat, 
Bur take your drink, ſaid ſhe, 


If from the north ſuch beauty came, 

How is it that I feel 

Wi'hin my, breaſt that glowing flame, 
No tongue can e'er reveal ? 


| Tho' cold and raw the north wind blow, 
All ſummer on her breaft 

Her {kin was like the driven ſnow, 
But ſun- thine all the reſt. 


Her heart may fouthern climates melt, 
'Tho” frozen now it ſeems; 

That joy with pain be equal felt, 
And balane'd in exiremes. 

Then like our genial wine ſhe'Il charm, 
With love my panting breaft ; 


fle, Eke our ſun, her heart ſhall warm; 
t ict to all the reſt, 


| 


| But if love I offer, ſcorning, 


Ob! thou god of pleaſing anguiſh, 


| 


ö 


| By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd; 


| Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a' for my dear, 
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FANN v, fairer than a flow r, 
But uncertain as the wind, 
Ever trifling with her pow'r 
Meant »1lone to bleis mankind ; 
Now with ſmiles her face adorning, 
She to love my heart invites; 


She with frowns my paſſion fights, 


If indeed a god you be, . 
Teach the tyrant how to languiſh, 
Make her heart and eyes agree: 
But it wiltul ſhe refuſes 
To obey the pow'rs divine; 
Make the man whom firſt ſhe chuſes, 
Treat her heart as ſhe does mine. 


= 222 
F AREWEL to Lochober, and facewel my Fee, 
Where he+rtſome with thee I've many a day been 
For Loc babar no more, Lochabar no more; 

I'll may be return to Lochabar no more; 


And nae for the dangers attending on weir; 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochabar no more, 


Tho' hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev'ry wind, 

They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho' loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore; An 
To leave thee behind my heart is fair pain'd ; 


And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deferve it before I can crave» Cer 
chen glory, my Jenny, maun plead my excuſe ; id ea 
Since honour commands me bow can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my laſs. to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Tu bring a heart to thee wi:h love running o'er, 
And then Tn leave thee and Lochaber no mores 


| 
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Fare from the buſtle, — and ſtrife, 
Of this ſhort variegated life, 
Oh let me ſpend my days 
In rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 
To whom my mind I may uabead. 
Nor cenſure heed or praiſe. 


Riches bring cares aſk not wealth; 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

L envy not the great. | 
'Tis theſe alone can make me bleſs'd; 
The riches take of Eaft and Weſt, 

I claim not theſe or ſtate. 


Though not extravagant nor near, 


But through the well-ſpent chequer'd year, 


I'd have enough to live ; 
To drink a bottle with a friend, 
Aſſiſt him in diftreſs, ne'er lend, 
But rather freely give. 
an, WI too would wiſk, to ſweeten life, 
deen A gentle, kind, good- natur d wife, 
Voung, ſenſible, and fair; 
One und could love but me alone, 


ks Prefer my cot to e er a throne, 
And ſooth my ev'ry care, 
, Thus happy with my wife and friend, 
My life I chearfully would ſpend, 
With no vain thoughts oppreſe d. 
mind; lf Heav'n has bliſs for me in ſtore, 
r. O grant me this, I aſk no more, 


ſhote j And I am truly bleſe d. 


ave, Go, and, on my truth relying, | 
Ccmfart to your cares applying, 

id each doubt and forrow flying, 

* Leave to peace, and love your breaſt. 


; o, and may the pow'rs that hear us, 
13 Still, as kind protectors near us, 
hrough our troubles ſafely ſteer us 
To a port of joy and reſt. 


— — 225 


| Fair Tris I love, and I hourly lie, 

| But nor for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye, 
She's fickle and-falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe, 

We neither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing, we neither betray. 
Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe, 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think not of Iris, nor Iris of me, 

The legend of love no couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, or © equally join'd, 

| | 228 
Hen CE with caution, hence with fear, 


Beauty prompts, and naught ſhall ſtop me; 
Boldly for that prize I ſteer; 


Rocks, nor winds, nor waves diſmay me. 
\Yet, raſh lover, look behind, 
Think what evils may betide you; 


| Love and fortune both are blind, 


And you have none elſe to guide you. 


] 5 8 2 | 
How can you, lovely Nancy, thus cruelly flight 

A lover, who's wretched when baniſh'd your fight? 

Who for your ſake alone thinks life worth his cares 
| Whom once if you frown on, muſt die in deſpair. 


if you meant thus to torture, ah why did your eyes 


| Once expreſs ſo much ſoftneſs, and ſweetly ſurprize? 


By their luſtre inflam's, I could hardly believe 


A language ſo artleſs was meant to deceive. 
But, alas! like the pilgrim bewilder'd in night, 
Who ſees a ſalſe ſplendor at a diſtance invite, 

| O'erjoy'd haſtens on, purſues it and dies; 

A like fate attends me when away Nancy flies. 


| Thea faireſt, but cruel, conſider that love, 


Will, like ficlkneſs negleQed, more deſperate proveg 
Thatyour heart mayrelent, I implorethekindpow're 


| | Since I'm conſtant as your ſex, be not fickle as ou 


| =; Fans 


— — —ꝛ— 
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AM a poor ſhepherd, undone, 
And cannot be cured by art; 
For a nymph, as bright as the ſun, 
Has ſtole away my heart; 
And how to get it again 
There's noue but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my pain, 
By ſaying ſhe loves me well, 


And alas, poor ſhepherd ! & alack, & a well-a-day! | 
Before was in love, oh ! every month was May, 


If to love ſhe ſhould not incline, 
I told her I'd die in an hour. 
To die, ſays the, tis in thine; 
But to love, tis not in my power. 
I aſk'd her the reaſon why 
She could not of me approve; 
She ſaid was a taſk too hard, 
To give any reaſon for love. 
And alas, Ec. 


| She aſk'd me of my eftate: 


I told her a flock of ſheep; 
The graſs wherron they graze, 
Where ſhe and I might ſleep; 
Befides a good ten pound, 
In old king Harry's gro ats, 
With hooks and crooks abound, 
And birds of ſundry notes, 
And alas, Sc. 


M Y Betſy is the blitheſt maid 
That e'er young ſhe; herd woo'd, 
be has at length my beart betray'd, 
Alas! do all I could. 
Dor ſhape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with her compare : 
O would ſhe but be kind and true, 
I'd ſoon my love declare, 


Whene'er I ſec her beauteous face, 

My heartwith joy does burn; | 

Whene'er ſhe's abſent from the place, 
I long for her return. | 
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| If the all others would forſake, 


And fly to me alone, | 
What pleaſure I with her ſhould take, 
While they their loſs bemoan |! 


| I'd bleſs the day that firſt I knew 


My charming Betſy fair ; 


| And all my life ſhould be to ſhew 


She was my only care. 

I'd vow to wed next 2 , 
And make her bleſs'd for life: 
Should ſhe refuſe then, maidens, ſay, 

| To be young Jobnny's wife? 

| 230 | 
My F:,ny was as fair a maid 
As any in the town, 


| And I as tout and lively lad 


As e'er mow'd clover down ; 
When ſhe agreed to tie :he knot, 

I thought of nothing elſe, 

I thought of nothing elſe . 

The knot was tied, 

| Fan was my bride, 
Nor did-I grudge the king his lot, 

When ding-dong went the bells, 
; When, Se. | 


Our ſugar kiſſes, honey words, 
We never thought too much: 
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I dare be ſworn no knights or lords 


E'er gave their ladies ſuch. 
To plow went I, to ſpin went the, 
And all the pariſh tells, 
How Ra{ph and Fan, 
| Their loves began, 
With joys that none can greater be, 
W hen ding-dong went the bells. 


Do wedlock's comforts fall!?! 

The days that were the honey moon 
Are wormwood now and gall, 

Whate'er of furies they invent 


Broke ont from flaming cells, 


, 


Rare times were theſe—but ah | how ſoon, 


ol 
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You now may ſee 
In Fan and me, 
We fight, we ſcold, and both repent, 
That ding-dong went the bells. 


231 


Now pleaſure unbounded reſounds oer the plains, | | 


And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels & ſwains, 
Az they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end all their toi ls with a dance and a ſong : 
Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, 
and when tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes 1oar, 
Enjoy what they have, & ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe every moment of life as it flies ; | 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt im- 
For ſummer to ripen an harveſt of love: [ prove, 
Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe bright eye 
Let friendſhip take place then of youth's fiercer joy. 


1 
To ſpeale my mind of 3 
In one word it is this, 
By nature they're deſi gn d 
To ſay and do amiſs. 
Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives ; . 
Want on, headſtrong, cunning, vain, 
Born to cheat, and give men pain. 


Their ſtudy, day and night, 

Is miſchief. their delight; 

And if we ſhould prevent 

At one door the intent, 

They quickly turn about, 
nd find another out. 


| 
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I find that my paſſion's fo lively and ſtrong, [ſong 
That your name, when I'm filent, runs ſtill ia my 
Sing Balinamune Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
A kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; 
I fleep all the day to forget half my woes: 
So hor 15 the flame in my boſom which glows, 


By Se. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 


Sing Balinamane Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. | 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 

Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 

And grant the perition your lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your ſlave. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me, 


On that happy day, when I make you my brile, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how I'll ftrut&l'li ride 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey Il] ride, 

As before you | walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

Your little white fit for me. 


| 274 8 
Wrru Delia ever could I ſtay; 
Admire, adore her all the day; 

In the ſame field our flocks we'll feed, 
To the ſame ſp:ing our heifers lead, 
What joy where peace and love combine, 


h To make our days unclouded ſhine ! 


Teach me, ve muſes, ev'ry art, 
More deeply to engage her heart; 
I ftrive not to reſiſt my flame; 

I glory in a captive's name; 

Nor would I if I could be free, 


Buh boaſt my loſs of liberty. 


Wirn doubts and fears, for her I love, 
My heart is ftill diftrei'd; 
Afflicted as the plaintive dove, 


| 33 © | 
HEREVER I'm going, and all the day long, 
road or at home, or alone in a thiong, | 


When plunder'd of her neſt, Whence 


130 
Whence ſad and moaning, all the day, 
She pines in ſolitude away. 


Fly, fly, oh! fly, ye minutes, fly, 
On time's expanded wings, 
Till my Almena ſtops the figh 
That for her ſafety ſprings; 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 
And ſafe conduct her to theſe arms. 


236 | 

You ſay what charm in . tace 
This fooliſh heart has ſtole ; 

Or can I name one ſttiking grace 
Not I upon my loul : | 

But ſure a certain ſomething's there 
This boſom muſt agore; 

A ſomething not exectly fair, 
But yet extremeiy more, 


A finer face, perhaps, may try 
A greater ſhare of art; 
But that can only ſtrike the eye, 
And never touch the heart: 
Leſs native force, experience ſees, 
Attends a fairer form; 
For that can only hope to pleaſe, 
But never think to charm. 


Yet ſay my pa ſſion is miſplac'd, 
I live for her alone: 
Pray which ſhould I conſult—your taſte, 
Or gratity my own ? | 
Our friendſhip, if you kindly ceaſe, 
Your filence beſt ſecures; 
Nor think I can deſt roy my peace, 
To pleaſe a w him of your's, 


— — 
Ask not the cauſe why ſullen ſpring 
So long delays her flowers to bear; 
Why warbling birds forget to ſing, 
And winter ſtorms invert the year: 
 Chleris is gone, and fate provides 
To make it ſpriog where the teſides. 
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l Chloris in gone, the cruel fair; 


She caſt not back her pitying eye, 
But left her lover in deſpair, 

To ſi gh, to languiſh, and to die: 

Ah! how can thoſe fair eyes endure 

To give the wounds they will not cure 


Great god of love, wky haſt thou made 

A face that can all hearts command, 
That all religions can invade, 

And change the laws of ev'ry land? 
Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch pow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her mercy more. 


When Cbleris to the temple comes, 
Acoring crowds before her fall; 
She can reſtore the dead from tombs, 
And ev'ry life but mine recal: 

I only am by love deſign d 

To be the victim for mankind. 


237 — 
As I faw fair Ch he walk alone, 
The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his tower, 


| To court her in a ſilver ſhower : 


The wanton flakes flew to her breaſts, 

As little birds into their neſts ; 

But being overcome with whiteneſs there, 

For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 

Thence flowing down her garments hem, 

To deck her, froze into a gem. 

— 2 3 —— 

ADVISE your friend, grave man of arty 

| find a ftrange, unuſual ſmart, 
"Tis here—ſierce ſymptoms at my heart. 


"Tis pleaſure, pain, a mix'd degree, 
| My pulſe examine, here's yourfee; 


A lover — tis my caſe, too ſure! 
Oeaſe me ſtraight I'll not endure; 


Diſcov 


What think you can my fickneſs be? A lose 


| Preſcribe, I'll fellow cloſe the cure, Take ho 


Jiſcov 


ake he 


But if the (ſpite of ſpeech or pen) 
Prove coy, or falſe with other men, 
Ah, doctor! hat expedient then? 
— — — 
As lately, at a rural fair, 
| ey'd around the beauties there, 
With top-knots red, and green, and blue, 
How comic was the metley crew! 


The farmer's daughter baulk'd her cows, 
To buy of gingerbread a ſpouſe; 

And kitchen Malkin pinn'd her hood, 
To meet her ſpark of fleſh and blood, 


The country lady cheapen'd toys, | 
And ballad-finger ftrain'd her voice; 
Plebeian dames join nymphs of birth, 
As graſs and flow'rs ename] earth, 


The country ladies ſeem'd to me 

Toe much to mimic quality; 

And milk maids charms, and aukward ways, 
Could not my nicer faacy pleaſe, 


But when I turn'd, and look'd again, 
| ſpy'd Miſs Jenny in the train, 

In blooming youth and beauty gay, 
As freſh as any queen of May. 


Of graceful mien, and high- born race, 
Yet humble as the village laſs ; 

Like ſome deſert which crowns the feaſt, 
And makes amends for all the reft, 


In orchard ſo the ſaunt'ring youth 
Surveys the fruit with gaping mouth, 
Where many an apple meets his taſte, 
Which he rejects with ſputt'ring haſte. 


But when he views the Catb'rine pear, 
Of tempting form, and colours rare ; 
The luſcieus bait to reach he ſkips, 
And longs to have it at his lips. 

H! bright Belinda, hither fly, 

And ſuch a light diſcover, 
As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 

And chear the drooping lover, 


A rope. 
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Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my ſorrows baniſh ; 
Before the ſun of thy bright eyes 

All gloomy terrors vaniſh. 


No longer let me figh in vain, 

And curſe the hoarded treaſure 2 
| Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When jou were made for pleaſure ? 


| The petty pow'rs of hell deſtroy, 
To ſave's the pride of heaven; 
To you the firſt, if you prove coy, 
If kind, the laſt is given. 
The choice then ſure's not hard to make 
Betwixt the good and evil; 
Which title had you rather take, 
My goddeſs, or my devil? 


A | 242— 
SSIT me ev'ry tuneful bard, 
Oh, lend me all your ſkill, 
In choiceſt lays that I may praiſe, 
Dear Nanny of the hill: 
Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill, 
How gay the glitt'ring beam of morn, 
That gilds the cryſtal rill ! 
But far more bright than morning light 
Shines Nunny of the hill: 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, &c, 
The gayeſt flow'r, ſo fair of late, 
The ev'ning damps will kill; 
But ev'ry day, more freſh and gay, 
Blooms Nanny of the hill: 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, &. 
Old time arreſts his rapid flight, 


And keeps his motion ſtill, 
Reſoly'd to ſpare a face ſo fair 


— 


| As Nanny's of the hill: &c, 


To form my charmer, nature has 
Exerted all her ſkill, 

Wit. beauty, truth, and reſy youth, 

— Nanny of the hill: Ee. 

| . 


4 
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And now around the feſtive board 
The jovial bumpers fill ; 

Each take his glaſs to my dear laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill: 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, Ce. 


| 24 

Dear madam, when as. are willings 

A man muſt needs look like a fool; 
For ne, I would not give a ſhilling 

For one that can love out of rule: 
A: left you ſhould wit for our offers, 

Nor ſnatch like old maids in daſpair 
If you've liv'd till theſe years withou proffers, 

Your fighs are now loft in the ait. 


You ſhould leave us to gueſsat your Lluſhingz 
And not ſpeak the ma' tet too plain; 

*Tis ours io be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 

That you're in a terrible taking, 
By al! your fond ogling I ſee; 

But the fruit that will fall without 
Indeed, is too me low for me. 

| 244 

Love's a dream of mighty treaſu:e, 
Wh ch in fancy we poſſeſs; 

In the folly lies the pleaſure, 
Wiſdum always makes it leſs, 


When we think; by paſhon heated, 
We a goddeſs have in chaſe, 
Like Ixion we are cheated 
And a gaudy cioud embrace, 


Happy only is the lover, 

Whom his miſtreſs well deceives 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, 

He contented lives at eaſe. 


Zut the wretch, that would be knowing 
What the fair-one would diſguiſe, 

Labours for his own undoing, 
Changing happy to be wiſe. 


ſhaking, 


* 
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You may ſay what you will, but Belinda's too tall, 
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| Firſt balance her weight with his majefty's coin, 


For once engure the pain to think, 


[Near to ſome couſlip-painted mead, 
And under me let Flora ſpread 


Dear Chloe's my with, tho' extenſive her charms, 


Tho' the ſront of her ſtays is too wide for my arm Wh. 
'Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, W + 
And Zephyr: bring odours when Lacy is near; 30 
But Chloe s all ſweetneſs by nature deſign'd, e 
We might call her a hogſhead of double - rein'd. For 
W hen ſhe dance then leaps my fond heart like a frog — 
When wi:h rapture I preſs her, I'm loſt in a fog: * 
beg for a kiſs, while my vows I renew, F 
And imbibe half a pint of ambrofial dew. "Oi 
She frequently mentions young Strepbon the beau, I But t 
But why ſhou'd I reckon my rival a foe ? An 


E'en let h im proceed, it will ne'er give me pain; 
We both ſhall find more than our arms will contain 


I've oft over- heard the ill-natur'd expreſſion, 
That beauty ſo bulky muſt pall in poſſeſſion; 
In his notion the critic is ſurely miſled, 
Love's fl me by her fat will be conſtantly fed, 


Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſe and grace, . 

But Chloe has rather a cherubim's face: * 
She's always good-humour'd facetious, and free, 
And only gives pain when the fits on my knee, 


I tart not, as timorous fribbles have done, 
At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one; 


Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine, 
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(GODDESS of eaſe, leave Letbe's brink, 


Obſequious to the muſe and me; 


O ſwe:t Inſenſibility | 
Siſter of peace and indolence, _ 
\ Bring, muſe, bring numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of ſenſe, 

And iweetly thoughtleſs let them flow, 

And ſweetly thoghtleſs let them flow. 


There let me doze away dull hours; | 


And Stellas all dope, and her ſhape is too ſmall; | 


- 


4 


A ſofa of her ſufteſt flowers; 


Where, Pbilomel, your notes you breathe 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine 

While murmurs of the ſtream beneath 
Still flow in uniſon with thine, Ec. 


For thee, O Idleneſs, the woes 
Of life we patiently endure; - 
Thou art the ſource whence labonr flows, 
We ſhun thee but to make thee ſure; 
For who would bear war's toil and waſte, 
Or who the thund'ring of the ſea, 
But to be idle at the laſt, 
And find a pleafing end in thee ? 
And find, Gs 
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And the meadows their beauty have loſt ; 
hen nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
and the ſtreams are faſt bound by the froſt. 


While the peaſent inactive ftands ſhiv'ring with 
As bleak the winds northerly blow, 
nd the innocent flock run for eaſe to the fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtra w, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a fteam ; . 
\nd the neat looking dairy -maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 
Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. 


hen the ſweet country maiden 2s freſh as a roſe» 

As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſtides, 

And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her — hides. | 


hen the Tads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In a eroud round the embers are met, 

Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they're all i in a ſweat. 


eav 'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
Vile the icicles hang from the eaves of my cot, 
I may theither ia ſafety retire ! 


here in neatneſs and quiet, & free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live and ne * eadure 3 | 


* | 
HEN the trees are al bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, | Then ſhall I pafs the gladſome day, 


[cold, | 
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Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 


And welcome in the May; 

Come: Paftoiella, now the ſpring 

Makes ev'ry" landſcape gay; 

i ng trees their leafy ſhade 

| O'er half the plain extend, 

Or in reflecting fountains play'd 

| Their quiv*ring. branches bend, 

| Their quiv'ting b:aaches bend. 

"ome, taſte the ſeaſqn in its prime, 
And bleſs the rifng years 

Oh! how my ſoul grows ſiek of time, 
Till thou, my love, appear. 


Warm in thy beauty's ſhire, 


| When thy dear flocks all feed and play, 


And intermix mith mine, &c. 

For thee, of Yoves a milk-white paic 
| In filken band 1 hold; 
For thee a firſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the foid: 
If milk-white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender Iambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit 
| He offcr'd- up with theſe, 

Be offer'd up with theſe, 


2 
WHERE is pleaſure, tell me where, 
What can touch my bieaft with joy ? 
All around the ſpacious ſphere, 
Let my muſe her ſearch employ. 


Wealth, thy ſhining ſtore produce, 
Heap'd in golden mountains riſe;z 

Thee let ſenſeleſs miſers chuſe, | 
Thou can'ſ ne'er allure my eyes. 

Honour, let thy chariot roll, 

Deck'd with titles, pageants, arms; 

Thou may'ſt charm th* ambitious ſoul, 

_ for me thou . | 
2 


1 
} 
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Tur new- flow n birds, the ſhepherds fing, 
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Ruddy Bacchus, try thy pow'r, 
Gaily laugh aftride thy tun; 

Thee let frantic bards adore, 

Pleaſure thou for me haſt none, 


Only Delia, gentle fair, 
Can the precious boon beſtow : 
Give, ye pow'rs, O give me her! 
She's the all I aſk below. 


| — — — 
Go plaintive ſouuds ! and to the fair, 
My ſecret wounds impart, 
'Tell all I hope, tell all I fear, 
Each motion in my heart: 
But ſhe, methinks, is liſt' ning now 
To ſome enchanting ſtrain ; | 
The ſmile that triumphs o'er her brow 
Seems not to heed my pain. 
Yes, plaintive ſounds ! yet, yet delay, 
Howe er my love repine; 
Let that gay minute paſs away, 
The next perhaps is thine, | 
Yes, plaintive ſounds ! no longer eroſt, 
Your grief ſkall ſoon be o'er; 
Her cheek, undimpled now, has loſt 
The ſmile it lately wore. | 
Yes, plaintive ſounds! ſhe now is yours, 
*Tis now your time to move; 
Eſſay to ſoften all her powers, 
And be that ſoftneſs, love. 


Ceaſe, plaintive ſounds! your taſk is done; 
That anxious tender air 
Proves o'er her heart the conqueſt won 


# 


I ſee you melting there, 


Return ye ſmiles, return again, 

Return each fprightly grace ; 
I yield up to your charming reign 

All that enchanting face. 
I take no autward ſhew amiſs, - 

Rove where you will, her eyes; | 
Still let her ſmiles each ſhepherd bleſs, 
Soſhe but hear my fighs, 


— 251 — 
Tnou riſing ſun, whoſe gladſome ray 
invites my fair to rural play, 
Diſpel the mi, and clear the ſkies, 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 


Oh! were I ſure my dear to view, 


Pd climb the pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 


| Aloft in air that quiv'ring plays, 


And round and round for ever gaze. 


| My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
What woods conceal my ſleeping maid ? 
Up by the roots enrag'd I'll tear 


| The trees that hide my promis'd fair, 


Oh! could I ride on clouds and ſkies, 


| Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! | 
{ Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And waft a lover on his way, 


My bliſs too long my pride denies, 

| Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 

Nor yet the wintery blaſts I fear, 

Not ſtorms or nights ſhall keep me here. 


Zy bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love inchains thc mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt; 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are beſt ; 
" Tis mad to go, tis death to ftay ; 

Away to Orra, haſte away. 


ee beauties of the night, 

Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes, 

More with your number than yocr light, 
Like common people of the ſkies; 
What are you when the moon doth riſe ? 


Your violets, that firſt appear, 
By your fine purple mantles known, 
Like the proud virgins of the year, 

As if the ſpring were all your own; 
| What are you when the roſe is blown? 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare? 
[Oh! love has ſtronger fetters far: 


You warbling chanters of the-wood, 
Who fill our ears with nature's lays, 
Thinking your paſfion's underſtood 
By meaner accents: what's your praiſe, 
When Philomel her voice doth raiſe ? 


You glorious trifles of the eaſt, 
Whoſe eftimation fancies raiſe, 
Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the reſt 


Of glitt'ring gems ;- what is your praiſe, | 


When the bright di'mond ſhews his rays ? 


So when my princeſs ſhall be ſeen 
In beauty of her face and mind, 

By virtue firft, then choice, a queen; 
Tell me, if ſhe were not defign'd 
Th' eclipſe and glory of her kind? 


The roſe, the vi'let, the whole ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs run ; 

The ci'mond's dat ken'd in the ring; 
If ſhe appears, the moon's undone, 
As in the preſence of the ſun. 
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Wurn the bright god 57 day 
Drove to weſtward each ray, 

And the ev'ning was charming and clearz 
The ſwallows amain, 
Nimbly ſkim o'er the plain, 

And our ſhadows like giants appear. 
In a jaſſamine bow'r, 
When the bean was in ſlow'r, 

And zephyr breath'd odours around; 
Lovely Sylvia was fat, 

With a fong and ſpinnet, 
To charm all the grove with the ſound. 


« Roſy bowers” ſhe ſung, 
While the harmony rung, 
And the birds they all fluttering ftrive 3 
Th' induſtrious bees, 
From the flowers and trees, 


Cently hum with the ſweets to their hive. 


The gay god of love, f 
As he rang d o'er the grove, 


Yi 
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| By zephyr conducted along 


As ſhe touch'd o'er the ftrings, 
He beat time with his wings, 
And echo repeated the long. 


O ye rovers beware, 
How you venture too near, 
Love doubly is arm'd for to wound; 
Your fare you cart ſnun, 
And you're ſurly undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the ſound. | 
2 
LMI in love with — 
I'm in love with twenty, 
And could adore 
As many more, 
For nothing's like a plenty. 
Variety is charming, | 
Variety is charming, 
For conſtancy 
Is not for me, 
So ladies you have warning. 


He that has but one love, 
Looks as poor | 
As any boor, 

Or like a man with one glove. 


Not the fine regalia 
Of eaſtern kings, 

| The poet fings, 

But oh! the fine ſeraglio. 


Girls grow old and ugly, 


Variety, &c, 


Variety, Sc. | 


| Andcan't inſpire 


The ſame defire, , 

As when they're young and 3 Variety, Tc, 

Why has Cupid pinions, 

835 If not to fly 
Through all the ſky, 

An ſee his favourite minions, 

Love was born of beauty, 
And when ſhe goes, 

| The urchin khows, 


Variety, F.. 
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| Y love too long depriv'd of reft, | 

Fell tyrant of the. human breaſt ; h 


His vaſſal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant, late I ſpurn'd the chain: 

In verſe, in proſe I ſung, and ſwore 

No charms ſhould ger enſlave me more; 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, 
Again ſhould force one tender. ſigh. 
Then freedom's praiſe inſpir'd my tongue, 
With freedom's praiſe the vallies rung; 
And ev'ry night, and ev'ry day, 

My heart thus pour'd th' enraptur'd lay: 
My cares are gone, my ſorrows ceaſe, 
My breaſt regains its wonted peace; 
And joy and hope returning, prove 
That reaſon is too ſtrong for love. 


Such was my boaſt, but ah! how vain, 
How ſhort was reaſon's vaunted reign ! 
The firm reſolve I form'd ere while, 
How weak ! oppos'd to Clara's ſmile : 
Chang'd is the ſtain; the vallics round 
With freedom's praiſe no more reſound 
But ev'ry night and ev'ry day 
My full heart pours the alter'd lay. 

2 TH eoaoomooomonacy 
DOME fing in praiſe of . friend or a glaſs, 
The theme of my ſong is my favourite I fs: 
For her I relinquiſh my friend and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my foul. 


In friendſhip, tis true, many pleaſures we prove; 
But what are all theſe to the raptures of love: 
For Chloe I leave both the friend and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul, 


The bottle I love, and a friend I admire; 

But Cblee enjoys ev'ry with and defire; 

Her wit, youth, and beauty, my paſſions controul, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my foul, 
Then Cblce, dear Chloe, ſhall bleſs me for life, 
I'n yield ev'ry joy to a virtuous wife; 

For her I relinquiſh my friends and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my foul, 


| A Choir of 


: Say, cruel 
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Tis a maxim I hold, whilſt Il ive to purſue, 
Not a thing to defer, which to-day I can do; 
This piece of good council attend to, I pray, 

For while the ſun ſhines 1s the time to make hay, 


Atterd the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
In her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay 


If Chloe is kind and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free from reſtraint; 
Entorce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay, 


3ut ſhould you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may with juſtice proclaim you an aſs; 
Then triſkly attack her, if longer you ſtay, 
The ſun may not ſhine, and you cannot make haj; 
258 
bright beauties in ſpring did appear, 
To chuſe a may-lady to govern the year; | green, 
All the nymphs were in white, and the ſhepherds in 
The gariand was giv'n, and Pbilis was queen: 
But Ppillis refus'd it, and ſighing did ſay, 
I wear not a garland while Pan is away. 


While Pan and fair Syrinx are fled from our ſho 
The graces are baniſh'd, and love is no more : 
The ſoft god of pleaſure, that warm'd our deſires, 
Has broken his bow, and extinguiſh'd his fires ; 
And vows that himſelf and his mother will mourn, 
Till Pan and fair Syrinæ in triumph return. 


Forbear your addreſſes, and court us no more; 
For we will perform what the deity ſwore : 
But if you dare think of deſerving our charms, 


The laurels and myrtles your brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan, and his ſon, and fair Syrinx, return, 
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Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, 


| What annual offering ſhall I make 


Expreſſive of my duty ? 


Away with yonr ſheep-hooks and talk of your arms; 


aint: 
ha). 
| aſs 
e hay; 
Dear, 
green, 
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My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair one prize 
The gift, who flights the giver ? 

A biil, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give—and let em: 

If gems, or gold, impart a joy, 
Fil give them—when I get em. 

I'll give—dut not the full blown roſe, 
Or roſe bud more in faſhion ; 


Such ſhort-liv'd offerings but d (cloſe 
A tranſitory paſſion: 


III give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs fincere, than civil ; 


I'll give thee—ah ! too charming —— | 


Tl give thee—to the devil. 
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1 Toſs and tumble through the night, 
And with th' approaching day, 

Thinking when darkneſs yields to tight, 
I'll banith care away: 

But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chears all nature round, 

All thought of pleaſure in me dies, 
My cares do ftill abound, 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
Bereaves me of my reſt; 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 
With care I'm ftill oppreſt: 

But had I her within my breaſt 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 

My raptur'd foul would be at reſt, 
And ſofteſt joys regain. 

Ta envy not the god of war, 
Bleſs'd with fair Venus charms, 

Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcmena's arms: 

Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 
Would be a jeſt to me; 

lt of her charms I were poſſeſt, 

Thrice happier I would be. 


4 


] 


Li 


Sencs for GryTLewmENn, 
| [But ſince the gods do not ongain 


Such happy fate for me, 


I dare not 'gainſt their will repine, 


Who rule my deſtiny, 


Wrh ſprightly wine I'll drown my care, 


And cheriſh ſtill my ſoul; 


Waene'r I think of my loſt fair, 


Pil drowa her in the bowl, 
261 


| Wen youth mature to manhood grew, 


Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 

From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful ſmart: 

My boſom dear content for ſcok, 
and ſooth d the ſoft dejection; 

The meiting eye, the ſpeaking look, 
Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Uaus'd to arts which win the fair, 


What could a ſhepherd do? 


And to ſubmit to (ad deſpair, 


Was not the way to woo, 
At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd we'd no objection 


To tak (while round her lambkins play'd) 


Of love ard ſweet affection. 


| A bluſh my Cblbe's cheelk bedeck'd, 


A bluſh devoid of guile, 
© And what from me can you expect?“ 
She aatwer'd with a ſmile, 


„How many nymphs nave been betray d, 


&« Through. want of calm reflexion ! 


© Then don't my peace of mind invade 


© With love and ſweet affection.” 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 


In wedlock” s bands let's join; 

My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 
Aly ſoul itſelf is thine. 

To church 1 led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 

And now life's deareſt j joys we ſhare, 


With love and ſweet affe ction. 


FAREWEL, 
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F AREWEL, IJanthe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain ; te 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray d, | 
And fan'd love's kindling flame ; 

Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydon's rich heir, 

Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair, 

Adieu, my native ſoil ; ye voles, 
High woods, and tufted hills: 

Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 

Clear ftreams and cryſtal rills : 

Adieu ; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 

When Ipbis found Iantbe kind, 
And pleaſure ftrew'd his ways. 

Ere dawn my homely fleps I'll bend, 
Where diſtant mountains riſe, - 

Ia hopes that reaſon there may fend 
That aid ſhe here denies ; 

That time and abſence may efface 
Her image from my bread, 

Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 
Can never taſt of reſtr. 


W | 263 [the mill, 
HO has e're been at Baldock muſt needs know 
At the fign of the Horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the 
Without all diftin&ion promiſcuoully go. [ beau, 
Where the grave, &c. | 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 

With ſo pleafing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 
That once on the ever-green bank as I ſtood, 

Id ſwore ſhe was Venus juft ſprung from the flood. 
That once, &c. | 


But looking again, I perceiv'd my miſake; 


For Venus, thourh fair, has the looks of a rake, 


While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 


| Hap I but 


The more beautiful looks of the maid of the mill. 
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Prometheus ſtole fire, as the-poets all ſay, . 
To enliven that maſs which he model's of clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had fav'd him the trouble of robbiag ihe ſkies, 


Had Pall 3 &c. ; 8 : 
Sinc firſt I beheld the dear laſs of the mill, 


I can never be quiet; but do what I will, 


All day and all night I figh, and think ſtill 


I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill, 
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| No more of my Harriet, of Polly no more, 


Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd me before; 
Myſelf for a ſlave to gay Venus I've ſold, ' 

And have barter'd my freedom for ringlets of gold: 
I throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 
And will fing of my laſs with the golden locks. 
Tho? o'er her white forehead the gilt treſſes flow, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock of ſnow ; 
Such, painters of old, drewthe queen of the fair, 
Tis the taſte of the antients, tis claſſical hair; 
Ard tho' witlings may ſcoff, and tho raillery mocki, 
Vet T'll ſing of my laſs with the golden locks. gght, 


Than the ſwain, in the brook, ſhe's more dear to my 
Her mien is more ftately, her breaſt is more white; 


| Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 


Whirh are fit for the labouror language of love. 
At the Park in the Mall, at the play in the box, 
My laſs bears the belle with her golden locks, 


Her beautiful eyes, as they roll or they flow, 


Shall be glad for my joy, or ſhall weep for my woe; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart, or ſhall ſooth my ſoft 
While thouſands of rivals are fighing in vain. f pain, 
Let them rail at the fruit they can'treach, 1 the 

fox, 


While I have the laſs with the golden locks, 
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the wings of : dove, 

Enraptur'd I'd haften away; 

And quickly repair to my love, 
Whoſe beauties enliven the day. 

Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 
Ye gods, her I aſk for my wife; 


While nothing, &c, 


. her I'm ever in pain, 


And reliſh no pleaſure in life. ; 
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Ah! cruel decree of hard fate, Who | 
; joys to hear the ſigh ſincere 
11 To keep me ſo long from my fair; Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
1 Come, pity my deſolate ſtate, Who melts, Cc. ; 
And baniſh * thoughts of deſpair, From each ungentle paſſiun free 
With her, oh! what ſcenes I enjoy O be the maid tha 's mate f : 
Of mirth and good-humour all day: O be the maid, Sc. MO TY 
Such bleſſings as never will cloy, | 
Nor ceaſe till our ſouls leave the clay, dingy _—_ 8 friendſhip glows, 
266 o feels the bleſſings ſhe b: (tows 
An! Chloe, thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt Who feels, We. | d 
SinceI parted from thee I'm a ſtranger to reſt: Gentle to alt, bar kind to mn, 
Mi fy co the grove, there to languith and mourn, Be fuch the maid that's made for me, 
re; There figh for my charmer, and long to return: Be ſuch the mid, Sc. 
4 — e all around me are ſmiling and gay; Whoſe ſimple thoughts devoid of art, 
| 32 _ - in vain, for Chloe's away: Are all ihe natives of her heart, 
, aſs s and the grovcs can afford me no eaſe, Are all, Ec. 
. ut bring me my C1:e, a deſert will pleaſe, A gentle train from felſhood free 
* But bring me my Che, Sc. | Be ſuch the maid that's made Ta 
| _ virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, Be ſuch the maid, &c, ; 
5 'm cold to the faireſt, tho glowing with charms ; Avaunt | 
, ye light coquete, retire 
ck A they attack me, and ſparkle the eye, Where flatt' ring fops pac admire 
, = are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry : [thron'd, Where flatt'ring, &c. | «5 
ght, 0 , : iooks, where bright love, like the ſun, fits ea- | Unmov'd your tinſel charms I ſee, 
my _ miling, diftuſes his influence round: More genuine beauties are for me 
ite; * thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer amaz'd ; | More genu'ne, &c, 8 
| — view 5 thee with wonder & lov'd while Igaz'd, 8 — Ek 
: us view'd thee, &c. PRING renewing all things gay, 
„ MD Then, then the dear fair one was fill in my fight, Niete“ diRares all obey: 
| It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night: In each creature we may ſee | 
But, now my hard fortune, emov' from my fair The effect of lave's decree . | 
voe; In ſecret I Janguiſh, a prey to diſpair: Thus their ſtate, ſuch the fate; 
j ſoft But abſence and torment abate not my flame, Do not, Polly, flay too late, 
= = _ = charming, my paſſion the ſame z Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. | 
| wou e preſerve me a place in her breaſt, L he | | 
[ fox, Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I _ Id be ly _ ——_ — nad | 
| Shs a wb eee * uld be bleſt, All are wanton while they may: | 
* pl me, Sc Why ſhould precious time be loſt ? | | 
0 267 After ſummer comes a froſt ; 
Would'f thou know what ſacred charms All purſue nature's due; | 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, ? Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 
Thr detin'd heart, Sr. Let us, Pally, do fo too. | 
at kind of nymph the heav*ns deere | i | 
The maid that's made for love and me I Habs 2 52 838 
The —— Ec, , | be on ev'ry meadow lowing 3 x 
maid | | | | 'irds 
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Birds on ev'ry branch are wooing; " | Tho? languid 1, and poor in thought, | A 80 
Turtles all around ate cooing: No fimile ſha] bere be brought | 
H-1k ! they coo; ſee, they wooz | F:om roſes, pinks, or lilies: — 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, Some meaney beauties they may hit ; 2 
Let us. Polly, do fo too. But ſure no fimile can fit ” 
_ Hark! how kind that ſwain and lals, The charms of Polly Willis. | 17 
Yonder ſitt ing on the graſs; A ſimile to match her hair, (* 41 
See, how earneſtiy he ſues, Her lovely forehead, high and fair, 1 
While ſhe, bluſhing, can't reſuſe ; Beyond my greateſt ſki!) is; | bs 
See yon two, how they wooz | How then, ye gods ! can be expr-fs'd Meth 
Let us, Polly, do fo too, be eyes, the lips, the heaving breaft, To vi 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too. I | Of charming Polly Willis. Thet 
Mark that cloud above the plain ; | She's not like Venus on the flood, | For 
See, it ſeems to threa en rain: | | Or as ſhe once on [da ftood, All pl 
Herds and flocks do run together, Nor mortal Amaryllis: Fn Ccu'd 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather. | Frame all that's lovely, bright, and fair, WD Tat 
Fear not you, I'll be true, 8 Of pleaſing ſhape, and killing air, Lik 
Let us, theieſore, do ſo tov, Let us, Se. And that is Polly Willis. But fi 
F | 269 — Tho' time her charms may wear away, | Made 
OR ever fortune, wilt thou prove [(All beauty muſt in time decay) | Ithou 
An unrelenting foe to love? Vet in her pow'r there ſtill is | ah, 
And when we meet a mutual heart, | A charm which ſhall her life endure ;  Wrhes 
Come in between, and bid us part; II mean, the ſpotleſs mind and pure When 
Bid us ſigh on from day to day, Of charming Pelly Willis. 2 
And wiſh, and with, the ſoul away, | 271 . 
By rg and genial years are flown, As May in all her youthful dreſs, ; 
nd all the pride of lite is gone? | | So gay my love did once appear; | B 
But buſy, buſy, fill art thou, | A ſpring of charms adorn'd her face, EF 
To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow ; | The roſe and lily flouriſh'd there: e My 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, Thus, while th' enjoyment was but young, Free a 
_ To join the gentle to be rude. Each night new pleaſures did create; 2 
For once, 0 fortune, hear my pray'r ; | Ambroſial words dropp' d from her tongue a But n 
2 I — future carez Ard am'rous Cupids round her wait. Cla; 
other bleſſints I refign, _ { But, asthe ſun to weſt declines, I figh 
Make but the dear Amanda mine, The eaftern ſky does colder grow, But 
A — 270 —— | And all his radiant looks refigns | la pla 
TTEND, ye ever-tuneful ſwains, To the pale moon that rules below; WI 
That in melodious, ſoothing ſtrains, So love, while in her blooming hour, : On e' 
Of Chloe fing, or Phillis ; | | My Chloe was all kind and gay; Th 
Tho? weak my ſkill, tho' rude my verſe, | But when poſſeſſion nipp'd. that flow'r, Put t 
Upbraid me not, while I rehearſe Her charms, like autumn, droop'd away. P My 


The charms of Polly Willis. 
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As on Tay's banks I wander d in ſearch of my fair, 

How ſmooth was the ftream ! and how ſoft was the 

To nothing but thee ſuch a ſcene I compare; | air! 
And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. 


The deep cryſtal wave was a type of thy face, 

(I chought-it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy glaſs,) 
And the curls, if there were, for thy dimples might 
1 yow twas the picture of Jenny. [paſs: 
Methought it took in all the charms of thy mind, 

To virtue, to love, and to pity inclin'd, : 
The tender, ſoft paſſions that feel no rude wind ; 
For calm is the boſom of Jenny. 


All pleas'd with the proſpect, Iwiſh'd the bright maid 

C:u'd have ſeen her dear ſelf in this mirror diſplay d; 

'Twas like her when laſt the dear girl I ſurvey d: 
Like none it cou'd be but my Jenny. 


But ſudden a tempeſt, I ne'er ſaw before, 
Made the billows a1 iſe, and the ſea foam and roar ; 

[thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the ſhore: 
Ah, me! even then it was Jenny. 


The ſame dreadful fight, when to ſpleen you're in- 

When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind: 

But never, dear girl, raiſe this ſtorm in your mind 
'Twill kill me, believe me deary Jenny. 


— — — — 
BEFORE 1 fa Clarinds's face 
My heart was blithe and gay, 
Free as the wind, or feather'd race 
That hop from ſpray to ſpray, 


But now dejected I appear, 
Clarinda proves unkind, 

I fghing drop the filent tear, 
But no relief can find, 


la plaintive notes my tale rehearſe, 
When I the fair have found; 

On e'vry tree appears my verſe 
That to ker praiſe reſounds. 


ut the ungrateful ſhuns my fight, 


43 My faithful love diſdains; 
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| My vows and tears her ſcorn excite, 


[clin'd, | 


Another happy reigns, 
Ah, Thyrfis, though my looks betray 

I envy your ſucceſs; | 
Let love to friendſhip ſhall give way, 
I cannot wiſ it leſs. 


Baniszw'p by your ſevere command, 
I make an awful, ſad retreat, 

To ſome more hoſpitable land ; 
But ſhall I then my fair forget? 


No, there I'll charm the lining throng, 
With repetitions of your name; 

My paſſion tell in plaintive ſong, 

And ſadly penſi ve ſooihe my flame, 


With inbred ſighs, the grateful ſwains 
My tale will beg me to renew; 
Sweetly appeas'd, beguile their pains, 
Tranſported when I ſpe:k of you, 
But ſhould ſome curious youth demand, 
Why from my beauteous theme I fray ? 
With what confuſion ſhould I and! © 
What wou'd my cha mer have me fay ? 
27 
BuesT as th' immortal — is he, 
The youth that fondly ſits by ther; | 
And tees, and hears thee, all the while, 
| Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile, 


"Twas this depriv'd my ſou] of reſt, 

And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd. in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 


My boſom glow'd, a ſubtle flame 
Ran quick thro all my vital frame; 


| O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 


My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs where chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrows thrili'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 

I tainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


[ 


E 


| 
| 
| 
| 
a 
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Tay fatal ſhafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine altar love; 

I feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs flame 

Glide twift thro' all my vital frame. 


For while I gaze, my boſom glows, 
My blood to tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 

And floods of tranſport helm my ſoul, 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing numbers to complain; 

My tongue ſome ſecret magic tries, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs, 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear, 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I figh, 
Uafriended live, unpity'd die. 


— 7 cu 


Yes, faireſt proof of beauty's power, 
Dear idol of my panting heart 3 

Nature points this my ſatal houer 

And I have liv'd; and we muſt part. 


While now I take my laſt adieu, 
Heave thou no ſigh, nor ſhed a tear, 
Left yet my half- clos d eye may view 
On earth an object worth its care, 


From jealouſy's tormenting ſtrife 
For ever be thy boſom freed ; 
That nothing may diſturb thy life 
Content 1 naſten to the dead. 
Yet when ſome better fated youth 
Shall with his amorous pariy move thee, 
Reflect one moment on his truth, 
Who dying thus perſiſts to love thee, 


Is vain you tell your parting lover 


You with fair winds may watt him over, 


Alas! what winds can happy prove 
That bear me fat from what 1 love 2 


/ 
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That, thrown again upon the coaſt 


Alas ! what dangers on the main 

Can equal thoſe which I ſuftain 
From ſlighted vows and cold diſdain ? 
Be gentle, and in pity chooſe 

To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt looſe 3 


Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was loft, 
I may once more repeat my pain, 

Once mors in dying notes complain 

Of flighted vows and cold diſdain, 


| 2 
Warn Delia on the plain appears, 


| Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 


would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me my heart if this be love ? 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear; 
No other wit but her's approve ; 

Tell me my heart if this be love ? 


If ſhe ſome othe ſwain commend, 

| Tho? I was ence his fondeſt friend, 

His inſtant enemy I prove; 
Tell me my heart if this be love? 
When ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, 

The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove 3 
{Tell me my heart if this be love; 


When fond of power, of beauty vain, 


Her nets ſhe ſpreads for every ſwain, 


I ſtrove to hate, but vainly firove 
Tell me my heart if this be love? 
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Ir ever thou did'n joy to bind 
Two hearts in equal paſſion join'd, 
O ſon of Venus! hear me now, 
And bid Florella bleſs my vow, 


| if any bliſs reſery'd for me 


Thou in the leaves of fate ſhould ſee, 
If any white propitious hour, 


Pregnant with bearded joys in ſtore 3 


Now, now the mighty treaſute zive, 
In her for whom alone I live 

In terling love pay all the ſum, ; 
And I'll abſolve the fates to come. 


In all the pride of full-blown charms 
Yieid her, relenting, to my arms; 
Her boſum touch with ſoft defires, 
And let her feel what ſhe inſpires. 


But, Cupid, if thine aid be vain 
The dear reluctant maid to gain, 
If fill with» cold averted 


She daſh my hopes, and feorn my ſighs; 


o! grant ('tis all 1 aſk of thee) - 

That I no more may change than ſhe; 

But till with duteous 2eal love on, 

When every gleam of hope is gone, 

Leave me then alone to languiſh, 

Think not time can heal my 

Puy the woes which I endure, 

But never, never grant a eure. 

I Gm—n_—_—_—_ YT coco o—__—_— 
F truth can fix thy war'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge bis claim, 

He feels the paſſion void of art, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. 

Tho' fighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love conternn ; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. | 

Poſſe ſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranfieat fire; | 

But when the mind receives the dart, 
Enjoyment whets deſire. 

By age your beauty will decay, 
Your mind improves with years 3 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 

The rip*ning fruit appears. 

May heav'n and Silvia ſoit, 

And bleſs the future e 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 

May gather ev'ry flower 


'No 
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| Warne 


- 


| | Now firaying o'er thy forehead, now behind 


; That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form 8 


© | Toſhante rhe freſh blown roſe, ann blooming peach, 


— 


erde EfPning weetch forgot his pain z 


T 
| Say, foft confuſion, art thou love? oP 
* 


- 
— 


| Nor thole fa heavenly arches wnlen ariſe © + OE 


| | *Tis not that chin ſo round, that neck ſo fine, 


122 W 
firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
n 


if love thou art, them farewel reſt! 


Since doom'd I am to love thee, fair, 
Tho' hopeleſs of a warm return, * 
Yet kill me nat with cold deſpair, 
But let me live, and let me burn. 


Wich gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain 
Thote gentle ſmiles did ftſt create; 
And, tho' you cannot love again; 
| In pity, oh! fordear to hate. 
23 — —— ; 
T Is not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 
That ſwim with pleaſure and deli 


* 


gat; 


|  Ofer each of them 4 ſhade their light ; 


Tis not that hair which plays with every wind, 
And loves to wanton round thy faces 


Retiring with infidious grace. 


Tia not that lovely range of teeth, as white , 
Az new ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair ; 


Nor even that gentle ſmile, the diver — 
With which no ſmile could er compare; 


Thoſe breafts that ſweil to meet my love; 


Nor ought below, nor ought above 


| "Tis not the living colours over 1 
By nature's fineſt pencil wrought, 


| And mock the happieſt painter's thought: 

But tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 

So kindly anſwering my defire 3 | 

That grace with which you look, & ſpeak, Rane, . 
That thus have ſet my ſoul on fire. 


Wurn Sappho tun'd the raptur'd firain Ts - i 


* 
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Wich art divine the lyre the ſtrung, Melting joys about her move, _ . . 
| Like ches the play's, like thee the u- / || Wounding pleaſures, killing blifſes, 
For while the firuck the quiv'ring wire — . 
The eager breaft was all on fire; 1 1 na 2 _— 5 
And when ſhe join'd the vocal lay | \ Be - — = * — The þ 
. |, So nya wonbrrenes, WF, 
But had ſhe added ftill to theſe n | 1 Should we live one day aſunder. Pity | 
Thy deauteous air of ſprightly youth, Let the ambitious favour find | Yet 11 
Thy native ſmiles. of artlefs truth; 4 In courts and empty noiſe, That" 
She ne er had pin'd beneath diſcain, | Whilſt greater love does fill my mind Tho | 
She ne'er had play'd and ſung in vain 3 | With vlent real joys, _ bin! 
Deſpair had ne'er her fov] poſſeſt | Let fools and knaves grow rich ka 
To daſh on rocks the tender mo | And the world think em wiſe, : | F a1 
28 | Whilſt I lie dying at her feet, a 
ih . There 
Warn * bu Tar "EA 5 And all that world deſpiſe. : 2 
Each new air new; paſſion brings z Let conquering kings new trophies raiſe, Ah ! \ 
Now I relobve, and now 1 fear . | And melt in court delights, | (Ador 
wi | I Her eyes can give me brighter days, - o ha 
Hor nows now faint 1 grow ; I Her arms much ſofter * Was f 
ow I freeze, and now | glow. | — 15 But g 
The ing Ze rs round us play, ; F ROM all uneaſy paffions _ | | - : 
And bling on her lips would ita: — ambition, jealouſy, . She he 
Now would liten, now would kiſs, 1 — 3 — _ x 
Trembling: with divided bliſs; | I ver che all fe 1 — 1 
n Till, by her dreaſt repuls d, they fly, dy £7 * Safe from ee * My jo 
Nor do 1 aſk that ſhe would give h ao griate, bor (hon 08 Jays, Io vi 
By ſome new note, the p: 0 * to live : 8 TEA | Amidft 4 thouſand kind defires / Zut bo 
I would, expiring with the found, _ ve.” | Whoek beauty moves. and love inſpices,, Before 
Die on the ung that gave the wound. | | | Such pants I feel of tender ſear, | Fre I 
"irik I Lo heart ſo ſoft a3 mine can bear. be ſu 
13 Ds — defy the worſt of harms, | dot & 
Soft, as thote kind _ ſhe 'D ms, 1 08 2 i 1 7 gar Vf Wy Wilt 
When with lovels tefiſtleſs art, e Kay 85 2 ee 23 <6. rakes ng N 5 
2 emlave me: : 2 | iT | Cour * youths, whoſe t hearts Cer ble oy 
She's ſo-wild-and apt — a 1 15 2 73 . 'Y 33 
That my jealous heart would dea a WW 2 ee bi oxrowy bid Os | 
Should we live one day aſunger. 64 47 ;| ; 263 . 


ed 


But hand in hand around me move, 2 
Singing the ſaddeſt tales of loves q 
And ſee, when your complaints ye Join, 
If all your wrongs can equal mine. : 
The happieſt mortal once was I, | . 
My heart o foriows knew . 
Pity the pain with which I Tale, 
But aſk not whence it grew: 
Yet it a tempting fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
Tho' bright as heaven whoſe 8 te wen Wo 
Think of my fate, and ſhun her ſoares.. = 


* 
- 


i ea: 
F AIR, and ſoft, and gay, and young, 
All charm ! the play” d, ſhe. danc'd, the ſung, 
There way no way to "ſcape the dart, | 
No care could guard the lover's heart. 
Ah! why cry'd I, and dropt a tear, 
(Adorning, Yer deſpairing —_— 
lo have her to myſelf alone) | 
Was fo much ſweetneſs made for one? 


But growing bolder, in her ear 

Iin ſoft numb ers told my care: 

She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's, too mighty to expreſs,  - 
My joys could but be known by gaeſs! © 
Ah! fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 
To wiſh her her made for more than one ? 


But long Thad riot heen in view, a 
before her eyes their beams withdrew ; 3 
Ere I had reckon'd half ber charms 
She ſunk into another Wurms. 

But ſhe thas ones could faithleſs be, 
Will favour: him Mw more than me: 
He too will flad bimſeif undone, 
And that ſhe was not made for one: 


W HEN. your beauty appears 
In its graces and airs, 
| All bright an an angel naw drops frow the ; 


A. 


Jui e diſtance I goze, and am aw'd by my f ear, 


56 ſtrangely you dazzle my eye ! 


$61 65 for” Gente tust 


But when without it, ny” . 1 #{ 

Your kind thoughts you impart, . 
When your love runs in bluſhes thro every vein; 
When it darts from your eyes, when it oy in your 
1 Then | know you're a woman again Chen, 


| 9 There's a paſſion and 


0 
In our ſex ſhe reply d, | 
And thus, might I gratify both, — 40% 
Still an angel-appear to each lover 2 
But yet be a woman to % | 
F | 2 — — 
On Be:widera's boſom Tying, 
Wiſhing, panting, fighing, dying; 
| The cold regardleſs maid to move. : 
With unavailing prayers I ſue ; 
You firſt have taught me how to lose, 
Ah | teach me to be happy. toe. 
But ſhe, alaal unkindly wiſe, ___... 
To all my fighs and tears replies, 


Irie every prudent maid's concern 


| Her lover's fondneſs to improve ʒ 
If to be happy you ſhould learn, 


| You quickly would forget to love. 
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Ir is not, Celia, in our power -- — 
Io ſay how long our love will la; 
It may be we within this hour 

May loſe the joys we now do taſte : 
The bleſſed that immortal be 


From change of love are only free» a 


Then fince we mortal lovers dre, 
Aſk not how long our love will laſt ; 
But while it does, let us take ear: 
Fach minute be with pleaſure paſt : 
Were it not madneſs to deny 
To live, becauſe we're ſure to die ? 


294 | — 

Sav, Ahr, why is gentle loss 
A ftranger to that u . 

Which pity and 
Which can be juſt 
332 


n move 
and kind ? 


Is it becauſe you * to 
The ills that love mole 


$ Y 
The zealous douht, the tender care, 
That rack the am rous breaſt? 
Abs l hy ſome degree of woe 
We every bliſs muſt gain : 
The heart can ne'er a traoſport know, 
That never feels a pain, 


| Ye little faves that . her wait 
To bring me tidings of 2 fate, 
As Celia on ber pillow lies, 
Ab! gently 3 dies. 
If this will not her pity move, 
And the proud fair diſdains to love, 
Smile and ſay ie all a lie, 
And haughty Stropheniſcorns to die. 
5 2 — 
Tri. me no more I 3 
Thai Chloe's falſe and common; 
T always knew (at leaſt believ'sd) 
She was a very womant / 
As ſuch 1 lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill wan stant when paſleſs'd, 
She could do more fer po man. 


But oh! her on others ran, 
And that you think 4 hard thing? 

Perhaps ſhe fancied you the man ; 
And what care I one farthing ? 


You think the's falſe, — re l 


I take her body, yau "her mind, 
Who has ths better dart ein? 


— 207 
CaLor': c wonter of fer ſex, 
"Tis well her heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing yes perplex, 
With virtee te defend her! 


But nature graciouſly inelin'd 
With liberal hand to pleaſe ug, 


Has to her bountlleſ; beauty join d 
A boundleſs bent t eaſe us, 5h 


* Py 
1 


00 lor 8 


4 


1 


Alive, ſhe gives no jealous fears, 


— 7 — 
the charms af white and red, 
Which paint · the bloomin 


VAN are 


fair; 
| Give me the nympb whoſe y is n 


| 


. 
„ 


Not o'er her face, but hair, 


Of ſmoother cheeks the winning grace. 

With open force defies z | 

But in the wrinkles of — face 

Cupid in ambuſh lies. 

If naked eyes ſet hearts on blaze, 

And am'rous warmth inſpire ; 

Thro' glaſs, who-darts her painted rays, 
Lights up a fierce fire. 8 

Nor rivals, nor the train of yeirs, 

My peace or bliſs deſtroy; 


i? 


And dead, . 1 
2 


r — | 
| ASPASIA rolls her farkling ae. 


And every boſum feels her power; 
The 1 thus view Phabus riſe, 

And gaze in rapture, and adore. 
Quick to the ſoul the piercing ſplendo-s dirt, 
Fire every vein, and melt the coldeft heart. 


Aſpaſia ſpeaks; the liſtening craud 
Drink in the ſound with greedy ears; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, N 
And -ſeli-admiring folly hears. | 
| Her wit ſecures the conqueſts of her 8 


Points every charm, and brightens, every grace. 


Glide ſtately with harmonious eaſe; 
Now thro' the many daneg ſhe fuims, ĩ 0 
Like a tall barkig'er ſummer eas; 


" |'Twas thus Areas kaew the queen of dove, 


Majeſtic moving theo the golden grove; + 


| But ah? how cruel is mylot,- * 


l | 
For 5 in my humble ftate forgot; © h aw 
Each chatm bot «14s to frty ah 


e 


Aſpaſia moves j her well-tun'd'limbe he 


©K1 i Wach. 
The 


l 


"The 


Tie tuneful ſwain thus faiatly warbling lies, 


Looks on his mate, and while he Gogg, he dies, 
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Dera 1 lov's, © winning fair, 
Delia was all her Strephon's care, 
Yet oft woul@ihe her doubts diſplay, 


Leſt Strepbon ſhould her heart betray. 


Long did I urge my ſuit, and found 
My wiſhes likely to be crown'd, 
Sorrow and care were far away, 

I thought not Delia could betray, 


But Poride/ the maid had ſeen, 

Had danc'd with her upon tbe green, 
Alas! he ſtole her heart away, 

She fear d not he con'd e er betray, 


Adieu to peace, my Joys are fled, 

A gloom o'er all my days is ſpread, 
Adieu ye aymphs, ſo fair and gay, 
I fiad you ſmile but to betray. 
Farewell my crook, my pipe alone 
[ keep to tell the woods my moan, 
inceſſant whilſt 1 figh and ſay, 
Alas! that Delia could betray BM 
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Can a heart that is burſting with grief, | 
Find eaſe by relating its woe, 

Can my boſom e'er hope for relief, 
While my ſorrow continue to flow, 


Oh! could I theſe torments now quit, 

Could I chaſe but her form from my mind, 
But why ſhould I wiſh to forget. - 

That once ſhe was gentle and kind : 
That fate in the play-day of 

To my nonage ſhould be fo ſevere, 
To cauſe mo to love her with truth, 


Te cauſe me, alas, to deſpair, 
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Oh! wheace are the menients of bliſs, 
We ſpent where the eglantines grows SY 
Or where the ſweet innocent kiſs, | 
© She then wis ſo kind to beſtow. 
Goae, gone, I ſhall prove them no more, 
With my blofſome of hope are they fled, 
That hope I was fond to adore, | 
Now 3 now wither d, and dead. 
W. 2 
HIL E you my fair one, ſute to pleaſe, 
Smile with a grace and talk with eaſe, 
Each look: has charms, each word has art, 
To fice my eyes, and melt my heart; 
That heart which now by turns muſt prove, 
| The hopes ang Macy et Art wy tobe. ; 


In vain to check the flame I try, 
Or ſtop a figh when you are by; 
My books, which once were all my joy. 


I read no more, for now 22 
The pains, the griefs, whi 4 feel, 


No herb can cure, no balm can heal. 


From field to field, from grove to grove, | 


To vent my fighs and griefs I rove,, 
Thus loſt in thought like birds. 1 gray. 
Who knows not to their nefts the way; 
So deep the wounds of love are made, 
No herb nor balm can give me aid. 
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4vO more the gay ſcenes — delight 

| No more the ſoft tranſports of -Y 

Give pleaſure to Damon's tond — 
Nor aught that is charming can 

His flocks let them wander aftray, 
And traverſe the dangerous ſhores 


| Nor Damon will drive them away, 


He's abſent from her he adores. 


Dire abſence how great are thy fears, 
| They pierce the ſoft boſoms that part; 
Of him who's in love, and reveres 
The aymph that has ftolen * heart. 


22 


19 
But hence all q doubts now Ntire, . 
Retreat to the darkeſt recels ; 
Let me burn with love's hotteſt fire, - 
And taſte all the pleaſures of bliſs. 
Fair Phillis again once return, 

My cottage as uſual adorn; 
Ah! haw will my peſſion then burn, 
When Damon is not left forlorn; 

Then all the ſoft. pleaſures of love, 
The pleaſures woft grateful to me, 

Within my fond boſom will rose, 
"_— nnen | 


War gentle ta firſt I new, 

A breaſt ſo good, fo kind, ſo true, 
Reaſon and taſie approv'd; 

Pleas'd to indulge ſo pure a flame, 

I call'd it by rod foft a name, 

And fondly thought 1 lov'd, 


Till Chloris came, with ſad ſuxprize 
I felt the li ightning of her eyes 
Thro afl my ſenſes run; 
All glowing with refiſtleſs charms, 
She fill d my breaſt with new alarme, 
I ſaw; and was 3 


O Celia! dear N 
Forbear the weakneſs to . 
Which düßht your ſcorn to move : 
I know this 8 falſe and vain, 
1 know ſhe triumphs in my 
Vet fill I feel I love. 


Thy gentle ſmiles no more can g 
Nor can thy ſofteſt friend (hip eaſe 
The torments I endure; 


Think what that wounded breaſt muſt feel 


Which truth and kindneſs cannot heal, 
Nor e'en thy pity cure. 


Oft ſha)l I curſe my iron chain, 
And wiſh again thy milder reigu 
With long and vain 3 


| 
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All that I can, to thee I give, - , 
And could 1 Hin to 1 live, 


] were 


captive yet. 


| But paſſion's Wild Tmpetuous ſea 
Hu:ties me far from peace and thee, 


"T were vain ta ſtruggle more: 


Thus the poor ſailor [lumbering lies, 


While ſwelling tides arou..d him riſe, 
And puſh his bark from ſhore, 


In vain he ſpreads his helpleſs arms, 
His pitying friends with fond alarms 
In vain deplose bis Rate; 

Still far and farther from the coaſt, 
On the high turge his bark is toſt, 
And foundering yields to fate. 


And wept; yet all the while 
The cruel unrelenting maid 
Scarce paid me with a ſmile. 


Such fooliſh timorous arts as theſe 
Wanted the power to _— 

They were too innocent to pl 

They were too cold to *- 0:28 


| | Reſolv'd, I roſe, and ſoftly preſt 12 5 


The lilies d her neck; 


With longiog cager lips 1 kit 
The roſes of her cheek. 


And burne with equal fire ; 
To all my wiſkes ſhe confents, 
And crowns my fierce define. | 


With heat like this Pypmalion mov'd © 
His ftatue's icy h, 

Thus warm's the marble vi 

And melted t his arms. 


And the wind murmur sf 
On a green turf complainings/s 


A —  _— 
T Cynthia's feet I ſigh'd, I pray d, 


Charm'd with this boldneſs, ſhe rehets, 


15 tt 
4 


As the 49 — — . 
in lay reclin'd, 


And wept to the river, and figh'd to the wind, in 


In vain, hecry' 3 coin * oy * Arx ouſt 7 os . My 
pay ; Us Bio The Nr 32 5 arenen 
Ry Pe” 
Each zephyr za fich, and each dew-drop 58 dar ee (Loh PETS 17 
In vin S 3 I By nemory alung... V 
The faireſt WN. the wileſt to es e The dr tags i - 1 16 5.8 
Het pre ſencg te gives delight to ce * — — n 
Since withoutJ@ to live, is more pain than to di The 5 Fg — r 
Oh ! that Soborwyhis pinions wou over me ſaread, And that as faſt - - — ona at 531 4 lA 
And paint but her image-in frgams in her ſtead; * Phiſlir, is only. hi g mn 75 
The beautiful viſion wou'd ſoften my pain 'S 9 2 + and e ee, 
But ſleep's a relief I ſolicit in vain. r , b 
The wretch thus, like me, ks hear louden wich If I, by — cn be -: HA 
Is deluded by hope, and undene by deſpair; 5 This lize-long ani 8 1 
His pain ever wilting, denies hies tepoſe, „is all that heaven allows 5 
And the moments but ay to e — 2 uy 
go7 - | As Celia i in her garden ftray* d, 2 8 
An! Chluris could I now but fit | Secure, nor dream -d of harm, The 
As unconcern'd as when, A bee approach'd the lovely , ' 
Your infant beauty Font veger And reſted on her aur m. - 
No happineſs nor pawn? The curious inſect thither flew, DD iy or 
n _ drawing dia adenire, To taſte the tempting bloom; 3 oa aſap. 
And punis 1 the conving Gays . | But with a thouſand ſweets in view, 4 
1 little thought that rifing fire | 4 a | It found 3 ſudden doom. 3 4 81 90 
mn 5 Her nimble hand of life bereav'd 3 * 
Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay The darling little Kang | 33 
As metals in a mina | {But firſt her ſnowy art „ A lp 
Age from no face takes more away 5 And felt the painful fl Se 
Than youth conceal'd in thine: | eee, * | _ 
But as your charms rah 5 4 mierten f 15 rprize, - rp we 
ogy, ſen ** fl * Not ſo the darts of Celia's che, F 
» as unperceiv'd, di Ys h al . 5 
And enter d in my bteaſt. | ey never ceale to Wound. - 0 
' 
8 with * — grew, Oh! S 5 1 fart 
ea 
Still as n & 'g you, And teach her to regard the heart 
sf A new flamiog dart: | She fires with endleſs lave ! 
ch gloried in their wanton 310 
— a beauty, ſhe * By I fide of a grove at the foot of a hill, 1 
Employ'd the utmoſt of her art; 3 the beech, and when murmur A 
To * 8 lover, he. the rill I vow' 
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8 I you'd to the eg time en g r, 24 
Since nothing could via me the miles of my-fair. 
ang like the birds, une ch bird free 1 


tongue! 
And Delia*s lov'd name ſearen: eſcap'd 
But if once a ſmogth accent delighted my ear, 
I hould wiſh, unawares, that my Delis might haar. 
With faireſt ideas my boſon I Or- d 
Allufive to none but thE'gymph'1 addr's !' mY 
And ine more | with ſtudy my faoey refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſheumadg;op my mind. 
So Jong as of nature the charms I purſue, 
I Gill muit my Delia's dear image renew : 
The graces have yielded with Delia to _ 
2 macs are all in alliance with love. 


— 


88 Phebuss * Parnoſſicn bow ra, 
A chaplet ot pogtic om re 

That far out bloom the May; 
Bring verſe ſo ſmoath, and thought ſo free, 
And 4 20 the muſc#heraldry, _ p 


Th To blazon fenny Grey. „ 
— re prune, wn, 


Preventing {pring jt .carly bloom, A 
In ruddy tints 
int fair, 


Hl 
With fuch a bli , 
Blooms lovely Jg e. 
The merry, chirpi umy throng, 
an 
That pipe the ſyhvan lay, 
All huſh'd at her Jeltghefol voice, 

In filent extaſy rejoice, 
And ſtudy Fenny Grey. 
Fe balmy odour-breathing gales, 
That lightly ſweep the green-r0d'd vales, 
And in each roſe buſh play; 
I know you all, you're errant cheats, 
And ſteal your more than nat ral [weets 


en dan 


Son es s, W ws, 


. 


P * 
ang che 
In vain their charma diſpley = 


In richneſs nof i * en 
| mengen 
. the ſweet knot of graces th 
immortal bonds 4 batds 
M tuneful us to pay; 


r yet remains a lovelier fourth, 
- And ſhe is Jenay Grey; / 
312 — 
Cn. then, a look create a thought 
Which time can, ng et zemove ? 
Vea, fooliſh heart, agein thou'rt caught, 
Again thou bleed'ſt for love. 


She ſees the conqueſt of ber eyes, 
Nor heals the wound the gave; 
She ſmiles, whene're his bluſhes riſe, 
| And, fighing, ſhuns her ſlave. 


Then ſwain, be bold, and fill adore her, 
Sill her flying charms purſue ; | 
Love and int'reft both implore her, 


1 Pleading night and day for you | 


3 — — 

Cour, Laura, and 32 your fond ſwain, 

Exe Pbæbus declines to the weſt, 
Nor let me ftill languith in pain ; 

Your preſcnee alone makes me bleſt. 
When abſent no pleafure l feet, 
| My pafſions but ficken and die, 
| No power my tortures, my tortures can heal, 


Unleſs my dear Lexrs | 13 by. 
Then haſte to yon j grove, 
| Enjoy what no — can tell, 


Tis the ſcar of contentment and love, 
| Where peace and tranquility dwell; 
There Cupid uur hearts Hall unite, 


The muſes ſweet ſangs ſhall indi 


There Hymen his altar mall raiſe, 


A Ge ln id bs: 


Tue 1 e maids debght, 2 h | 4 FE \ 
The luſcious neQtarine, Juicy peach IR. 


Thete yet remaitis a inmchleſs worth; ten I 
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O think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, 
How time will glide ſwiftly away, 

Each ftriving the other to pleaſe, 
Dull winter ſhall fmile 1 —＋ May; 
No happineſs either will taſte, 

But what we both — aw 
Then hither, dear charmer, O 
And bleſs a fond ſwain with you 


r love. 
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Coux, Clio, come, * with thee bring 
The little loves on downy wing! 
Haſte thee. from the realms above; 
Haſte, and let us ſing of love. 

And lo! to join the am'rons theme, 
Light tripping o'er the verdant clod, 
Comes the laughter loving dame, 

And the miſchief making god. 
And with them come the graces three, 
And the mule of comic glee, 
While, behind, to cloſe the rear, 
See Hymen, faffron-rob'd, Appears 
Hail! fair Venus, beauty 8 queen; 
All- ſubduing Cupid, hail 1... 
Haſte, and take thy arrows keen, 
And Chloe's fljaty breaſt affail,  —-. 


For lo ! of every charm /poſſeſt - : 


To captivate the feeling, 
Her youthful heart elate with pride, 
She dares thy matchleſs power deride» 


And while thy golden pointedidart | 
Unnotic'd, unregarged:fties,.' 

She bends the mon obthrite hears, 

And ſcatters love from. both her eyes. 
Then haſte and licht thy gender fre, 

And a'l her ſou} with lobe igſpipe 3 

Far off each ſtubborn paſiba-drive2 : 

Ves, let her burn pt _ 


Cour hate; my P vat 
my Phill w 
To yonder verdagt 5 haſt FO: 


* . 1 
Where birds fing e . 
* axed of 12: + : 


F 0 cake fate will 


4 0 4 [ 
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Where friſky lambking ſport and play 
Around the flow'ry green; 


Dreſs'd in dame nature's bright arrays 
Which yields a lovely ſcene. 

Where the clear murm' ting rivers run, 
In ſoft and cooling ftreams, | 


| Secluded from the ſcorching ſun, 


And Colin writes his themes. 
O! there my fair-one, let us rove, 
And tafte the ſweets of life ; 


Like turtle-doves let's alway love, 


And baniſh care and ſtrife. 
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Celia, hoard thy charms no mare, 
| Beauty s like the miſer's treaſure; 
Still the yain poſſeſſor s poor, 

What re riches without pleaſure ? 
Endleſs pains the miſer takes = 

To inc:eaſe his heaps of money; 
Lab'ring bees his pattern makes, 

Yet he fears to taſte his honey. 


Views with aching eyes his ſtore, 
Trembling, left he chance ta loſe it; 
Pining till for want of more, 
Tho? the wretch wants pow'r to uſe 1 it. 
Celia thus, with endleſs artis, 
Spends her days, her charms improving, 
Lab'ring till o conquer hearts, 
Vet ne er taſtes the ſweets of loving. 
Views with pride her ſhape and face, 
Fanecying till ſhe's under twenty; 
Age brings wrinkles on apace, 
| While the ſtarves with ai her plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find. 
Time, their dol, from them ſever ; 
He muſt leave his gold behind, 
Lock'd within His grave for ever. 


nd... 
When her . 
Vain deſire will be her-erſe, | 


90 


1 * 
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Celia, hoard thy charms no more, 
__ $ like the miſer's treaſure, 
Taſte a little of thy flore ; 
Wat is beauty n pleaſure ? 


D. AR Nancy fir'd my alles breaſt, 
I ne'er faw girl ſo clever ; 

I ſometimes thought ſhe'd make me bleſt, 
And ſometimes fancy*d never: 

Whene er I told my am'rous tale, 
With fighs oft i intervening, 

Your {uit he'd cry, won 't, here pos , 
I ca::not tell your meaning. 


The wiſe remark, a man in love 
Looks wond*rous ſoft and filly: 
The truth coy Nancy made me prove, 
For, oh! her heart was chilly : 
To balls and plays ſhe us'd to range, 
Her company frill ſeen in; 
But till *twas ftrange, *twas mighty ſtrange, 
She could not not tell my meaning. 


I love you N oft I's cry, 
Without . can't be eaſy; 
Ob! ſhall I bve, or hall I die, 
Pray tell me which will pleaſe you ? 
By all means live! the fair replies, 
This paffion wants a weaning ; 
Declare yourle f without diſtzuite, 
I cannot teil your meaning. | 


Oh! now, I thought's the lucky time; 
Although fo long I've tarry d, 
I bope, | anſwer'd, dis no crime, 
To ſay, Ta fain be marry'd. 
She gave ber band, nor ſgem'sd to ſight 
The love there 1 no lereching; | 
And now we live ig {ſweet delight, N 
Vers'd in each other s meaning, | 


Damx tome 5 

And 1 will pledge wich mine; 
Or leave » kiſs-byt in e vp; | 

And I 1] look not for wine: 
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| The thirſt that from my foul doth riſe | 
Doth aſk a drink divine; 

But might I of Je ard . 

} I vou d not for 


{ I ſent thee late a-roly — l 

Not ſo much hon ring thee ; 

As giving.it a hope-that there 

It would not wither'd de: 

Ty thou thereon didft is breathe, 
And ſent it back to me; 

Since when it grows and ſmells, I ſwear, 
Not of itſelf, but _ | 


| F AIR Semira, lovely 3 

Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 

My oppreſs'd -ut conftapt heart; 

+ Full ſufficient are the woes, 

| Which my cruel ſtars oppoſe; ; 
Heav'a, alas! has done it's part. 
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V'RY nymph and , bring 
Tribute to the- queen 

Rif for her brows the ras 

|. Make her as the ſeaſon gay; 
Tesch her then, deres lee, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour. 


Now the fair Narci us blows 

With his ſweetnbſs'now delightt; 

By his fide the maiden foſe 

With her artleſa blb invites: 

Ib Such, ſo fragrant and ſo ga 
Is the blooming queah —_ 

Soon the fair Narr len, | 

| Soon he drope hw languid/head ; 

| [From the roſe ber purple ie, 
None inviting t bende: 

AIsoch, tho' now ſo fneetrandighy, 


2 


* 

Soon ſhall — May. — 8 In a 

I. eee en ez, Ne =. 
| y frage of thx wains, 3 

Beauty, like the vertial g 1 8 


la thy ſhrine not long remains: 


E View, 


bo 
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| in hopes to be when come from ea, 


Dies then, — bleſs the youth, 
deſerves thy love and truth, 


— — I — 

Win madam, the her day is done, 
New paffions will imbide, 

Ia hopes to get a little fun, 
She gives a little bribe. 

When Miſs is kept by locks nd keys. 
From all the — tribe; 

To give her ſwain a little eaſe, 
She gives 4 little bribe, 

When now and then my Lord thinks fit, 
Mongſt friends to jeſt and gibe, 

To raiſe the laugh at little wit, 
He gives a little bribe, | 

When'er we plan our ways and means 
To make the folks ſubſcribe, 

We gueſs which way their virtue rand, 
And give a little bribe, 


22 
Ne ATF ST of pretty O for dancing inteaced 
Accept of a partner who always was commended, 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs attentive to merit, : 
Helikes only thoſe who can jig about with ſpirit. 


Take me madam, I ſo glad am, that I'll cut a caper; 
Stand firſt couple, make no ſcruple, ſtrike up ther: 
gut ſcraper; 

Turn abour, turn abour, that's right depend on't, 
Hands acroſs, back again, & now there's an end on't. 
If it ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before it, 

Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 


Your fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when you'rt 
my 


32 
Go "PW go low, in ev — Gate, 
The ſailor's heart is true, | 
In adverſe or in ptoſp'rous fat?, 
He joins the crew. 
Then toiling early, watching late, 
| Defends his king and country's cauſe, 


y 


Take me, &c. | 


| 


Or when care finks his ſpirits down, 


| 


| 
| 


At home when 


| A bee within a damaſk roſe, 


Cheer'd with applauſe. 


ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieft of the throng ; 


Her endearing ſmile rewards his-toil, and 


So when the nuptial knot is tied [his fav'rite fongs 
Our friend ihip cloſer will cement; 


| Each morn/you'll hail my bl oming bride, 


And gladly ſhare m heart's content, 
I'll graſp the hand which made her mine, 
To ſocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 


25 ] While all the woated ſtrain ſhall join. 


| For me, my fair a wreath has wore, 


Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 
As oft the kiſs'd this gift of love, 


Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet, 
Her breath, Se. 


Had crept the nectat d dew to lip, 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd by the tip' ning breath of May, 

Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his ſting, 
Aad with the honey fled away. 


2 
AcL you who would wi oy 3 with a laſe, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 
For, if you ſtand fooiing, and ſhy, like an aſs, 
You'll looſe her as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and fighing, and vows, and all that 
As far as you pleaſe you may rua ; 

; She'll hear ywu, and jeer you, and give you 2 pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun, 


To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is ſi ne l 


But, mark you the conſequence, mum ; 
The baggage will thiak herielf really divine, 
And evra 700, 38 ſure as a gun. 


Then 


1 


— — 


- 


£04 


Then be with a maiden, bold, frolic, and ſtout, 


And no opportunity ſhun : 
She'll tell you he hates you, and ſwear ſhe II cry 
But mum—ſhe's as ſure as a gun. Tout; 


Ir the heart of a man is depreſa d with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms the ear; 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her 5 | 
Careſs her, 
With bliſſes, 
And kiſſes, | 
Difſolves us in pleaſure, and ſoft repeſe, 


Neve till now I knew love's —_ | 
Gueſs who it was that ſtole my heart, 
"Twas only you, if you'll believe me. 
Tas only you, Cc. | 
Since that I've felt love's fatal pow'r, 
Heavy has paſs'd each anxious hour, 
If not with you, if you'll believe me. 
I fnot with you, & Co 


Honor and wealth no joys can bring, 
Nor I be happy, tho' aking, 
If hot with you, if you'll be. ĩeve me, 
It not with you, &c. | 
When from this world I'm call'd away, 
For you alone I'd wiſh to ſtay, 
For you alone, if you'll believe me, 
For you alone, Cc. 
Grave on my tomb, where'er I am laid, 
Here lies one who lov's but one maid, 
That's only you, if you'll believe me. 
That's only you, Cc. 


3 | | 
Forcive, fair creature, fotm d to pleaſe, 


I 


| 


No more the tranſitory flame 


Sonos for GENTLEMEN. 5 
Thoſe charms, thoſe virtues, when he (eee, 


How can he ſee, and not admire! 
While each the other tilt improves ; 
The faireſt face, the nobleft mind; 
Not with the proverb; he that loves, 
But he that loves you not, is blind. 
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Grave fops my envy now beget, 
Who did my pity move ; | 
They, by the right of wanting wit, 
Are free from cares of love. 


Turks honour fools ; becauſe they are 


By their defect ſecure 


From ſlavery and toil of war, 


| Which all the reſt endure. 
So I, who ſuffer cold neglect 


And wounds from Celia's eyes, 


Begin extremely to reſpect 


Theſe fools that ſeem fo wile, 


"Tis true, they fondly ſet their hearts 


On things of no delight; | 


ro paſs all day for men of parts, 


Theſe paſs alone at night. 


But Celia never breaks their reſt; 


Such ſervants ſhe diſdains : 
And fo the jops are fully bleſt, 
While I endure the chains, 


0 


My mind has felt the dart; 


Plays lambient round my heart. 


Bright Nancy's charms the boſom fire, 
That erſt was wont to rove; 


| And ſenſe and beauty now conſpire 


To light an ardent love. 


Then wonder not to hear me vow 
That I can change no more; 


Forgive a wond'riog youth's dente: 


] 


Since ſhe: has all Heav'n can beſtow, 
Or lighing ſwains adore, 
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GREAT Love! I owa thy pow'r ſupteme, 


Thu 


Thus 


Thus nature, foe to flatt'ry's ſtrain, 
Inſtructs the buſy bee 

To range the produce of the plain, 
And ev'ry ſhrub and tree; 


Till lighting on the bloomy roſe, 
Where eagh ſweet eſſence joins, 

(Like mee warmeſt with the ſhows, + 
To liv phere beauty ſhines. | 


How happy a lover's life paſſes, 
When beauty returns ſigh for ſigh ! 
He looks upon all men as aſſes, 
Who have not ſome girl in-their eye. 


With heart full as light as a feather, 
He trips to the terr3s or parks; 

Where ſwains croud impatient te gether, 
And maidens look out for their ſparks, 


What ſweet palpitation ariſes, 
When Chloe appears full in view; 

Her ſmiles at more value he prizes, 
Than miſers the mines of Peru, 


Tho' (wift-winged time, as they're walking, 
Soon parts them, alas! by his flight; 

By reflection he ſtill hears her talking, 
And abſent he keeps her in fight, 


Whenever abroad he regales him, 
And Bachus calls out fer his laſs; 

His love for his Chee ne'er fails him, 
Her name gives a zeſt to his glaſs, 


No other amuſements he prizes, 
Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe, 
She's firſt in his thoughts when he riſes, 
And laſt when he cloſes his eyer, 
Then let not ambition diftreſs us, 
Or fortune's fantaftical chace; 
Love only with Cbloe can blefs us, 
And give all we want to embrace, 


e e 


He AR me, ye nymphs, and ey'ry ſwaing 
PI tell how Peggj grieves me, 


* 
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I Tho? thus 1 languiſh, thus MEDI 
Alas! ſhe ne er believes me. 

My vows and ſighs, like lent ait, 
Unheeded, never move her ; 

At the bonny buſh aboon Traguair, 
'T was there I firſt did love her. 


That day the ſmil'd, and made me glad, 

No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelt the luckieſt lad, 

So ſweetly there to find her. 

1 try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 

[f more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
1 ment not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented; 

If e'er we meat the ſhew: ciidain, 

| She looks as ne'er acquainted, 

The bonny buſh bloom'o fair in May. 
It's ſweets I'll ay remember; 

But now her trowns make it n 
It fades as in December, 


Ye rural powers, who hears my trains, 


h | Why thus ſhuuld Peggy grieve me? 


Ob! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 

It not, my love will turn ditpair, 
My paiſton no more tender, 

I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 


| To lonly wilds 11. wander, 
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Ho W ſweetly ſmells the 8 green! 
| Sweet tafle the peach and cherry; 

| Painting and order pleale our een, 

And claret makes us merry: 

But fineit colours, fruits ano flowers, 
And wine, tho' I be thirſty, | 
Loſe a' their charms and weaker powers, 

Compar's with thole of Chr. V 2 


| T 


When wand' ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat' ral beauty wanting, 

How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting; 

But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration 


My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 


And drap the hale creation. 


Wheae'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 
And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman; 
But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother; 
With ſecret fighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 


His Chriſty did 0'er-hear him; 
She daughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look 
Which left nae room to doubt her: 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chriſty ! -witneſe, bonny ſtream, 
Sie joys frae tears ariſing, 

J with this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſupriſing ! 

Time was to preeious now for tauk ; 
This point of a' his wiſhes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But war'd it a“ on kiſſes, 


3 


How happy was I, 
When Delia was by; | 
Her preſence rejoiced my heart; 
No trouble I knew, 
My cares were but few, 
Til} the time I from Delia did part, 


When how ſad the reverſe ! 
Wich pain I rehearſe 
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The diſquiets my mind undergoes ; 


| Ye gods! in the prime of her youth, 


Time moves ſlowly on, 
| Content I have none; 
Oh! feel for, and pity my woes. 


My fair will be juſt, 

I can't her miſtruſt, 

Her promiſe is binding I'm ſure; 
Thea why ſo lament ? 

For ſhame, be content 

For the preſent, her abſence endure. 


The time ſhortly will be, 
When I Delia ſhall ſee, 
And with her in wedlock be join'd; 
Then how happy my ſtate, 
I'll not envy the great, 


| But enjoy, with my fair, peace of mind, 


I covet not wealth, 
But a good fhare of health, 
For myſelf and the girl I adore: 
We'll live at our eaſe, 
And do as we pleaſe; 
Ye gods! what can mortals wiſh more; 


How air is my love, 
A4 As kind as the dove; 
Her temper both lively and gay: 
The lily, and roſe, 
Upon her cheeks blows, | 
To give her the ſplendor of May, 


Her ſhape, and her mien, 

Proclaim her the queen 

| Of beauty, of virtue, and truth; 

Her eyes are like jet, 

Her teeth neatly ſet: | 

| Her voice, like the thruſh, 

That fings on the buſh 

When meadows look blooming and gay; 
| Each nymph and each ſwain, ö 
That dance on the plain, 


Are charm'd with my Pbillis's lay, 
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She eriet, don't repine, 
I ſoon ſhall be thine, 

And eaſe my fond boſom of ſtrife; 
In pleaſure's ſweet buw'r 
We'll paſs ev'ry hour, | 

While nature ſupplies us with life, 
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How ſweet a torment 'tis to love 
And oh ! how pleaſent is the pain! 

| would not, if I could, remove, 
And now put off the amorous chain. 

Tho' Chloris* eyes do give me laws, 
And me of liberty beguile, 

I, like a martyr, love my cauſe, 
And on my fair tormentor ſmile ! 


[ Pr'ythee ſend me talk wap heart, 
Since I cannot have thine : 

For if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhou'dft thou have mine? 


Yet now I think on't, let it lie; 

To find it were in vain 
* For thou'ſt a thief in ev'ry eye 

Wou' d fteal it back again. 

Why ſhould two hearts in one breaft lie, 
And yet not lodge together ? 

Oh, love! where is thy ſympathy, 
If thus our breaſts thou ſever ? 


But love is ſuch a myſtery, 
I cannot find it out: EY 
or when I think I'm beſt reſoly'd, 
I then am in moſt doubt. 


Then farewel care, and farewel woe, 
I will no longer pine; 

For I'll believe I have her heart, 
As much as ſhe as mine. 

I 1 
Lately ſaw what now I fing, 

Fair Lucia's hand diſplay'd ; 

This finger grac'd a diamond ring, 
And that a ſparrow play'd. 


The feather'd plaything ſhe careſs'd, 
And ſtrok'd his head and wings ; 

And while it neſtled on her breaſt, 
She liſp'd the deareſt things, 


With chizzel bill a ſpark ill-ſet 


He looſen'd ſrom the reſt, ; 
And ſwallow'd down to grind his meat, 
The eafier to digeſt, 


She ſeiz'd his bill with wild affright, 


Her dia mond to deſcry : 


| Twas gone! the fickn'd at the fight, 


Moaning her bird wou'd die. 


The tongue-ty'd knocker none migh uſe, 
The curtains none might draw, 

The ſootmen went without their ſhoes, 
The ſtreets were laid with ſtraw. 

The doctor us'd his oily art, 
Of Hrong emetic kind; 

Th' apothecary play'd his part, 
And enzineer'd behind. 


| When phyſic ceas'd to ſpend it's ſtore 


To bring away the ſtone, 
Dicky, like people given o'er, 
Picks up, when let alone. 


His eyes diſpeſl'd their fickly dews,. : 
He peck'd bshind his wing: | 

Lucia recov'ring at the news, 
Relapſes for the ring. 


Meanwhile, within her beauteous WY 


Two diff rent paſſions ſtrove z 


When av'rice ended the conteſt, 


And triumph'd over love. 
Poor little, pretty, flutt'ring thing, 
Thy pains the ſex diſplay! 
Who, only to repair a ring, 
Could take thy life away. | 
Drive av'rice from your breaſts, ye fair, 
Monſter of fouleſt mien; 
Ye would not let it harbour there, 
Could but it's form be ſeen, 
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It made a virgin put on guile, 


Truth's image break her word; 
A Lucia's face forbear to ſmile, 
A Venus kill her bird. 


| 1 Told my nymph, I told her true, 
My fields wee ſmall, My flocks were few; 


While faultering accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove fincere. 


Of crops deſtroy d by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold : 
Of theſe the heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere; 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind ; 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And. is not Flavia then ſincere? 


How, if ſhe ceign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muft not hope for dreſs : 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be fincere. 

Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwaing, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere 

I know my Flawia's love ſincere. 


In vain you bid your captive live, 
While vou the means of life deny: 

Give me your ſmiles, your withes give 
To him who muſt without you die, 

Shrunk from the ſun's enliv*ning beam, 
Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue ; 


It's ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ftream, 
Or me exiſt Ry of you. 
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| I Rambled about for a twelvemonth, I vow, 


In ſearch of a damſel for life? 
For roving pe:lex'd me, I could not tell how, 
So ventur d at laſt on wife, 


| 


The girls of the town, each rake muſt well know, 


Imbitters the pleaſures of life, 

For evils on evils will coaſtantly flow, 

And make us all wiſh for a wife. 

A miſtreſs, tis true, who's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeiea the troubles of life, 

And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow away; 
But what is all this to a wits! 


In wedlock, alone, true pleaſure we find 

To glide the rough paſſ:ge thro' life, 

Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, 

And make the dear charmer a wife 

And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man 
Who offers to bleſs you for life; 

Be conftant and true, and as fond as you can; 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. 


_ 
Love never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee; 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My Peggy, if thou die. | 


Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love ſo true to me: 


| Without thee I ſhall never live, 


My deary, if thou dis. 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaft, 
How ſhall I lonly ſtray; 

In dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, 
In fighs the filent day. 


I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee; 

Then I]! renounce all woman- kind, 
My Pevgy after thee. 


No new-blown beauty fires my breaſt 
With Cupid's raving rage 

But thine, wnich can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 


'T was this that, like the morning fun, 
Gave Joy to life and me; 
And when it's deſtin'd day is done, 


With Peggy let me die, Ye 


An 


Fo 


So 


Ye 
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ve pow'ts that ſmile on virtuous love. 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare; 

You, who it's faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 

Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 


Oh! never rob them from theſe arms, 


I'm loſt if Peggy die. 


Love pounds the alarm, 
And fear is a flying; 

When beauty's the prize, 
What mortal fears dying? 

In defence of my treaſure 
I' bleed at each vein; 

Without her no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain. 
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Lex the grave, and the gay, 

Enjoy life how they may, 

My pleaſures their pleaſures OY 
Go the world well or ill, | 
»Tis the ſame with me till, 

If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


The lover may ſigh, 
The courtier may lye, 

And Craſus his treaſure amaſs; 
All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 

So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 

New life wine inſpires, 

And creates new defires, - 
And oft wins the lover his laſs, 

Or his courage prepares 

To diſdain the nymph's airs 3 


So I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſucks the rain, 
The ſun draws the main, 

With the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, | 
Let us live while we may, 


And I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſt, | 


| 


"Tis friendſhip and ine, 
Only, life can refine ; 
We care aot whate'er comes to paſs 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen : | 
Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs, 
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Long at thy altar, god of love, 


I paid a double duty; 
A flave to Celia's voice and wit, 
To Chlce's taſte and beauty: 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 
While they, with auk ward feature, 
Diſguis'd, in affectation's maſk, 
The genuine sifts of nature. 


Mr ts 83 

Y love was fickle once, and changing, 
Nor e er would ſettle in my heart, 

From beauty ſtill to beauty ranging, 
In every face I found a dart. 


"Twas firſt a charming ſhape enſlav'd me, 
An eye then gave the fatal ftroke 


- 


Till by her wit Corinna ſav'd me, 


And all my former fetters broke, 


But now a long and lafting anguiſh 


For Belvider a I endure; 


Hourly I figh, and hourly languiſh, 


Nor hope to find the wonted cure: 


For here the falſe, inconſtant lover, 
After a thouſand beauties ſhown, 
Does new ſupriſing charms diſcover, 
And finds variety in one. 
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M Y goddeſs, Lydia, heavenly fair, 


I As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 


Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charmg, 
And to my love give freſh alarms, 


o! let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
Tho ſacred lightning from them flies 3 
T3 5 


She y 


i 
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Shew me that foft, that modeſt grace, 


Wh ch paints with charming red thy face, 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs; . 
That I may mix my ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleature all divine. 


O hide thy-bolom's killing white, 

(The milky way is not fo bright) 

Left you my raviſh'd ſoul appreſs 

With beauties pomp and ſweet exceſs, 

Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 

Of my kind heart the vital blood? 

Thou art all over endleſs charms; 

O take me dying ta thy arms. 
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May the ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 

W hile gentle love does fill my mind 
With ſilent, rea] joys, | 


May knives and fools grow rich and great, 


The world will think them wiſe, 
While I lie at my Nanny's fret, 
And all the world deſpiſe, 
Let conquering kings new triumphs rai'e, 
And melt in court delights : 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much ſofter nights. 
As Celia to the covert ttray'd, 
he bluthing fun withdrew, 
And haſted down as if afraid 
Vo ſee thy brighter charms diſplay'd, 
And be oviiſkone in you. 
. His ſiſter PYæbe at the ſight, 
With bluſhes ſpread the ſphere; 
As if to thine with double light, 
And gild the tar-beſpangled night, 
Hc'd borrow'd rays from her. 


Ie glimm'ting ſtars which dar'd to peep, 


Were loſt in gazing on; 


And l2ok's like ſtars that ſeem'd to weep, 


— — :. — 
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Twist half awake and half aſleep, 
Or twinkling at the ſun. 


The god of filence as ſhe ſung, 
Stood lift'ning at her fect ; 
The loit'ring ſtreams attentive hung, 
And mimic echo held her tongue, R 
Unable to repeat. 


Says love, approach, I fool obey'd 
Too ſare to be undone ; | 
For 'twere as raſh for me t'invade, 
Thoſe beauteous beams which round her play d, 
As Phaeton the fon, 
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HiTtats, Venus with your doves, 
Hither all ye little loves; 
Round me light, your wings diſplay, 
And bear a lover on his way. 


| Oh, could I but, like Jove of old, 


Transform myſelf to ſhow'ry gold; 

Or in a ſwan my paſſion ſhroud, 

Or wrap it in an orient cloud; | 

W hat locks, what bars ſhould them impede, 


Or keep me from my charming maid ! 


1— — 
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[ Made love to Kate, long I ſigh'd ſor the, 
Ti!l Ll heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me: 


met her on the green, in her beſt array, 


So pretty ſhe did ſeem, the ſtole my heart away; 


Oh then we kiſs'd &preſs'd, were we much to blame 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame 


As | fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kaz: ; 


| But then lLlaugh'd, & ſwore I lov'd her more than ſo 


For ty'd each to a rope's end, *tis tugging to & fio: 
Again we kifs d & pteſs'd, were we much to bl+me? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous fick, 
Dicky Katy led, Katy the led Dick; ; 
Long we ioy'd and play'd, under yonder oak, 
Katy loſt the game, tho” ſhe play'd in joke; 

For there we did, alas! what | dare not name, 


| Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſam: 
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IN „un! ev ry art eſſay, My bliſs too Tong my bride denies 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away  ] Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 
That rankles in my heart: Nor yet the wintry blaſts [I fear; 
Deep in the centre fix'd, and bound, Noc ſtorms, nor night, ſhall keep me here. 
; ly efforts but enl th d 
. And bete make the oY I What may for ſtrength, with Reel compare 


On! love has fetters ſtronger far; 
By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 


I Love, I Joat, I rave with pain, But cruel love enchains the mind, 
ay'd, No comfort's in my mind ; No bs 8 
F , . ger, then, perplex thy breaſt ; 
ner © ne * 2 ks wt, 9 ſu ain, | When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt 2 
For abs (6 — — I've worn) "316 mas to go, 'tis Geath to: Rays 
I ſeek relief from ſmart, Away, my f W. haſte away. 


She only gives me looks of ſcorn; 
Alas ! *twill break my heart, 


7 PR pleaſingly elided t the day, 


My rival, rich in worldly ſtore, When Phillis vouchſaf'd to confeſs, 
May offer heaps of gold; Whatever voung Damon could ſay, 
But ſurely Ia heaven adore, | At ence gave her pleaſure and bliſs ; 
Too precious to be lold, | But now how revers'd is the ſcene, 
4 Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize No more the ſweet maiden complains, 
| For wealth, and not deſert, | Your boſom by far's too ſerene, 
And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ? And ne'er to the lover attains, : 
| en No more the ſoft tranſports are mine, | 
; When, like ſome panting hov'ring dove, Wen Phillis from Hymen was free 
z I for my bliſs contend, When ſhe's on my boſom recline, 
blame And plead the cauſe of eager love, | And vow that ſhe lov'd only me; 
de n. She coldly calls me friend. | Thoſe galloping moments of bliſs, 
Ah ! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive Diſtraction! no more can be prov'dy 
Kate To act a healer's part; No more can I ſteal a ſweet kiſs 
than o *T will keep but ling'ring pain alive, | From her I fo ardently lov'd. 
, — 5 
3 FFF When Pbillis a damſel ſo fair, 
ne fame But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, I.. Was all that I wiſh'd her to be, 
G K And I am dead and cold, | How void was my mind of all care, 
dus hc Renounce the cruel deed you've done, My boſom from tortures how free, 
| Nor glory when tis told. But oh! how inconſtant are they, _ 
K, For ev'ry lovely gen rous maid | Whom nature has form'd to be fair, | 
: 4 Will take my inju-'d part, Ho charming, how lovely and gays 
9 


he fame And blame tbee, Sylvis, I'm afraid, | | More ſafely to rivet the ſaare, 


For breaking my poor heart. DEAR 
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I ſtand with rapture and admire 
The nymph, who can ſuch joy impart, 
To — the dull and gloomy heatt. 


Renew'd in pl eaſing dreams by night, 
| Makes life a life of love, 


Should I be bleſt a fair to find, 


— — 556 — I am rock to the handſome and pretty, 
Dear Sol, what , e poetic dreams, Can only be touch d by the witty, 
To flowery th, and purling ſtreams, And beauty may ogle in vain, 

Confine a happy mind; The way to my heart's thro* my brain. 

While ſome in their dear ſelves poſſeſt, Let all whining lovers go hang, 1 
Of all that's good cry to be bleſt, We wits you muſt know, 

Reiire and quit mankind, | Have two ftrings to our bow, | 1. 
May no ſuch falſe ideal bliſs, To return em their darts with a twang, twang, . 
No ſolitary joy like this, And return em, Cc. 5 

My ſocial mind deceive ; | 359 | C 

But may the world and I agree, Brycae, blythe, as teather'd ſongſters are, 1 
In ſhort let others live for me, More free chan kings, and happier far, v 

Let me for others live. As fancy leads I rove, 

So ſhall 1 fee. well pleas'd at As beauty ſtrikes I beauties woo, | 
My life for odelly 0 ay was more can mortal wiſh to do, 4 

Or to mankind or me; han lead a life of love, = 
Then ſhall ſuch comforts crown my end, Than lead a life of love. T 
As thoſe, and thoſe alone attend, For each ſweet nymph freſh tales I find, * 

Who love ſociety. My heart as air ſtill unconfin'd, v 
— — From joy to joy I rove, I 
| Wurn lovely Phillis tunes the lyre, The charms which daily me delight, T 


"oy 
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Like Orpheus who invites our ears, To love like me, for life inclin'd, Hea 
And Julls to reſt our anxious fears, By all ye powers above, Ir 
She gently ſtrikes the trembling wires, With honour ſtrictly Fu purſue, Th 
And ev'ry breaſt with joy inſpires. And do what mortal man can do, 1 
A thouſand joys my boſom feels, To make a life of love, But 
A thouſand raptures ſtrait reveals, Aſſiſt me, all my pow'rs divine, 5 
Melodious ſounds inviie my ears, To forward this my grand defign, 
And all a ſcene of mitth appears. And grant, O, mighty Jove, The 
T 58 | That I may wed ſome hear” nly fair, C 
ELL not me of your roſes and lillies, | And ſhew the world (what's very rare) 8 
Which tinge the fair cheeks of your Phillis, A married life of love, , 
Tell not me of the dimples and eyes, 0 


For which filly Corydon dies. 
Let all filly Lovers go hang, 


Comp I each fault km 


| woul : Forgetting ev'ry charm, 
TH _— 2 Soon wou'd impartial reaſon, 
And it comes to my heart with a twang, twang, The tyrant love diſarm, , 


And it comes, Cc. [1wany | ” 
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But when enrag'd I number, 
The failings of her mind. 
Love till ſuggeſts her beauty, 
And ſees while reaſon's blind, 


61 — — 

1 COU'D never luſtre ſee, 

In eyes that wou'd not look on me, 

I ne'er ſaw neQar on a lip, 

But where my own did hope to ſip, 

Has the maid who ſeeks my heart, 

Cheeks of roſe untouch'd by art, 

] will own the colour true, 

When yielding bluſhes aid their hue. 

When yielding bluſhes, Sc. 

Is her hand fo ſoft and pure, 

I mutt preſs ir, to be ſure, 

Nor can I be certain then, 

Till I grateful preſs again. 

Muſt I with attentive eye 

Watch her heaving boſom ſigh, 

I will do fo=-when I ſee 

That heaving hoſom ſigh for me. 

— 262 | 

FritwpsAtp ; is the bond of reaſon, 

But it beauty diſapprove, 
Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, 

In the heart that's true ro love, 


The faith which 'o my friend I ſwore, 
As a civil oath I view, 
But to the charms which I adore, 
"Tis religion to be true, 
Friendſhip, c. 


Then if to one I falſe muſt be, 
Can I doubt which to prefer, 
A breach of ſocial faith to thee, 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 
Friendſhip, &c. 


T 363 | 

HO” cauſe for ſuſpicion appears, 
Vet proafs of her love are too ſtrong, 

I'm a wretch if Fm right in my fears, 
And unworthy of bliſs if I'm wrong, 


| 


What heart breathing torments from jealouſy flow, 
Ah! none but the jea lous, the jealous can know, 


When bleſt with the ſmiles of my fair, 
I know not how much I adore 


| Thoſe ſmiles let another but ſhare, 


And I wonder | priz'd them no more. 
Then whence can I hope a relief from my woe, 
When the falſer ſhe ſeems, ſtill the fonder I grow. 
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| GenrLe maid, * why ſuſpe& me, 
| Let me ſerve thee, then reject me, 
Gentle maid, &c. 
Cank chou truſt and I deceive thee, 
Art thou ſad and ſhall I grieve thee, 
Ca aſt thou, &c. 


5 — men, 
Give Tſaac the nymph who no <a boaſt, 
But health and good humour to make her a toaſty 
If trait 1 don't mind whether ſleader or fat, 
Or fix foot or four we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Wa e ler her completion I vow I don't care, 


If brown it is laſting, more pleafing if fair. 


And tho? in her cheeks 1 no dimples ſhou'd ſee, 
1 Let her ſmile, and each dell is a dimple to me. 


A dimple to me. Let her ſmile, Cc. 


Let her locks be the reddeft that ever were ſeen, 
_ her eyes may be—faith any colour dut greens 
For in eyes tho” ſo various the luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear I've no choice only let her have two, 
1 true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own are genteeler than black, 
A little round chin too's a beauty Te heard, 
But I only defire—ſhe —_— have a beard. . 
0 HAD my love neter mf on me, 
U ne'er had known ſuch anguiſh, 
But tbink how falſe, how cruel ſhe, 
To bid me ceaſe ro languiſ. 
To bid me hope her handto g ain, 
Breathe on a flame half peri ſh d. 
1 then with cold and fix'd diſdain, 


To kill the hope ſhe cheriſh d. 


214 


Not worſe his fate who on a wreck, 
That drove as winds did blow it, 


Silent had left the ſhat ter d deck 


To find a grave below it : 

Then land was cried, no more reſigned, 
He glow'd with joy to hear it, 

Not worſe his fate his woe to find, 
The wreck muſt fink e' er near it, 


367 


An ! cruel maid, how haſl thou chang'd * 


I The temper of my mind, 
My heart by thee from mirth eftrang'd, 

Becomes like thee unkind, 

By fortune favour d, clear in fame, 
I once ambitious was, 

And friends 1 had that fann'd the flame, 
And gave my youth applauſe. 

And friends, &c. 


But now my weakneſs all abuſe, 
Vet vain their taunts on me: 
Friends, fortune, fame itſelf I'd loſe, 

- To gain one ſmile of thee. 
Yet only thou ſhould not deſpiſe, 
My folly or my woe. 
If I am mad in others eyes, 
+ *Tis thou haſt made me ſo, 


But days like theſe with doubting curſt, 
I will not long endure, 
Am I deſpis'd, I know the worft, 
And alſo know my cure. | 
If falſe her vows, ſhe dare renounce, 
She inftant ends my pain, 
For oh ! that heart muſt break at once, 
Whieh cannot hate again. 


For oh, Se. 
82 — 


"THEN farewell my trim · built wherry, 
Oars and coat and badge farewell, 
Never more at Chelſea ferry, 
Shall your Thomas take a ſpell, 
Then farewell, c. 
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But to hope and peace a ftranger, 
In the battles heat I go, | 
Where expos'd to every danger, 
Some friendly ball ſhall lay me low. 


Then mayhap as hdmeward fteering, 
With the news my meſs-mates come, 

Even you the ftory hearing, | 
With a figh may cry poor Tom. 
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To make the moſt of fleeting time, 
Shou'd be our beſt endeavour, 
For love we both are in our prime, 
The time is now or never. 
For love, &c. 


A thouſand charms around you play, 
No girl more bright or clever, 

Then let us both agree to-day, 
To-morrow will be never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
I burn with love's high fever, 
Pray now be kind, I know you can, 
You muſt not anſwer never. 


Whilſt thus you Chloe turn aſide, 
You fruſtrate my endeavour, 

That face will fade, come down that pride, 
Your time is now or never. | 


E're for yourſelf or me too late, 
Say now you're mine for ever, 

I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 
My time is now or never. 


—— — 


W art to her ears, kind gentle breeze, 


A hapleſs lover's lay, 
Tell her while ſhe lays at caſe, 
I die, I die away, 

This to her tender boſom bear, 
And tell ker all my pain, 
And if a ſpark of pity'sthere, 
Oh l fan it to a flame, 


IN 


IN 
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Ix a neighbourly way, with an honeſt man's fame 
Unoffending, I hope to ſucceed, 

Attend if you pleaſe, if you're pleas'd with a name, 
Imprimis, let probity lead, 

Be careful to keep on bumility's fide, 
Nor ever loſe gratitude's view 


Obey not the envy of pique nor of pride, 
Nor pilfer from merit its due. 


Be aſſur'd that efteem is a noble eftate, 
Let not a fond ſmile make you proud ; 

Nor rail at men merely becauſe they are great, 
Be nat dup'd by the roar of a croud. 


Shua flattery's phraſe, let not promiſe allure, 
Nor dangle for dinners in taſte ; 

Forget not old friends, tho perhaps they are poor, 
Nor make new acquaintance in hafte, 


Oh ! ſuffer not intereſt, friendſhip to wean, 
Accept not ſervility's treat, 

Nor filently witneſs iniquity's ſcene, 
But open at once on deceit, 


Remember yourſelf, ſpare the ſhame of your friend 
Nor carry your wit to excels ; 

With ſpirit the cauſe of the abſent defend, 
And ſhrink not your arm from diftrefs, 


Oppreſs not the low, nor be high peoples ſlave, 
Nor ever deſpair or be vain : 

Howe'er inconſiſtent the world may behave, 
Mediocrity ever maintain | 


His views let ambition extend o'er the ftate, 
Let avarice gluttonizc wealth ; 

No Nabobs I wiſh for, I wou'd not be * 
I only aſk humbly for Health. 


How cheerful, in healch, will my latter days paſs, 
Unenvy'd, unenvying "live ; - 
With the friends I have prov'd and my favy'rite laſs 
And praQtiſe the precepts I give, 
— — 2 
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Waurkk, where, dear maid, ſhouldſt thou for- 
Could unhappy Damon fly, [fake ns 


His cell and h gh views for that heaven below; 


| Each fſenſe's employment in woman we find, 


IA charm ill diſplay'd ſoon becomes a defect. 
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To what other fair betake me, 
Baniſh d from thy love · fraught eye; 
In thy breaſt my bliſs reſides, 
Woe in ev'ry place beſides; 
Where, where, dear maid, ſhouldſt thou forſake 
Conld uahappy Damon fly ; 
Should I thence by ſcorn be driv* ng 
For me remains no other * a. 
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MygTiLLA, demanding the aid of my pen, 
To tell what of her were the thoughts uf the men, 
Inſiſted for once I would alter my tune, 
And write panegyricks as well as lampoon : 
With candour deſcribing the woman I ſee, 
When I ſteal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 


If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight, 
And beauty's an object engaging to ſight ; 
How kind is my fair-one, whole ſtudies — | 
Her aim is at nature's amendme t in dreſs ! 

Tho? oft in the ſtructure, miſtaken the plan, 

She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhould give pleaſure toman 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good-humour'd prattle is muſick to me; 
Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit foregs 


But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 
Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


| Like dew to the flow'rs is love to mankind ; 8 


Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fair, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnare ; 
Let nature the ſcience of pleaſing direct; 
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My fair has nature s charms alone, 
From ev'ry art ſhe's free ; 

Her dreſs beſpeaks her inmoſt miad, 
Tis all ſimplicity. 


Without diſguiſe, ſhe loves ſincere, 
Nor will ſhe change fiom me; 
She's conſtant, innocent, and true, 
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Nor can I e'erungrateful prove 
To one fo pure as ſhe; 

For ſure no charm can e'er compare . 
With ſweet fimplicity. 


| 375 
N EAR a meand'ring river's fide, 
A beautiful damſel ] eſpied 
Her ſparkling eyes and graceful mein, 
Made her appear like love's fair queen. 
Her ſparkling eyes, Ec. 


She ſat beneath a rock juſt by, 

No creature near ſhe could deſcry; 
To ſcreen her from the ſultry heat, 
She chote the ſecret bleſt retreat, 


But, ah | what adamantine heart, 
Could then refuſe love's pointed dart; 
I thought I heard the urchin ſay, 
This is the time, make no delay, 


Eager I flew, at his command, 

And took my charmer by the hand; 
The trembling fair was full of fear, 
And ſaid, ** 1 hope no harm is near? 

I gently claſp'd her lovely waiſt, 

And ſwore no mortal was more chaite ; 
Her coral lips I ſofily preſt, 

And view'd her ſnowy throbb ing breaſt, 


The ſmiling god this ſcene ſar vey'd, 


And pierc'd the kind, the bboming maid 3 


With equal fame our hearts did burn, 
And love for love did each return. 


$36 —— 


No ſcorn ful beauty e'er ſhall boaſt, 
She makes me love in vain; | 

The man's a fool that once is croſs'd, 
If e'er he loves again: 

To whine or pine I never can, 
Nor tell ber I muſt die; 

* 3 is ſomething ſo beneath a man, 


40 do it, no, no; to do it, no, no; to do it no la 


[not I, 
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IMuſt 1 bewail his woeful fate, 


— 


The doating ſwain with folding arms, 
May hope the hve-long day ; 

A ftranger I to love's alarms, 

Will laugh my time away: 


| Of darts, of hearts if e'er he prate, 


Or heave a penſive ſigh; 


Believe me no not I. 


For me the ſex their toils may ſet, 

To catch the roving mind; 

I break through ev'ry cobweb net, 

Nor leave my heart behind : 

Their wiles and ſmiles at once may meet, 
And all their cunning try; 

Then muſt I languiſh at their feet ? 
Excuſe me, no uot I. 


77 —_ 

A FEW Years in the —. of my grannam, 

( A worthy good woman as ever broke breed) 
What lectures ſhe gave, in the morning began em, 
Nor ceas d till ſhe laid herſelf down on her bed; 
Sue never dec)in'd what ſhe once undertook, 
But twiſted, | | 

Perſiſted, 

Now flatter'd, 

| Now ſpatter'd, 3 

And always ſucceeded, by Hook or by Crook, 


Said ſhe, Child, whatever your fate is hercafter, 

If Married, if fingle, if old, or if young, 

In madneſs, in ſadneſs, in tears, or in laughter, 
But follow my maxims, you cannot do wrong; 


When ſcolded, 

I moulded, 

When heated, 
| Retreated, | 
And manay'd my matters, by hook or by crook, 
Enfnar'd by her councils, I ventur'd to marry, 

And fancy'd a wife, by wy grandmother”s rules, 

Might be taught like a ſpanielto fetch and to carry, 


ns paſſion, each temper I always could brook ; 


But ſoon I found out that we both had been fools; 


la v 


I coax'd her, 
1 box d her, 
But truly, 
Untuly, 


Wives cannot be govern'd by hook or by * 
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Wovrp you a female heart inſpire 
With tender paſſion, warm deſire, 
Employ each ſoothing art:: 
The god of love all force diſcains 
He only leads, in pleaſing chains, 
The kind conſenting heart, 


OF all the various ftates of life, 
Sure wedlock is the beft, 
For in a faithful loving wife, 
A man is ſurely bleſt. | 
Of all the joys this world can give, 
All kinds of earthly bliſs, 
There's none can equal, as I live, 
The matrimonial kiſs, 


How ſweeily glides the time away, 
When fitting by his wife, 

The happy ſpouſe with joy can ſay, 
Come kiſs me my dear life, 


| Tho? worldly eares perplex and gall, 


And threaten rude alarms, _ 
The married man forgets them all, 
When in his wife's dear arms, 


Not Hybla's fam'd poetic grove, 
With all it's fabl'd fweets, 
Can equal thoſe of wedded love, 

Betwixt the lawful ſheets. 


How joyous is the happy dad, 
How ſwells his heart with glee, 
When li tle Poll, or Sall, or Ned, 

He dandles on his "knee! 


And now to pay me for my long, 
Pray, all your wiſhes join, 

That ere the time be very long, 
Some ſwert girl may be mine; 
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| Ox Etrict tt in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 


I met my laſſe, braw and tight, 
Came wading, barefoot, a her lane: 

| My heart grew light, I ran, I flacgg 

| My arms about her lily neck, 

And ktf>'d and clap'd her there fou lang; 
My words they were na mony feck. 


| I ſaid my laſſe, will ye go 


Ill baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe, 


| When ye come to the biig of Earn. 


At Leith auld meal comes ia, ne'er faſh, 

| And herrings at the Broomy Law ; 

| Chear up your heart. my bony aſs, 
There's gear to win we ne'er ſaw, 


All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin; 

Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 

At night when you fit down to ſpin, 

I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring : : 

And thus the weary night we'll end, 

Till the tender kid and Jamb-time bring 
Our: pleaſant ſummer back again. 


| Syne when the trees are in their bl 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 

I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer thicld, 


n 


| Then far frae à their ſcornful din, 


That make the kindly heart their ſport; 


[wu laugh and kiſs, and dance and fing, 


And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort 
N 381 ; 
Orr had I se at female pow'r, 


And ſlighted Venus chain, 
| Then chearful ſped each fleeting hour, 
Unknown to eating pain : | 


| By ſtoic rules ſeverely radyhe 


To ſcorn bright beauty's charms, 
Sage wiſdom ſway d each riſing * 
And woog'd me to her arms. 

9 


To the highland hills, the Farſeto learn; 
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Till Sylvia, heavenly Sylvia, came, if frowns and fighs, and cold difdain, 
Sweet pleaſure play d around; Be meet return for love like mine; 


Her lucid eyes ſhot forth a flame If cruel Emma ſcofts my pain, 
That hardeft hearts would wound, And archly wonders why I pine. 


| O charmer, ceaſe that ardent gaze, If fuch, &c. 
| Nor rob me of my reſt! ; But ſhould the lovely girl relent ; 
| Such lightning from thoſe eyelids plays, Uh !--when I with, and figh, and vow, 
| It burns my tortur'd breaſt. I Should the with bluſhes ſmile conſent, 
| Deluded ſwains, who, vainly proud, And heart for heart, well pleas'd, beſtow; 
| Aſfume gay freedom's air, Should ſuch the bliſsful moments prove, 
| And boaſtful ſcorn the proſtrate crowd Who wouid not give his heart to love ? 
| That figh before the fair! | — 
| . n 3% 
| If ance fair Sylvia you ſhould meet, 10 ö 6 
| And view bes herw'nly mein; | SHALL I, like an hermit, dweil 
| To love converted, at her feet, On a rock, or in a cell, | 
| | You'll bug the pleaſing chain. | Calling home the ſmalleſt part 
1 * 382 | bg 5 — = heart, 
| 3 - i; o beſtow it where 1 may 
| Pious Selinds goes to OY Meet a rival every day ? 
| And yet the tender fool's in tears, _ — _ 3 be ? 
| When the believes I'll leave her. ; 
| 1 : | Were her treſſes angel gold; 
Wou d I were free from this reſtraint, If a flrange be bold 
| . ger way old, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 
. EE Unrebuked, unafraid, 
Wou'd ſhe could make of me a ſaint, To convert them to a braid, 
Or I of her a finner, | And, with a little more ado, 
P 383 —— Work them into br · ce lets too; 
HILLIS, I pray, what did I ſay ? ; If the mine be grown ſo free, 


That I did not adore you? 
1 durſt not ſue, as others do, 
Or talk of love before you. 


| Jhouid I make known my flame, you'd frown, 
| No tears could e er appeaſe you; | 
»Tis better I ſhould filent die, 


What care I how rich it be? 


| Were her hands as rich a prize 
| As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
If the lay them out to take 
Kiſſes for good-mangers ſake ; 


And let every lover ſkip 
Than talk for io diſpleaſe you. From her hand unto ber lip; | 
| If the ſeem not chaſte to me, | 
334 — — d „ ? 
| Since Emma caught my roving eye, | What care I how chaſte be? \ 


Since Emma fix'd my wav'ring heart, 
I long to ſmile, I ſcorn to figh, 
But nature triumphs over art. 
If ſuch the hapleſs moments prove, 
At! who would give his keatt to love? | 


| No; the muſt be perfect ſnow, 
In effe& as well as ſhow, | 


Warming but as ſnow-balls do, 
Not like fire, by burning too: 


But when ſhe by change hath got 
To her heart a ſecond lot; 

Then, if others ſhare with me, 
Farewel her, whate'er ſhe be. 


Warn you meet a lovely creature, 

Neat in limb and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good - nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe. 

Happy mortal ! to poſſeſs her, 

In your boſom warm and preſs her, 

Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
And be as fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 
Should you act the whining coward, 
Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. 
Nothing's tough enough to bind her; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
et her go, and never mind her; 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 
337 
Wulst T gaze on Chloe, trembling, 
Straight her eyes my fate declare; 
When the ſmiles, I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair. 
Jealous of ſome rival lover, 
If a wandering look ſhe gives; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 
Bat can ſooner ceaſe to live. 
Why ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure? 
n diſcloſe mv inclination ; 
Aweful diſtance yields no cure. 


Sure it is not in her nature, 

To be cruel to her flave; 

She is too divine a creature, 

To deftroy what what ſhe can ſave. 
Happy's he whoſe inclination 

Warms but with a gentle heat; 


Never mounts to raging paſſion : 
But Love's a torment, if too great. 
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When the ſtorm is once blown over, 
Soon the ocean quiet grows; 

But a conſtant, faithful lover, 
Seldom meets with true repoſe, 


388 — 
W HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 

And dew drops gliſten'd on the thorn; 

When ſky-larks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 

To hail the god of light and heat; 

Pbilander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's ehamber ſped, 

Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 

I'm come to be thy Yalentine, 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 

| Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again: 

He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Pbabus into Thetis' lap, | 
And near forgot that his deſign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—lI am undone; 
Philander, cha! ming youth, be gone ! 

For this time, to your vows fincere, 

Make viitue, not your love, appear: 

No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes, 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe 3) | 
To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 
| The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, - 

F. ir honour govern'd in it's ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one; 

Their beauteous offspring ſoon dia prove 

The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

| And, from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſ.'d the day of Valentine. 

SF. k 389 | 
| HAT various colours deck the bow 
| That caſual fireaks the ſky ! 
hay various tints of beauty glow 
| Beneath my Ch/ce'seye! U 2 
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0 And in the ſky, or in the face, 


Each girl I faw, I ſwore I lov'd, 


The beauty I eſteem'd before, 


SonGs 


The happy mixture forms the grace | 
Which beauty calls her own, 


It's radiance muſt be knowa, 


Heav'n's pictur'd arch awhile outfpread, 
Attract the wond'ring fight ; 

But ſoon the caſual gloom is fled, 
Ill'ufave, from our fight. 

Thus, lovely Chlor, tis with thee, | 
Thy beauties now are gay; | 

Yet, ere thou read'ſt theſe lines, may flee, 
Ard vaniſh far away. 

Then let one moral be impreſt 
To laft till time ſhall face: 

The tints that glow within the breaſt 
Immortalize the maid! 


— — —ͤ — 


Loxc time my heart had rov'd, 
Inconſtant as the wind; 


Till one my heart confin'd, 
Till one my heart confin'd. 
The maid was blithe. -was young and — 
From affectation free, 
The maid was blithe, Cc. 
No imperfect ion did appear, 
W hile the look'd kind on me, 
No imperfection, &c. 


When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confeſs'd, 

The inſolence of female pride, 
Fer cool diſdain expreſs'd, 
Her cool diſdain expreſs'd, 


Appear'd deformity ; 
| The beauty, Ce. 
Each charm 1 thought a charm no more. 

She was unkind to me. Each charm, Ts: | 
Forbear, fond youth, no more, 

The ſex's weakneſs ſcan ; 

*T'was not inconftaney or pride, 
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When time had prov'd my flame fincere, 
She own'd the ſame to me; | 
When time, Cc. g 

Nat love alone can win the fair, | 
But love and conftancy. 

Not love, &c. 
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My palin, i in vain, 1 attempt to d ſſemble, 
T'endeavour to hide it but makes it appear, 
Enraptur'd I gaze when | touch her I trembleſfear 
And ſpeak to and hear her, with fault'ring and 


By how many cruel ideas tormented ? 
My blo d's in a ferment, it freezes, it burns: 
This moment I with what the next is repented, 
While love, rage, and jealouſy rack me by turns. 
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Ne AR the fide of a ſtream there liv'd a voung 


As beauteous as damſel could be, [maid 

| And when with the laſſes ſhe frolick'd and play d, 
No lambkin more blithſome than ſhe, 
No lambkin more blithſome than ſhe. 


| Her eves were like ſloes, and her boſom as white, 


As ſnow-cover'd mountains are ſeen : 


Each charm and each grove that could paſſion ex- 


Were found in fair Kate of the greea, 


[cite 
Were found in fair Kate of the green. 


| Young Jockey, who pip'd on the neighb'ring plain 


Oft tempted the fair one abroad, 
And till as he play'd her each raviſhing ſtrain, 
A kiſ- was the ſheoherd's reward. 


Then fighing he'd praiſe, in ſoft zccents of love, 


Her delicate ſhape and her mien. 
And ſwore that no power bis paſſion could move, 
His paſſion for Kate of the green. 


The nymph oft had heard the deceits of the men, 
How cruel their love, and how baſe, 

And vow'd to her Jover, again, and again 
No ſhepherd ſhou'd work her diſgrace : 

She told him how Suſan was left in the lurch, 
How knaviſh young Calin had been, 


But trial of the man, 


But trial, &c. | 


Then talk'd of the wedding, the parſon and church 
| So prudent was Kare of the green. Th 


The ſwain, who in ſilence, had heard all her vows, 
Well pleas'd with the proſpect of bliſs, 

In tranſport, proteſted he'd make her his ſpouſe, 
And ſeal'd her conſent with a kiſs. 
o church with their neighbourstogether they hied 
So pleafing a fight ſcarce was ſeen, 

A bridegroom ſo happy, ſo pleaſing a bride, 


As Joctey and Kate of the green. 
ro > 3 - | 
[fear Win a vale, clos'd with woodbines, where grottoes 
and Nyynere rivulets murmur and echos reſound, [ abound, 
vo d to the muſes, my time and my care, 
15: Wince neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair, 
. s freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung, 
rns. Band Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
Nat if a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 
young could wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne was near. 
| maid Wvith faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 
lay d, Ero drive from my heart the der nymph I ador'd; 
ut the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
11 The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 
ne un! „hilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 
on ex- till muſt my Daphre”s fair image review; 
[cite he graces have choſen with Daphne to rove, 
ad the muſes are all in alliance with love. 
plai | 394 
1 ET rakes and liberti nes refign'd 
in To ſenſual pleaſures range! 
5 ere all the ſex's charms I find, 
has And ne'er can cool or change. 
er vain coquets, and prudes conceal, 
move, I What moit their hearts defire ; 
th pride my paſſion I reveal. 
1 Ob! may it ne'er expire. 
he ſun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave ; 
nd fair creation fink in night, 
<> When I my dear deceive. 
e 395 kp 77 85 
church ſweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft as a bog, 


The And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten, 
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Thoſe eyes in your ſace—(O ny caſe 
Poor . hath ara dels dr we hath 
For ſofter than ſilk and as fair as new milk [ſmitten 
Yourlily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is; 
Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're ftrait as a wand is, you're ſtraĩt asa wand is. 
Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is, 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil, 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 
Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 
When dreft in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo friſky ; 
A kiſson your cheek tis ſo ſoft and ſoſleck [whiſky, 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 


[ grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, | 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you'reſo cruel, 
No reſt I can take; and aſleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle; | 
Or Dermet muſt die, like a pit in a ty, . 
Or ſauff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle, 


was the faireſt thing, 


My Dolly 


| Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring; 


And if for ſummer you would ſeek, 

| 'T was painted in her eye, her cheek; 
Her ſwelling botom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful autumn was the type: 


| But, when my tender tale I told, 
{ I found her heart was winter cold. 
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| How ſweet in the woodland, with fleet houn dand 


To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh morn{ horn 
But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt purſue, 
For Dapbne, fair Daphne is laſt tomy view. 

Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nvmph to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck and wing'd with diſdain 
In pity o'ertake her, who wounds as the flies, 
Tho Dopbne's n Myrtillo who dies. 
Ss | 3 HASTE 
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Has rx, heav*nly Tn ye mules, haſte! 
At doating Srrephon's call, 
And bleſs him with your ſweeteſt taſte, 
To ſing of Nancy Wall. 
Tho' in the faultleſs form you'll find 
The nameleſs graces all: 


Yet greater beauties deck the mind, 
Ot lovely Nancy Wall. 


No elegantly does ſhe move 


Along this my ſtic ball I. 
And all is grace, and all is love, 
In blooming Nancy Wall, 


 Sublimely ſweet, when'er ſhe fings, 


The meiting accen s fall, 
And liſt ning Capids clap their wings, 


Applauding Nazey Wall. 


A ſoul ſo bright, a form ſo fair, 
For adoration call; 
And reaſon bids us worſhip there, 


And points to Nancy Wall, 
Whilſt thus divine, my fears how great, 


My hope how very ſmall ! 
If he alone is bleſt by fate, 
Who merits Nency Wall. 


| Hs. who a vi'gin's heart would win, 

By foft approaches mutt begin; 
Muſt gentiy figh, muſt gently figh, 
And each endeav'ring art muſt try: 
If Cupid's favour'd golden dart, 
Should then transfix ber yielding heart, 
Each gentle look, each fympathy, 

Shall echo back with ſympathy, 

Shall echo, &c. 
But what avails a heart to gain, 

Unleſs the conqueſt we maintain; 

_ Implore we then the heav'nly powers, 
How but to krep the conqueſt ours; 
Lt? lia! what murmurghere incline; 
"Tic Hymen ! Mark the voice divine 


| Know, mortals, I alone can prove, 
The ftrong attraftive charms to love. 


Fon Pill 1 fich, and hourly die, 
Bu not for a lip, or I languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For I am as falſe and as fickle as the: 
We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray ; 
"Tis civil to ſwear and to ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe ; 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 
E think not of Phillis, nor Phillis of me: 
The legend of love no couple can find, 
| So eaſy to part, and ſo eaſily join'd, 
| Fair Kate F Tov'd but the unkind, 
My humble ſuit would never mind 
But treat me with ſeverity ; 
Tho?” oft my cry, 
Por you I die, | 
Q love again for charity, 


Dear Nate, I ery'd, your taunts forbear, 
A faithful paſſion I declare, 
| With honeft truth and verity, 
Then-with a ſigh, | 
Begg'd ſhe'd comply, 
Doing fo much for charity. 


But I to ſtock or ſtone might preach, 
And liſten full as well would each, 
So great was the diſparity 2 
Nor e*er wou'd ſhe, 
Once grant to we, « 
The ſmalleft grain of charity. 

Then fay ye fair, was this not hard, 
That fate ſhould play ſo ſmart a card, 
Where was ſuch great diſparity ? 

Enrag'd, ſays I, 
| 1 wilk-not die, 
Tu on myſelf have charity. 


Tn 


\ 


Truſt me, methinhs I hear you ſay, 
Much better die another day, 
To die for love's a rarity ! 
Let this prevail, 
You've heard my tale. 
Then ladies judge wich charity. 
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F LY ſwift ye miuutes, hafte away; 
Ye minutes, each a tedious day, 
Glide on and waft me to my love, 
And when ſhe's preſent, never move. 


Soon to my fair one's arms I'd fly, 

In that retreat all care defy, 

Save what to pleaſe her I employ, 
And ſure that's far the ſweeteſt joy. 


With her o'er flow'ry hills I'd ſtray, 
With her chace down the ſummer's day, 


And Kill night's ſhadows bid adieu, 
In dreams the former ſun renew. 


The longeſt life, thus ſpent, would ſeem, 


When'er twas paſt, ſo ſhort a dream, 
Her image only could recall 
A ſenſe that I had liv' at all. 
| 40 
| F OLLOW a ſhadow, MI it flies you, 
Seem to fly, it will purſue, 

So court a miſtreſs, ſhe denies you, 
Let her alone, and ſhe*l] court you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll cuurt you; 
Let her alone, and ſhe'll court you. 

Say, are not women truly then 
Stil'd but ſhadows of us men ? 


> . Say, Sc. 


At morn; and ev' ning ſhades are w_ 
At noon they're ſhort, or none; 
So men at weakeſt, they are ſtrongeſt, 
But grant us perfe, they're unknown, 
Say, Se. 


C ———— 
OME hope, — queen of endleſs ſmiles, 


Tu — aca, 


Sons for Units. 
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With thee I'11 rove, with thee I'll reft, 


| Amidſt thy ſweet enchantments bleſt. | 


[ feel! I feel thy gladſome ray! 
Dawn on my ſoul like rifing day 
My heart no more ſhall feel its care, 
For joy ful hope inhabits there. 
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AN lovely Delia ſtill perſiſt 
To fly purſuing love, 
To fly purſuing love? 

Can ſhe my paſſion fill refiſt, 
And always ſcornful prove ? 
And always (cornful prove ? 


With ſighs and tears I told my tale, 
And did it oft repeat; 

But fighs and tears will not avail, 
She all my hopes defeat. 


Pity my fate, ye pow 'rs above, 

Relax the fair one's heart, 

And grant that Delia may in love 
With Coryden bear 2 8 


| No more, ye fwrains, no more . 


A youth, by love unhappy made; 
Your rural ſporty are all in vain, 
To ſoo he my care, or eaſe my pain. 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow", 
Can e' er redeem my happy hours; 
When eaſe forſakes the tortur d mind, 
What pleaſure can a lover find? 


Vet, if again you wiſh to ſee | 
Your Damon till reftor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornful Celia's ear. 
But, oh ! forbear with too much art 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Left rivals to my fears ye prove, 
And jealouſy ſucceed to love. 


GENTLY 
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GenTLy touch the warbling lyre 


Sox s 


Chlze ſeems inclin'd to reſt 


Fill her ſoul with tond defire;z 


Soſteft notes will ſooth her breaſt. 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love; 
Let them all propitious prove 


On the mofly bank the lies; 


Nature's verdant, velvet bed; 


Beauteons flowers mee! her eyes, 


Forming pillows for her head; 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound, 
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| To eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 


Bliche Jocly to y ung Jenny came, 
But tho? ſhe lik'd him pethng weel, 
She carele!s turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol,- 
And prais'd her fingers, long and ſmall, 
Unuſual joy her heart did feel; 

But ſtill the turn'd her ſpinning · wheel. 


Then round about her flender waiſt 
He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'e, 
To kiſs her hand he down did kneel : 


But yet ſhe turn d ber ſpinning- wheel. 


With gentle voice the bid him riſe; 
He bleſs'd her neck, her lips, and eyes : 


Her fondneſs he could ſcarce conceal ; 


Vet ftill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


*Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he preſs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd, 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


At laſt when ſhe began to chide, 


Ar St. Oh tbe by the mill, 


He ſwore he meant her for his bride: 
*T was then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And flung away her ſpinning wheel, 
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There lives a lovely laſs ; 


1 
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Oh | had I her good will, 
How gaily life would paſs ! 
No bold intruding care ”_ 
My bliſs ſhould e er deftroy, 
Her ſmiles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm : 
Like them with joy ſerene, 
Our wiſhing bearts they warm: 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals every ſenſe away; 
The lifFning ſwains around 
Forget the ſhort'ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth and eaſe, 

Without ber taſteleſs are. 
She gives them power to pleaſe, 

And makes them worth our care; 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs 

Reſerv'd my future ſhare, 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, 

And grant it all in her. 
Tur patriot in the ſenate burns, 
Harangues on ev'ry thing by turns; 
Religion, liberty, and laws, 


| Gy place or penſion well apply'd, 
The premier gains him on his fide, 
His country's ardent love 1s o'er ? 
The \ cred cauſe inflames no more, 


Long did my heart ſecure defy 
The ſhaf:s of many a brilliant eye; 
And gill it's liberty could boaſt 


Now, Hymen, if you wiſh to gain 
This heart, defended long in vain 
My penſion be Eliza's charms! 


Mn 


H:s much lov'd country's ſacred cauſe ! 


At eaſe, while toaſt reign'd after toaſt, | 


My place, for life, her faithful arms: 


THE 


THE 
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| In each ſoft hour of ſilent night 


Tar pleaſures of a 1ady's ſmiles 
How falſe, and yet how fair! 
In av ry charm there hes a dart, 

In ev'ry glance a ſnare, 


How they recal the youthful mind 

From ev'ry glorious aim, * 
Fill the ſoft breaſt with racks and fears, 

And blaft the buds of fame ! 


Bound in the fetters of the fair, 
In vain we ſtrive to move; 

In vain we form the great reſol e, 
When all the ſoul is love. 


Yet, O bright angel, ſmile on me, 
Your beauties I adore; 
No other bliſs I aſk be ow; 
Nor can the ſkies give more, 
T | 412 | 
IS a maxim I hold, whi'ft I live to ey 
Not a thing to defer, which to-day I can do: 
This piece f gnod counſel attend to, I pray, 
For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 

In her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time o make hay. 
If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free from reſtraint. 
Ep force your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines is th- time to make hay. 


But ſhou!d you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may with juſtice proc)aim you an aſs: 
Then briſkly atrack her. if longer you ſtay, 
The ſun may not ſhine, and you cannot make hay. 
r 
Tarn i is one dark 2 d fallen hour, 
Which f te decrees u lives ſhould know, 
Liſe we ſhould flight th' almighty power, 
Wrap'd in the joys we find below: 
'Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let frowns be gone, 
A long, long pennance I have done 
For crimes, alas! 10 me unknowsas 


— 


Vour image in my dream appears; 
| graſp the ſoul of my delight, . 
Slumber in joys, but weke in tears: 
Ah! faithleſs, charming ſaint, what will you do? 
Let me not think I am, by you 
Lov'd leis for being true 
414 
T ELL me not ! my time miſpend, 
Tis time loſt to reprove me; 
Purſue thou thine, I have my end, 
Se Chloris only prize me. 


Tell me not other's flocks are full, 

Mine poor, let them deſpiſe thee . 
Who more abound in milk and wool, 
So Chloris only prize me. 


Tire others” eaſier ears with theſe 


Unappertaining ftories ; 
He never feels the world's diſeaſe, 
Who cares not for her glories. 


| For pity, thou that wiſer art, 


Whoſe thoughts lie wide of mine, 
Let me alone with my own heart, 
And I'll ne'er envy thine, 


Nor blame him, whoe'er blames my wit, 
| That ſeeks no higher prize, 
Than in unenvy'd ſhades to fit, 
And ſing of Chloris eyes. 
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ENUS, beauteous queen of love, 
In whom the charms and graces blend; 
Liſten from th' Idalian grove ; 
O liſten, and my ſuit befriend ! 


For, lo! the maid upon whoſe cheelc 

Thou dceign'ſt thy matchleſs charms to ſhow ts 
The vermeil bloom, and dimole ſleek, 

| Now defies thy am rous pow'r. 


| Then bid the god of ſoft defires 


Aim at her cruel breaſt a dart; 
Bid him light there his tender fires, 


| Such fires as play rund Serephon's beast. 


Yes, 


| 226 


Yes, let the nymph devoted burn, 
Let ber confeſs thy boundleſs rejzgn, 


That dares thy dove-like pow'r to ſpurn, 
Thy pleaſing yoke and flow'ry chain. 


416 
Whrn 1 awake with painful brow, 
Ere the cock begins to crow; 
Toſſinę, tumbling in my bed, 
Acbing heart and aching head; 
Pond'ring over buman ills, 
Cruel bailifts, taylors bills; 
Fluſh and pam thrown up at loo: 
When theſe ſor rows ſtrike my view, 
I cry 
And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillow-bier. 
But when ſportive ev'ning comes, 
Rout:+, ridottos, balls, and drums, 
Caſi nos here, feſtinos there, 
Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where ; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſa. 
Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Taylors, bailiffs, all forgot, 
Ilaugh 
Careleſs then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my fides at all. 


Then, again, when I peruſe, 
O'er my tea the morning news, 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
Warton wives aud cuckold fpoules ; 
Wben I read of money lent 
At fixteen and half per cent, 
I ery | | 
But if e*re the muffin's gone, 
Simp' ring, enters honeſt John, 
« Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
Waiting in a chaiſe and four,” 
Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the ftairs, 
And laugh l_K| | 
So may this indulgent throng, 
Who aow ſmiling grace my ſong, 


| 


| But may that happineſs be thine, 


Soncs ſor GenTLEMEN. 


Never more cry oh! oh! la! 
But join with me in ha ! ha ha“ 
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Hrs hair is like a golden clew, 
Drawn from Minerva's loom; 

Her lips carnations drooping dew; 

Her breath is a perfume. 


Her brow is like the mountain ſnow, 
Gilt by the morning beam 

Her cheeks like living roſes glow, 
Her ey es like azure ſtream. 


Adieu! my friend, be me forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd ; 


Which I can never taſte. 
C. 418 
CONSIDER, fair Sylvia, ere wedlock you chooſe 
That nothing but death can the bondage unlooſe; 
As fancy ditects you may now ſport and play, 
And claſp a new lover with ev'ry new day; 

But then one alone all your beauty obtains, | 
And who'd give their freedom to rattle in chains ? 
And who'd give, &c. 


Six months I have lowd 'tis too ſoon to believe 
In man, ſo precarious*'and prone to deceive ; 


For joining of hands often ſeparates hearts; 

And would you ſo ſoon be the joke of the plains ? 
"Tis madmen alone can be happy in chains, 
"Tis. madmen, &c. | 


All Colin is worth, ſhall, ſweet Sylvia, be thioe, 
My lambkins, my cottage. my kids, and my kine, 
But if you reject a propoſal ſo kind, 


In troth we muſt wait till we're both of a mind, 


And when I perceive no objection remains, 
I'll marry, and joyfully rattle my chains. 
I'll marry, &c. | 
ELL me when, inconftant rover, 
When my nightly plaints ſhall ceaſe; 
When ſhall I, your follies ovcr, Es 


by 
+ 


| Welcome love, and joy, and peac e? | 


Firſtjudge well my temper, my humour, and parti. 


* 
Longeſt nights of dark December, 
Still return of morning bring; 
Leafeleſs boughs exclai m—remember, 
We ſhall bloom again in ſpring. 
Tell me when, Sc. 


ho the ſeaman's weeping dear 

Views eaſt winds waft himo'er the main; 
ope ſhall brighten in the tear, 

The well may waft him back again. 

Tell me when, Se. 
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LY Feany and I have toil'd 
2 live -long ſummer's day, 
ill we were almoſt ſpoil'd, 

At making of the hay. | 
er kerchy was of Holland clear, 
Tied to her bonny brow ; 
whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what 18 that to you ? 


er ſtockings were of kerſey green, 
And tight as ony ſilk; 
, fic a leg was never ſeen! 
Her ſkin was white as milk. 
ve let hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And ſweet, ſweet was h-r mou! 
| parts, Ih! Jeany daintily can kiſs; 
| But what is that to you? 
ains? de roſy and lily baith combine 
To make my Feary fair: 
| here is nae beniſon like mine, 
oe, | have amaiſt nae care. 
kine, Int when another ſwain, my fair, 
Shall fay, you're fair to view: 
ind, t Zeany whiſper in his ear, 
* Fray what is that to you?“ 


21— 


| WAS not Belindg's face, tho' fair, 

er arched brow, or auburn hair, 

Her ſweetly graceful mien; 

Ir yet her Cheeks ete nal glow, 

lat firſt diſturb'd my reſt— h I no, 
"I was ſomething that's 1. 


Longeſt 


i 


| 


| 


ö 
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The ſweets her fairy form that deck, 

The grace that moulds her taper nec, 
Her boſom ſoft and ſheen, 

That proudly mocks December's ſnow, 

Not all my heart could win—ah ! no; 
1 die for what's unſeen, 


You tell me, and you tell me true, 
Her ſcarlet lip, her eyes of blue, 
The velvet of the ſkin: | 
The force of theſe full weil I know; 
But theſe diſturb not me—ah ! no, 
I ſigh for what's unſeen, ® 


What tho” her charms are heavenly bright, 
The endleſs ſource of ſweet deligut, 
The envy of a queen; 
The vu'gar ſee them and adore, 
My boſom bleeds for ſometning more, 
The ſomething that's un!cea. 


'Tis that, whole peerleſs my itick charms 
Give me a thouland fond alarms, 
And plealies all mankind; 
Whole beams divine would gild a court, 
Give ſplendour to a crown in ſhort 
That ſomething is—her mind, 


— — 422 | 
| Wirn Ph:ulis I ſought out the woodbine alcove, 


| 


And preſs'd the dcar maid to my breaſt 3 
1 ſpoke in her eat half the tale of my love, 
And I bid her imagine the reſt, 


Lord, Sir! (ſaid the damſel, and bluſhing ſhe ſpoke,) 
I know not what tis you would fay : 

am told that you men with us virgins will joke; 
Are you now, or in earneft, or play ? 


In earneſt, my dear, (I with rapture replied z) 
Your bliſs {tall I ſeek throughout lite 3 


Permit me to-morrow to call you my bride, 


And you'll ſee, how 1';1 boaſt of my wife, 


The damſel conſented, the bargain was made! 


Our life is the picture of love; 


And 1 ſtill bleſs the moment I got the dear maid 


To conſent in the woodbine alcove, WHEN 
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Of nothing but Chloe I talk d; 


| 


423 


Wurx Molly imiles bene ch her cow, 


I feel my hear: I can't tell how; 
When Melly is on Sunday dreft, 
On Sunday I can take no reſt. 
What can I do on working-days? 
1 leave my work on her to gaze. 
What ſhall I fay ? at ſermons [ 
Forget the text, when Molly's by. 


Good maſter curate, teach me how 


To mind your preaching and my plough ; 
And if for this you'll raiſe a ſpell, 


A good fat gooſe ſhall thank you well, 


| 6868 
Way we love, and why we hate, 

Is not granted us to know : 
Rand m chance, or wilful fate, 

Guides the ſhaft from Cupid*s bow, 


If on me Zelinda frown, | 
Tis madneſs all in me to grieve; 
Since her will is no: her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 
If 1 for Zelinda die, 
Deaf to poor Mizella's cries, 
Aſk not me the res ſon why, 
Seek the ridd e in the ſkies. 


W rn Phabus | of:en aroſe, 

To feaſt on the charms of the ſpring, 
The fragrance to ſme!l of the roſe, 

Or liſten to hear the birds ſing: 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 

The muſic enchanted my ear; 


My eyes too were bleſs'd on the plains, 


With various ſweet blaoms of the year. 


When Cbioe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 
1 there fix d the ſcene of delight; 
My thoughts the engroſs'd all the day, 
I ſaw her in dreams all the night; 


Still mufing on Chioe I walk d, 


My barveſt no more in my thought ; 


lc. 


Her ſmiles were the harveft I ſought: 


No longer the warblers could pleaſe; 

No longer the roſes look'd gay ; 
For muſic, and ſweetneſs, and eaſe, 
Were loſt, if my love was away: 
Itun'd to her beau ies my lays, 

I ftudy'd each art that could move; 
She took the kind tribute of praiſe, 

And paid it with fondneſs and love. 
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Ware her charms my thoughts employ, 
All is rapture, all is joy; 
When the ſpeaks, how ſweet to hear; 
Modeſt, graceful, and fiacere 

In her lovely ſhape and face, 

Center ev'ry charm and grace ; 
Sure never nymph was half fo tair, 


Not the idle, giddy, vain, 
| Nor the wanton flirting train, 


charming Fanny triumphs there. 


| | See her eyes how delightful they ſeem ! 


| The red coral imported from far, 


(Od my cautious heart enſnare? 
Not their artful ſub ile wiles, 
Nor their ſoft deluding ſmiles, 
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Wirn Phæbe, wherever I go, 


The gay ones thus ſing of my love: 
On her cheek what a delicate glow ! 
Hark ! ſhe ſpeaks like a ſeraph above. 


Brighter far than the brighteſt of ſpars ! 
When they deign on poor mortals to beam 
Tore heaven they rival the ſtars! 


The rich balſam the honey-bee ſips, 


{It were follySfor us to compare 


To the colour and taſte of her lips ! 


That the merits theſe praiſes, I own; 
That ber form is compleatly defign'd, 


Will, I think, be refuted by none; 
| But the wants the rare gifts of the mind. Wi 


What are eyes, lipsy-or cheels, or a mien! 
What is all that the ſchools can impart! , 

What's the fineſt complexion e'er ſeen! = 
If the graces are not in the heart! 


Lovely Pharbe, henceforward be wiſe, . 
Ah! pr'ythee coquette it no more, 
Or your ſhepherd will ſurely deſpiſe, 
Tho' the fops of — — | 
] Have rambled, Iowa it, whole years up & down, 
And ſigh d o'er each beautiful aytnph of the town; 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that pft in my fife 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 
But aſh am d of my fears that have oft broke my reſt, 
And wearied with roving, both clay d and vableſt ; 
[ll try to be happy the reſt of my life, 
And venture, tho' late, yet at laſt on a wife. 


Then farewel the jilt, andthe fooliſh, and bold, 

] quit you with pleaſure before | grow old; 
One girl of my heart I will take to for life, 

And enough, of all conſcience, I hold, is one wife, 


u ſearch the town over this fair-one to find, 
Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor uakind'; 
Vhoſe wit and good humour may hold out for life; 


Tis time that the follies of life had an end, 
nd ſcon, nay this inſtant, I'm ready to mend: 
hat wonder there'll be at fo alter'd a life ! 
If you're wiſe, you, like me, will reſolve on a wife, 
— 420 — ä — 
Ir pure the ſprings of he fountain, 
As purely the river will flow, 
f noxious the ſtream from the mountain, 
It poiſons the valley below : 
So of vice, or of vinue poſſeſt, 
The throne makes the nation, 
Thro' ev'ry gradation, 
Or wretched, or bleſt, 
430 
N vain I ſeek to calm roret 
he heart that flutters in my breaſt ! 


\ 
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' | How anxious is the lover's fate! 


And then, if ſbe'i] have me, I'll make her my wife. 


— 


I feel my foul with fears d, 
Yet know not whence | 


1 


Ten thouſand doubts perplex his ſtate: 

Fond hopes of future bliſs create 
But certain preſent woe, 
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| Ix toneful numbers let me tell 


The inward joys 1 find, 


| My lov'd Pradentia's kind 
Her charms, nor leſs her virtue, ſhe w 
Each beauty of the mind; 


And few among the ſex I know, 
poſſeſs a heart ſo kind, 


Bale adulation's fawning ſons, 
Tube droſt of all mankind, 
While in her thoughts diſcersment rung, 
Once, happy, in a bleſt abode, 
| With her, and ſuch, conſign'd, 
Oa fancy's pleaſing wings I rode, 
And found my char mer kind, 


Can ſordid wealth or grandeur bring 
Thoſe pleaſures of the ming, 


| Which flow from that deligh'Ful ſpting, 


A fair-one true and kind? 
In friendſhip's ſocial band, tis true, 

A fund of joys I find; 
But what are ſuch, when plac'd in view, 
ITo0o thoſe of nobler kind f 
Ie wine and muſic bare the pow'r 
Is eaſe the ſickneſs of the ſoul, 
Let Phæbus every firing explore 


And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 


1 Let them their friendly aid emplgy 


To make my Chloe's abſence light, 
And ſeek ſor pleaſure, to deftroy 


| 3 


Now, freed from care, I know full well 


That 


But ſhe wth wilt teturn; 
Vunns, be thou to- Morro gr 


Thy myrtles ſtrew, thy . 8 
And meet t e e 1 


Kind goddeſs, to no other pb 15 


Let us to-morrow's bleüg o; 


The darling loves ſhall guide the hora, 
And all the oh be thine alone. 


In Linceln nn 
Who for a bezuty faim would paſs, 
And once I thought her fo, alas ! 
But now the caſes after'd; 
For ſhe to me has pros d unkind, - 
Her vows were nothing more than wind 
And now, ye gods! no charms I find 
In pretty Betſy Norton. 


A lady's maid, oh ! ſhe would be, 
| 2 * 8 be . tea, 
| to dreſs rough tou 

With all the Cu he can, Kr 
Now Jobs the footman, is her ſwain, 
And him ſhe never will give pain; 
Vet me the tregts with roy diſdain; 

Ah! cruel Betſy Nore 


Though oft Core? "IM ſtra vs, 

And many times have toy'd and play's; 3 

But, oh! thou fa 
To love, and then to NN? - me! 

Was ever fich a trick is 

To rob me of ſuch hety*aty ns, 

That I experienced from each kits 
Of the ſweet Betſy Na ton. 


| But now, my deareft girl, farewel, 
No more my tender rale Fl tell. 
But where you zo I with 8 
My little dainty doxty 
May you enjoy evntent ines, 
And ev'ry other r bleffing 4 ; 


Bug fince you ard to me unkind, I 


ien, ſweet Betſy Norton. | 


. len, Mira, know it 


, deceiving maid, 
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That love has reach d your heart; 
For what your tongue denied to tell, 


Your wilusz eher impart. 
When Damon wreftles on the green, 


Tour looks your paſſion prove, 
For in an? hid —— 


The panla oy ofa, 
When Se lg oy de Bly band", 


Damon of the vale, 


— 


Did not your c turn pate ? 


| Ceaſe then, ' dear mid, to eve the youth, 
A But plainly own your flame 3 


For love condifts of honeſt trath, 
And will iefelf prochim. 


| —— — Wy cid 


| LOVELY mais, now ceaſe to languilh, I 


Yield not thus thy mind to woe 


Look behind the clouds of . 


Chearing beams of comfort glow. 


Let enliv'ning Hope elate thee, 
Hope that points to fairer ſkies ; 


| Thiak the trankent ills that wait thee, 


Are but bleſſings in difguife 


| |Benot by diftrels dejedted; 


Sbrink not from ofliction hand: 
Falſehood is from truth detected 
By the kind enchantreſs wand. 


Sage inſtructreſs, ſhe ſhall train thee z 


Steady virtue teach th heart; | 
Sharp, but ſhort-liy's pains, await my 
| Endleſs bleſſings to impart 
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Love's a pleaſing noble paſſion, 


Kindly ſent us from above, 
And tho' growing out of fiſtion, =} 


What can equal artleſs love? | 


Say, could you t = your abe ? 


What tho' moderne diſregard it, 
I like them will never prove: 
Difimulation 1—1 diſcard it; 
Nought can pleaſe like artleſs love, 
When a lover ſues for favour, 
And with oaths would pity move, 
Truſt not, Delia, ſuch behaviour, 
'Tis devoid of artleſs love, 
'Tis defign'd byt to deceive you, 
When hefwears to pow*rs above; 
Of your peace he would bereave you, 
Thiak not, then, tis artleſs love, 
When a lover mildly proffers 3 
You his haud— his truth to x 
Then, you may accept his offers, 
For they come from artleſs love. 


What on earth can give ſuch pleaſure! 
What ſo ſoon our cares remove ! 


What can be ſo great a treaſure 
As ſincere and artleſs _ 


Lover nymph ! oy eaxke to grieve me; 
Ceaſe to my tender heart z | 


For your frownse—you may believe me 
Prove the cauſe of all my ſmart. | 


Deign ! O Sylvia, to reward me; 
With compaſſion view your ſwaia 3; 
Do not cruelly diſcard me; 
Quickly eaſe me of my pain. 


Would you, Sylvia, would = render 
Your adorer greatly bleft | 

Of his heart accept the * 
Then you'll ſee his tortur'd breaſt. 
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ET coxcombs boaſt of peinted belles, 
Whoſe checks with roſes vi; 

Their pleafing bloom will ſoon be o'er, 
will wicker, pine, and die. 


Yet, ere that roſy ſeaſon's gone, 


Wha Or we time's patience try; | 


| 


\ 


3 


| The ſhepherds all admire.the 


| 


| 


| 
| 


| 


But ſoon my judgment 


Sox as far Gare. 
Ye powers divine, a lover hear, 


He ſues for Betſey Guy. 


To win this fair, this Erdem. 
In each endearment tg: 


Say, will a faithful heart enchant 
My lovely Betſey Guy. 2 


As oft with her 1 ecoſs the, mead, 


See, ſee | (the virgin cry) 
How happy youthful Collin eems, 
Since bieſt with Ber ks * 


The nymphs to pleaſe 28 . 

Aſt for the pride of Chelmer”: As, 
They pajgs to Betſey Cuy · 

Matilda“: Polydore was bleſt; 
Yet not fo bleſt ag 1, 

When walking round yon flow'ry mead 
With pretty Bezſey Cuy 

Let kings enjoy that pomp and dais 
For which vain mortals ſigh; | 

Content I'd in a deſert live 


With charming Berſey Cuy- 

No other bliſs on earik | aſk, 
With her I'd live and die; 

Ye gods ! take all your favours back, 
Or give me Betſey Guy. 


Warn firſt 2 s WEED face 


Supriz'd my dazzled fight ; 
I wiſh'd, I figh'd, view'd ey'ry grace 
With wonder and delight. 
In ſuch an heav'oly form, I cry'd, 
© Sure all perfections meet |! 
I thought her conſtant, free from pride, 
Fair, virtuous, and diſcreet. - 
I figd, | 
Pride ſwell'd her . breaſt ; 
Say, was ſhe conſtant ?—as the wind: 
But was ſhe not the ref} ? 


i, 
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Can godlike virtue be her guide, 
Who turns with every wind ? 

Or can diſcretion reign, where pride 
Unbounded ſways the mind ? 

Can ſhe lay claim to beauty's pow'r, 
Whoſe face is all ber boaſt? 

Alas! Faneſſa is no more: 
Az ſoon as found ſhe's loft, 

Trion thus his arms had caſt 

ee his fleeting fair 3 
s fancy'd Jug prov'd, at laſt, 
Delufive, empty air. 


Is abfent from my fight, 
Muſic, and b oke, and friends, in vain 
Attempt to give delight. | 
So, tho' a thouſand ſtars by night 
Heaw'n's carfopy adorn, 
If the fair moon's ſuperior light 
Re wanting, ſtill we mourn. 
| 7 


Heav'n now wakes with all its eyes ; 

All nature's yp to gaze on you, 

| Her ſole delight and glory too: 

Awake to hear thy lover's lay; 

_ Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 
The filent moon full-orb'd now reigns, 
And filver ſhews the hills and plains, 
That tragrant yield 
Conſpiring, all invite ro come; 
Then why, my love, is this delay ! 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 


The flowers ſend forth their choiceſt ſweets, 


No fun difturbs with ſultry beats ; 
Ana SG ns — 1 = 
No longer, 2 bliſs delay ; 
But riſe, my fair, and come away. 
For, Nancy, when thou arr not near, 
Ja win do all theſe ſweets appear; 


| Warn whe Jear caote of all my pain 


44 
Wur fleeps my ſoul ! My love, ariſe ! 


their rich perfume; 


No powerful charms can they impart, | 
To pleaſe the ſenſe, or eaſe my heart + 
In pity, then, no longer ſtay; 

But riſe, my fair, and come away. 


Tur happy moments now are near, 


| When Delia promis'd to be here 


Calm ſtilneſs rules, no zephyrs move, 
The hour is ſoft, and cal 's to love. 


"Tis Delia fings—ye birds rejoice : 
Huſh every breeze, let nothing move, 
For deareſt Delia ſings of love. 

Come, let the ſoft enchant ng ſcene, 

| Theſe many walks for ever green; 

Let this | ight excluding grove 


| Incljae my fair to hear of love. 


Cupid is jealous of his pow'r;, 
O come then, this is Hymen's hour: 
If Delia does my claim approve, 
This is the hour for joy and love. 


You mean no kind return; 
Vet ſtill with undiminiſh d fire, 


Averſe my anguiſh to remove, 
| You think it wond'rous right, 


| That I love on, for ever love, 


And you for ever ſlight. 

But you and I ſhall ne'er agree, 

_ $0, gentle nymph, adieu; 

Since you no pleaſure have for me, 
| I'll have no pain for you. 


— — — 
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Arewell all the joys which of late l 


But hark! there's muſic, tis ber voice, 


Tao“, Flavia, to my warm defire 


poſſeſt ['viett, 
| Whes with Sylvia t bright preſence and fight I wat 
How ſwift fled the hams, undiſturbed with care, 
| No fears durſt intrude, when along with my fair. 


Her cheeks were like roſes, her ſhape like the pine 


Her perſon and action were ſurely divine; Ty 


left, 
I wat 
res 5 
falls 


e pine 
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To her perſon alone were gat graces con u d, 
Tho lavely her body, more charmin g ber mind. 


How ſhort-liv'd is beauty ! how frail is our tate! | 


ah, who can foreſee the intentions of fate 
The roſes are wither'd, inſipid they lie! 
Ah, who can be ſafe, when ſuch beauty muſt die! 


Poſſeſſing her, life would have been worth my care, | 


But now tis @ burden I ſcarcely can bear: 
A dungeon would pleaſe me, poſſeſſing my fair; 


fl In a palace unhappy, if abſent from her. 
By her looks I was chear't, and with eager delight 
til night, 


Could gaze at her beauty, from morni 
But fince fate was enough to deprive 
My life of its comfort, why ſhould I ſurvive ? 


41 HE laſt time I came o'er the moor 

I left my love behind me; Ke 
Ye pow'rs what paig o I endure, 
hen ſoft ideas miad me f 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay d 

The beaming day enſuing, 

I met betimes my lovely maid 
ln fit retreat for wooing, 
Beneath the —_—_ ſhade we lay 

Gazing and ly ſporting, 

We kiſz'd and promis d time away, 

Till night ſpread her black curtain, 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n kings when (he was nigh me, 
In I beheld her eyes, | 
Which could but ill deny me. 

In all my ſoul there's nat one place 

To let a rival enter ; | 
Since ſhe excels in exery grace, 

In her my lave ſhall center; 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 

Their waves.the | 


On Gayalond ice ſhal _—_ 
ef Rb fro ks 
The next time I go 9'er the mace, 
She all ® lover find me, 
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And that my faith is firm and , 4» 
Tho' 1 left her behind me; ns 
Then Hymez's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 
There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. 


Tam K, my rcd, how delay, 
Danger every moment bringt, 
Time flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time that's eter on the wing; 
Doubring and ſuſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late repentance coſt, 
Let us, cager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion ere tis loſt, 
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Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 
By her we firſt were taught the wg ery tang 
ind, 


Her very eyes can cheat; when moſt ſhe's 


She tricks ys of our money with our hearts, 


For her, like wolves by night we z0am for prey, 


And praQtiſe 8 to bride her charms, 
For ſuits of Jave, like law. are won by pay, 
And beauty muſt be fee'd into our arms, 


BenoLd my * roly morn 
Wich ruſſet mantle ſpread, 
Again the infant teadrils ſhoot 
On ev'ry lawn and mead, 
In ev'ry ſhrub wiſe pature view, 
Her various laws diſplay d, 
See daiſies, cowflips, violets too 
In diff rent ſuits array c. 
What hoary winter ance had eropp' d, 
And chill'd with aipping cold, 
Salis influence revives again 
Wich tays of burniſh'd gold, 
The early lack that hails the morn, 
See lofty tow ring fli 


— nas © 
* 


Hark how he tunes LG 


n. 
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The ſhepherd with his fleecy care, 
With wanton kidlings play, 
Then ftroaks his dog—poor fellow cries, 
And pats the head of Tray; 
Poor Tray is pleas'd and wags his tail 
He knows no other pi ide, 
Then watch his maſter while he ſleeps, 
Let us embrace thoſe ſylvan ſcenes 
And imitate the er bliſs ; 
To prove my vows and truth fincere, 
I'll feal them with a kifs, | 
Then bleſy'd with Silvia ſhall I prove, 
Each wiſh, each ardent ſigh, 
And ſpring will twenty times appear, 
More ſweet, if ſhe comply. 
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Bnord, from many a hoftile ſhore, 
And all the dangers of the main, 
Where billows mount, and tempeſts roar, 
Tour faithful Tom's return d again 3 
| Returns, and with him brings a heart, 
That ne er from Sally ſhall depart. 


| After long toils and troubles paſt, 
Ho ſweet to tread our native ſoil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck onr ſweethearts with the (poil ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its rights defend. 


| o 
Axp bas the then fail'd in ber faith ? 
The beautiful maid I adore ! 
Shall I never again hear her voice, 
Nar ſee her lov'd form any more. 
Ah Selima, c vel 22 | 
Yet ſure my hard fate you'll bewail ; 
I could not pretume you would love, 
Feet pity I hop'd might prevail. 
A moment my ſorrows ſubſide, + 
Revenge flalks along in my fight; 
Dread ſpectre ! how couldit thou intrude, 
B egone to the cealms of black sight. 
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Since hatred atone I inſpire. 

Life henceforth is not worth my care; 
Death now is my only deſire, 

I give myſelf up to deſpair. 


CHLoRIS, yourſelf you ſo excel, 


When you vouchſafe to breathe my thought, 


| Thar, like a ſpirit, with this ſpel! 


Of my own teaching, I am caught. 


The eagle's fate and mine ate one, 

Which on the ſhaft that made him die, 
Eſpy'd a feather of his own, | 
| Wherewith he us'd to ſoar ſo high, 


Had echo, with ſo ſweet a grace, 


- Narcifſus' loud complaints return'd ; 
Not for reflection of his face, | 
| But of his voice, the boy had burn'd. 
2 

CoRINNA coſt me a a pray'r, 

Ete I her heart could gain, 

But ſhe ten thouſand more ſhould hear 

To take that heart again, 


Deſpair I thought the greateſt curſe, 
But to my ceft I find 

Corinna's conſtancy ſtill worſe, 

Moſt cruel when too kind, 


How blindly then does Cupid carve, 
How ill divide the joy; 8 

Who does at firſt his lovers ſtarve, 
Aad then with plenty cloy! 


Coen, inſtru an «=... ſwain 
Some way to tell the nymph his pain, 

| 10 common youths unknown; 

To talk of fighs, and flames, and darts, 
Of bleeding wounds and burning hearts, 
| Are methods vulgar grown. | 
What need'ſt thou tell! (the god reply'd) 
That jove the ſhepherd 8 ' 


The nymph will quickly find; 
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When Phebys does bis beam diſplay, 
To tell men gravely that tis day, 
Is to ſuppoſe them blind. 


| 454 | 
CHLOE briſk and gay appears, 

On purpoſe to invite 

Yet, when I preſs her, 
Denies her ſole delight. 

Whilſt Celia, ſeeming ſhy and coy, 
To all her favours grants ; 

| And ſecretly receives that joy, 

Which others think ſhe wants, 


I would, but fear I never ſhall, 
With either fair agree ; 

For Celia will be kind to all, 
But Chloe won't to me, 


in tears, 


C. 455 | 
YNTHIA frowns whene'er I woo her, 


Vet ſhe's vex'd if I give over; 
Much the fears I ſhould undo ber, 
But much more to loſe her lover. 
Thus in doubting ſhe refuſes, 
And not winning, thus ſhe loſes; 


Pr 'ythee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wrinkles will o'ertake you, 
Then, too late, deſire will find you, 
When the power does forſake you. 
Think, oh ! think, the ſad condition, 
To de paſt, yet wiſh fruition, 
456 — 
Bunsr clouds — tempeſts roar, 
Ve rains in torrents pour, 
To quench this raging flame, 
Let awful thunder roll, 
And dreadful Boreas howl, 
When repeat her name, 
May Sol forget to riſe, 
Nor viſit more the ſkies, 
Till 1 Lucinda find: 
In vain hall 1 impiore 
Kind heav'n to rettore, 
My love her peaceful mind. 


E 


| Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſs'd, 
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OUNG — mam 's care, : 
And ripe to be a bride, IM 
Had charms a monarch might enfnare, 

But beauty mixt with pride. * A 
And ſtill to blaſt that happineſs, 

Her pride each lover cool d; 

The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 

And lefs the tyrant rul'd. 


With beauty's potent ſpell, 
The virtues of the mind poſſeſa'd, 

And bore away the belle: 
Knights, Earls, and Dukes, like ſummer- flier, 

Around the maiden flew ; 


They preſs'd to tell ten — lie, 


As men are apt to do. 


Food Celadon addrefs'd the fair, 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe ; 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
What female could refuſe ! 

Like all the reſt, he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone ; 

The bluthing maid confeſs'd the fame, 
The prieft ſoon made them one. | 


| Poor Arabella vex'd to find 


Her ſiſter made a wiſe, 

Pretends to rail at all mankind, 

5 And on . fingle life. 
e virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's . 

Accept the man that's worthy vou. 
Before it is toa late. 


4 8 — 
Paoxsus, meaner themes diidainings 
To the lyriſt's call repair, 
And the firings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 


Born to conquer and to ſpare, 


Were not gallant, were not 


Till commanded by the fair, | Al 
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All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure life, or ſpi 

But as borzow'd from the A 


Reaſon is as weak: as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare. 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour d by the Britiſh fair. 
459 
You tel] me my Ch/ae A is grown, 
That her roſes and lilias are not all her on; 
Well let it be ſo, tis the ſame thing to me, 
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When Dllia 18 near, their charms ] 


For trifles like theſe we will ne'er diſagree, 

Or from art or from nature I care not I vow, 

While peace and good humour do ſmile on her brow 
Or from art, &c. 


I remember the time when my Chloe was known, 
Superior to moſt, and inferior to none, 
Beauty like flowers on a hot ſummer's day, 
No ſooner in bloom but it falls to decay: 
And though ſhe be falſe, while to me its unknown, 
In keep, kiſs, end love her, for what ſhe has done. 
bo 
SHEPHERDS, I bave loft my loves 
Have you ſeen my Anna? 
Pride of ev'ry ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banna, 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain ; 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
 _ Greenwood ſhade and fountain, 


Never ſhall I ſce them more, 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are o'er, 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning, 
Whither is my charmer flown; 
Shepherds, tell me whither ? 
Ah ! woe for me, perhaps e 
For ever, and for _ 
— — 1 
WuarTi Che to me, or Lydia the fair? 
Their beauties with _ 1 cangot compare 5 


{| You'd dance with your ſhepherd, as ſoon as "twas 


| — 402 — 
Wno upon the o beach, 


So tis impoſſible to ſay, 


What's Lydia's clear ſkin, or Che bright eyes ? 


pile. 

You ſay I'm inconflant, and fain would _ 
I profeſs the ſame paſſion to ev ty — 
The fault is your own * you leave 

Each fair I'd relinguith „ thy love to de 8 


T' other day, now for inſtance, you vow d inthe grove 
You'd meet your fond ſhepherd, and li& to his love; 
My paſſions wound bigh, your promiſe you fail'd, 
Chance brought the young Chloe, & Chloe prevail'd, 


Laſt Thurſday at wake, you declar'd on the green, 


But before I arriv'd, you choſe ts depart, [e en; 
I gave Lydia my hand, but thou hadit my heart. 
But Delia is haughty, and Delia is eoy, 

And Delia ere long, my flame will deſtroy; 

Then conſider ye fair, whule love ye deride, 

The ſlaves you enſnare, may be freed by your pride, 


Can count the num'rous ſands that lie ; 
Or diſtinly reckon each 

Tranſparent orb that that ſtuds the ſky ? 
As thgir multitude betray, | 

And fruſtrate all attempts to tell; 


How much I love, I love ſo well. 
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Or thy banks, gentle Scar, hen I breath d the ſof 


To Chloe's ſweet accents attentive ſat mute ; ¶ flute, 
To her voice with what trantport I ſwell'd the flow 


Or return'd dying meaſures in echoes again; {frain, nd 
Little Cupid beat time, and the graces around Sin 
Taught with even diviſions to vary the ſound. . 
From my Chloe remos d, when I bid it complain. As 


Or warble ſmooth gumbecs.to footh love - ck pain, 
How much alter'd it ſeema, as the rifing notes flow, 
Or the ſoft falling ſtraine, bow infipidly ftow | 

[ will play them no more—for tis har her voice alone 


4 


Muſt entapturt „ 
WAS 
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. | Where nv. 
? Was eve ever poor fellow ſo plagu d with a vixen ? HAT exquiſite 231 3 12 
Zens don't provoke me; but mind what I fay | This ſweet treaſure Et gs 
de, you've 1 wrong parſon for playing your tricks From me they ſhall never 2 
| So pack up your alls and be trudging away Con, Sever; Sn | 8 
erve You'd better be quiet, In thee, is thee, | 
ne EL, ob bere all day Tn 2. and exec erg 
$'blood muſt I ſtand with you here * 8 
= I've got other 6 5 mind I'll kifs thee, and preſs thee, 5 
* May hap you may think me an aſs; Thus, thus, to my boſom, for ever and ever, 7 
rd. But to the contrary you'll find: 463 . 
A fine piece of work by the maſs! e Es. 
— 465 [Warn Placinda's beauties appear, 
e HILST other men fing of their goddeſſes bright, | How enchanting then ig her air! | 
en; wo darken the day, and enliven the night: Such a fine ſhape and fize, CEL 
bt | ſing of a woman, but ſuch fleſh and blood ! | Such lips, teeth, and eyes 5 
ne touch of her finger would do your heart good. 80 many pointed darts who can bear! 8 7 


all ten times a day to her chamber I come Then her temper, ſo and ſo ſweets. a 
o tell her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck dumb; uo, © "| 46; 


; h h and elegant wit; 
pride. ab, faith, I'm firuck dumb with love and ſurprize, ack Rey ng * 


| Whate'er ſhe does or ſays 
nd my tonguefaljs aſleep at the ſight of her eyes. We all in tranſports gaze, 


er little dog Pompey” s my rival I ſee, Like young ſquires in the opera- pit. 
he (miles upon him though ſhe frowns upon me; t off all hopes of retreat, 
Dh! then my dear Charlotte abuſe not your charms, r | 


here's Eliza to captivate; 
ut inſtead of your lap-dog, take me to your arms. * The mighty Heralles ry 
466 With two ſuch foes as theſe 
HILE the bee flies from bloſſom to bloſſom. 2 Muſt have look d for à total defeat. 
And my Felſy looks buxom and gay; [ fips, F | 1 . . 
me hang on ja neck, and tafte from her lips, | 


|  ——_ 
the ſoft a0 ms — 67 6 pay. Warn x Fanny — * 
flute, W he ſhepherd his flock, the ruſtie his plough, Firſt caught my raviſh'e bebe, 
he flow © The farmer with joy views his hay, | Plear'd with her ſhape and air, 
{rainy nd Jeſſy, my charmer, when milking her cow, I felt a ſtronge delight : 
ad Sings the ſweets of an April day. 


20 


Whilſt eagerly I gaz'd, 
nd. ike fnow-drops with innocent ſweetneſs array'd, | Admiring ev'ry part, 
i As blirhſome and chearful as May, | And ev'ry feature prais d, 
y Feſſy, the pride of all the gay mend, || She ſtole into my heart, 
Sing the ſweet of an April day. 129 | In her bewitebing eyes 
emember, dear N, and uſe well your pow'r, Ten thouſand loves appear; 


Your roſe-buds then pluck while you may; There Cupid baſking lies, 


, guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, | His ſhafts are hoardeg there, „ 
WA For gude but an April dope — Her 
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Her blooming cheeks are dy'd - 
With colour all their own, + 

far the pride 

Of roſes newly blown... | 


Her well · turn d limbs confeſs 
The lucky hand of Fove; 
Her features all expre\ 
The beauteous queen of have 2 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt —/ 
Of that too-charming maid 1 
Riſe, ſuing to be ? | 
Venus round Famy's waiſt, 
—_ her own 2 bound, 
guardian Cupids grace, 
And dance the — round. 
How happy muſt he be 
Who ſhall her zone unloſe ! 
That bliſs to all, but me, 
May heaven and the 2 


Cour thou 0 digapled hw 
Source of every heart-felt joy; 

Leave the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, 

| Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle 

Viſit Britain's rocky more, 

Britons, too, thy power adore; 

Britons, hardy, bold and free, 

Own thy laws, and yield to thee 2 
Source of every heart»felt joy 

Come, thau roſy dimpled . 

Haſte to Sylvia, hafie a | 
This is thine and H: . 
Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 
Bid her for love's rites grepare; 


Let the nymphs, with masz a flow r, | 


Neck the ſacred nuptial bow'r, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 
And let Hymen, too, e there: 
This is thine and Hymen's day; 


3 — 


on 


b. 205" 


Fay 


| If 7 met Ke, the droke hege, | 
4 Or LAMA un 
| * By = 


Son as for GrnrTLaMss. 
, ly while we love.we lire, 


C 


e alone can pleaſuze give; 
Pow'r, and pomp, and _ flate, 
Idle pageants of the great 
Crowns and fk 2 . things, 
| And the pride of eaſtern kings, | 
Are but child ſh, emoty toys, 


W hep compar d to lbve's ſweet joys. 


| Love alone can pleaſure give 3 


Only while we love we aa 


Com: ow wb nk boy, * 
What have 1 done to excite thy hate? 
Oh ! ever arm'd with cruelty, 
Thus to precipitate my fate. 


I ſaw, I lov'd, I am undone, 
She at each dißt ſeerng more coy, 
You urchin ! ſneering at my moan, 
Half promiſe bliſs, and baff deny. 


The wound you give, admits no cure, 
Till time hat $22. her frozen heart, 

Jenny can life or death enſure, 

Fe! my foul's far dearer E | 

With equal force once tran N 

\ _ Trans6x the K let 

The feeds of love ſecurely any 


And clear the foil of ev'ry weed. 


Were I, thro' ſome fierce tyrant's hate, 
| Condemn'd to racks, the ſmiling f/ir 
Could blunt the keeneſt dart of fate, 
And hop the dying chace 2 


„% 


— enamete 

SEL ! the wakes.) Sabine wakes! 

And now the fon begins to tie; 

ſs glorious is the morn, Sade 

From his bright beame, than her fair ** 
With light united day they give, 

But different fates e er night fell 
How many by his wrFuch will live ! - 

How many will her coldneſe kill! 

— 7 —u—-—. 

Suk thou balm of human woe, 

Quit, O quit my charming maid ; 

o ſome wretched mertal go, 

Who may want thy lenieat aid. 


e where anguiſh and-deſpair 
For thy kind ?fliftance cries; 
hither, ſleep, with ſpeed repair, 
And relieve their weary'd eyes, 


bus, kind god of ſoft repoſe, 
Praiſed ſhall thou ever be ; 
Vhen they wake, by ſongs of thoſe, 
While they ſleep, with voice of me. 


„ 


OWEET are the harms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk roſe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zephyr blows, 
Refreſhing as deſcending rains 
o ſun · burnt cimes and thirſty plains. 


rue as the needle to the pole, 

Or as the dial to the tun, 

oaſt ant as gliding waters roll, 

Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon; 
rom every other charmer free, 

y life and love ſhall follow thee. 


he lamb the flow'ry thyme devours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 


Of verdant ſpring, her notes — 
Il follow what they maſt 


— 


ar 1 purſue my foul's dire. 7 


FP 


gut time, deftroying far aud wide, 


Sonos the GonrLewns, 


| [Nature muſt change her W face, 
And vary as the feaſoriv += 


As winter to the ſpring — 
Summer th' aproach of *autuma ſlien: 
Love only knows perpetual ſpring. - 


Devouring time, with iealing pace, 
Makes lofty coals and cedars bow; 


And marble towers, and-walis of baſk, 


In his rude march he levels low: 


Love from the ſou} can ne er divide. - 
Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove, 

And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
Io mingle with the bleſt above; 
Whzte, known to all his kindred train, 
He finds a laſting reſt from paia, 


| Love, and his ſiſter fair, the foal, 


Twin-born, together came: 

Love will the univerſe. coatroul, 

When dying ſeaſans Joſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall owa his pow'r, 

When time and death ſhall be no more. 


— —— : 
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{IOWEET bud! to Laura's boſorn g. 


And live beneath her eye; 


There, in the ſun of beauty blow, 


Or taſte of heaven and die. 
Sweet earneſt of the blooming year ! 


| Whoſe dawning beauties ſpeale 


The bud4ing bluſh of ſummer near, 
The ſummer on her cheek ! 


Beſt emblem of the nymph I love, 
Reſembling beauty's morn, 

To Laura's boſom haſte, and prove 
One roſe without a thorn, . 

Tae flaggiſh morn, as — x 

My Phillis broke from aut her eaſt, 


= if ſhe'd made her choice to run 


[Wich Venus, uſher t6 the ſun: 


No change on love the ſeaſons bring, i 
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2 6 
The trees like yeomen of her guard, 
And ſerving more for pomp than ward, 
Bank'd on each fide with loyal duty, 
Wave branches to incloſe her beauty, - 


The valen'd earth inodours riſe, 
To be her morning ſacrifice ; 
The flowers, call'd out of their beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowſy heads; 
And he that for their colour ſeeks, 

May find it vaulting in her cheeks, 
Where roſes mix no civil war 3 1 1 
Between her Teri and Lancaſter. | 


Theſe miracles had crampt the ſun, 

Who thinking that his kingdom's won, 
Powders with light his frizzl'd locks, 

To ſee what faint his luſtre mocks: 

The trembling leaves through which he play'd, 
D-ppling the walk with lighr and ſhade, 

Like lattice windows give the ſpy 

Room but to peep with half an eye. 

But what religious palſy's this, 

Which makes the boughs diveſt their bliſs, 
And that they might her footſteps ſtra w, 

Drop their leaves with ſhiv'ring awe. 

Phillis perceives (and left her ſtay 
Would wed December unto May) 
Withdrew ber beams, yet made no 
But left the ſan her curate light. 
477 
TH E ſummer was o'er, my flocks were all ſhorn, 
My meadows were mow'd, & I'd hous'd all my corn; 
Fair Phillidg's.cottage was juſt in my view, 

A wooing I went had nought elſe to do. 


On Flora's ſoft ſofa together we fat, 

And ſpent ſome long hours in amorous chat; 

I told her 1 loy'd her, and hop'd ſhe lov'd too, 
Then kiſs d her fweet lips I had nought elſe to do. 


She hung down her head, and with bluſhes reply's, 
In love you, but firſt you muſt make me your bride; 
Without heſitation, I made her a vow' | 
To make her my wife -I had nought elſe to do, 


night, 


Sons for GrnTLemen., 


| | Each other beſide - When we've nought elſe to do. 


To the village in queſt of a-prieſt did we roam, 011 
By fortune's decree the grave don was at home; Tha 

| gave him a fee to make one of us two, Tho! 
He marry'd us then——he had nought elſe to do. And 
E'er ſince we've been happy, with peace & content, Oo 


Nor tatted the ſorrows of thoſe who repent; 
Our neighbours all round us we love, and tis true, 


With Pbæbus the toil of the day we begin, 

I ſtepherd my flock, while the fs down to ſpin ; 
Our cares thus domeftick, we'll cager purſue, . 
And ever will love when we've nought elle to do, 
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1 "T'was in that ſeaſon of the year, Whe: 
When all things gay and fweet appear, Vo 
That Clin with the morning ray, — 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay, T. 
Ot Nanny's charms the ſhepberd ſung, 

Tue hills and dales wish Nanny rung, « On 
| While Roſlin Caſtle heard the ſwain, How 
| And echo'd back the chearful ftrain. Tho' 
Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring {| 

With rapture wa! ms, awake and fing; . 


Awake and join the vocal throng, 
Who hail the morning with a ſong | 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay; 
Oh! bid her taſte and come away, 
In (ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn, 


Q bark ! my love, on ev'ry ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tanes his lay; 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong, 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my rifing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with ſweet alarms, 
O come, my love, thy Colin's lay 
With rapture calls, O come away! 
Come whife the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 


| Around that modeſt brow of thine ; Aroun 


je, 
Aroun 


O! hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming hkethe ſpring ; 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh d breaſt of mine. 


* 
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OoDs my life, ſearch England over, 
And you match her in her ſtation; 
I'll be bouna to fly the nation: 
And be ſure as well I love her. 


Jo but fee] my heart a beating, 
Still ber pretty name repeating, 
Here's the work 'tis always at, 
Pitty, pa'ty, pat, pit, pat. 
When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſwee'er be ? 
Then her little eyes ſotw.nkle 
Tu a leaſt to hear and ſee. 
480 
On! where ſhall I wander ? how ſhall I reveal ? 
How conquer my ſhame, or my paſſion conceal? 
Tho' ſhe's not to blame, yet unhappy, I prove 
All the jealouſies, fears, and the tortures of love: 
My proud heart to ſubdue, in vain has each maid 
The various allurements of beauty diſplay d; 
S111 blytheſome and free, have I travers'd the plain 
Nor found in their ſmiles ei her pleaſure or pain, 


jut now all the charms of indiff*rence are o'er, 


But penfive and fad | fteal forth to the grove, 
While my flocks on the mountains negleful'y rove: 

But why this delay to unboſom my grief, | 

here only my anguiſh can hope for relief ? 

nd ah! would my Florida ſmile, I foceſee 

Such ſweets in her bondage, twere pain to be free. 
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IN OW the ſnow-drops lifts their heads, 
owſlips riſe from golden beds, 

Silver lilies paint the grove, 

Neicome z and love. 


ow the bee, on filver wings, 
low'cy ſpoils unweary d bringe, 


— 


Quite vanquiſh'd by love, I can triumph no more ; | 


' 
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Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
| Soft as May and ſweet as love. 

Whilſt a-down the ſlopy hill, 

Trick les foft the purling rill, 

Balmy ſcents perfume the 

May unbends the ſoul to loves 


Long the clay-cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's fighs; 
Now your fond petitions move, 
May's the ſeaſon form'd for love, 


On the fair that deck our iſle, 

Let each grace and virtue ſmile, 
And our happy ſhepherds prove 
Days of eaſe and nights of love. 
N ** 
OT, Celia, that I jufter am, 
Or truer then the reſt; 


8. 


Were it my intereſt. 


| But I am fix'd alone to thee 
By every thought I have 

That ſnould you now my heart ſet 558 
Twould be again your ſlave. | 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear felf I find; 

For the whole ſex can but afford 
The handſome, and the kind, 


Not to my virtue, but thy power, 
This conſtancy is due, 

When change itſelf can give no more 
"Tis eaſy to de true. 


; My muſe i | 


nſpire me to — 
In humble ardent ſtrain, | 
To tell the anguiſh of my beart 
To her that gives me pain. 


Irie Delia is the lovely maid ; 
5 Alas l thou charming fair, 


Behold thy Damen ſeeks thy aid, 
To eaſe his pain and care, 
* | 


For I would change each hour, — them, 
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For 


"7 

For thou alone can give relief, 
Or anguiſh moſt ſevere 3 : 

Thy matchleſs charms are all my grief, 
Uutil you prove fincere, 

J Tent thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 

And could again begin to love and live, 

To you I ſhould my ewlieſt off ring give; 

I know my eyes would lead my heart to you, 

And I ſhould all my oaths and vows renew; 

But, to be plain, I never would be true, 


For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 

Love heats to centre in a point afſign'd, 

But runs with joy the circle of the mind: 

Then let us never chain what ſhould be free, 
But for the relief of either ſex agree ; 

Since women love to change, aud ſo do we. 
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Ir the quick ſpirit of your eye, 

Now languiſh, and anon muſt die; 

It every ſweet and every grace 

Muſt fly from that forſaken face 

Then, Celia, let us reap our joys, 

Ere time ſuch goodly f:uit deſtroys, 


Or if that golden fleece muſt grow 

For ever free from aged ſnow; 

If thoſe bright ſuns muſt know no ſhade, 
Nor your freſh beauty ever fade; | 
Then, Celia, fear not to beſtow 

What ftill being tzather'd, ſtill muſt grow, 


Thus either time his fickle brings 
In vain, or elſe in vaio his wings, 


LT tbe declining damaſk roſe, 
With envious grief look pale; 
The ſummer bloom more freely grows 
In Farny of the dale, | 
Is there a ſweet that decks the field, 
Or ſcents the morning gale, 
Can ſuch a vernal frayrance yield, 
As Fanny of the dale ? 
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The painted bells, at court rever'd, 


Look lifeleſs, cold, and ſtale: W 
How faint their beauties, when compar'd 
With Fanny of the dale. | 
The willow. biads Paſtora t brows, 
Her fond advances fail: ' 


For Damon pours his warmeſt vows 

To Fanny of the dale. 

Might honeſt truth, at laſt, ſucceed, 

And artleſs love prevail; 

Thrice happy cou'd he tune his reed 

With Fanny of the dale! 
ET poets tell of ſhape and air, 

lot faces, beautevus, lovely, fair, 


** 


With half the charms of Nelly, 

The lily, nor the roſe ſo ſweet, 

So fair, ſo fragrant, nor fo neat; 

Nought ih creation's ſo compleat 
As is my lovely My. | 

How happy will that mortal be, 

His days will paſs from mis ry free, 


My ever blooming Nelly. 

Then, whilft thoſe charms adorn your face, 
Wich ev'cy blooming, youthful grace, 
Remember beauty never ſtays, 

When old-age comes, my Nelly. 
Then take a lover to your arms, 

Whom vigorous, you'hful ſpirit warms, 

| Who's worthy to poſſeſs thoſe charms - 
Which now adora my Nelly. 


If ſuch a ſwain you cer can find, 
Poſſeſs'd of ſuch a form and mind, 
He is by heaven itſelf defign'd 
To bleſs my charming Welly. 


I That ſearch was vain you ſoon wauld proves 


—— 


For ſhould you tho? the whole world iove, 
You'd find none worthy of ihe love 
Of charming, beauteous Welly. 


There's nought on earth that can compare 


[Whom gracious heaven ſhall bleſs with thee, 
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LATE when love 1 ſeem'd to light, 
Phillis \mil'd, as well ſhe might; EE 
Now, ſaid ſhe, our throne may tremble, 
Men our province now invade, 
Men take up our rayal trade; 
Men, een men, do now diſſemble, 
In the duſt our empire's laid. 


Tutor'd by the wiſe and grave, 

Loth I was to be a ſlave; 
Miſtreſs ſounded arbitary ? 

So I choſe to hide my flame, 

Friendſhip, a diſcreeter name; 
But ſhe ſcorns one jot to vary; 

She will love, or nothing, claim. 


Be a lover, or pretend, 

Rather than the warmeſt friend ; 
Friendſhip of another kind is 

Sweediſh coin of groſs allay, 

A cart-load will ſcarce defray; _ 
Love, one grain is worth the Indies, 


Only love is current pay. 


My Sylvia is the blitheſt laſs 


That ever trod the downy graſs, 


LA! 


Or grac'd the rural plan; 
Her modeſt air, and gentle mien, 


More ſweet, more fair, than beauty's queen, 


Are prais'd by ev'ry fwain. 
Her ſparkling eyes, like diamonds bright; 
Each winning charm does there unite 
With features fair and gay; 
Her voice is ſofter than the thruſh, 
That ſweetly warbles on the buſh, 
And hails return of day. | 


Her breath exceeds the balmy gales, 
Whoſe fragrance ſweetens all the wales, 
Where ſweets with fweers combine; 

Her cheeks the roſes far excel, 
Such virtues in her boſom dwell, 
As makes her all diyine, 
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Each riſing morn I preſe's the fair 
To liſten to my fervent prayer, 

A pray*r devoid of art:: 
With pleaſing ſmiles ſhe ſooth'd my pains ; 
And Sylvia, now, in triumph reigns 
The goddeſs of my heart. 


My Nancy quits the rural plain, 

And kindly ſeeks her faithful ſwain ; 
Who, *midf the din of war's alarms. 
His much=-lov'd country calls to arms. 


Of old, when heroes ſally'd forth, 
To reſcue innocence and worth, 
The fair-one's image in the heart, 

| Could vigour to their nerves impart; 


Then what ſuperior laurels, now, 
Muſt grace the happy ſoldier's brow ; 
Bleſt with her preſence in the field, 
To whom alone his heart can yield! 
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M Y roving heart has oft, with pride, 
Diſſolv'd love's filken chains 
The wanton deity defy'd, 

And ſcorn'd his ſharpeſt pains. 

But from thy farm, refiftleſs, ſtream 
Such charms as muſt controul ; 

In thee the faire": features beam, 

The nobleſt, brighteſt ſoul, 


Ipleas'd in thy converſe all the da; 


Life's ſand unheeded runs; 

With thee I'd hail the riſing ray, 
And talk down ſummer's ſuns. 

Our loves congenial ſtill the ſame, 
With equal force ſhall ſhine, 

No cloy'd defires ſhall damp the flame 

Which friendſhip will refine. 


W HEN Chee we ply, 
We ſwear we ſhall die, 


| vs : 


Her eyes do our hearts ſo inthrall; 
But tie for her pelf, 
And not for her ſelf; 

"Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The maidens are coy, | 
They'll piſh ! and they'll fie! 
And ſwear if you're rude, they will call; 
But whiſper ſo low, 
You may eaſily know, 
»Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, 
If ever ycu die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
But in leſs than a year, 
Will make it appear, 
"Tis all artifice, artifice all. 
In maters of ſtate, 
And party debate, | 
For church and for juſtice we bawl ; 
Bur If you'lt attend, | 
You'll find in the end, 
Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The non-cons will rant 

In their pulpits, and cant, X 

And tbe honeſt conformiſts will maul; 

In holy diſguiſe | 
They |'ft up their eyes; 

Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The lawyers, you know, 
To Weſtminſter go, 8 
And plead for their fees in the hall; 
For their clients they'll wrangle, 
Aud make ſuch a jangle! 

"Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


The wretch.that attends, 
And on courtiers depends, 
His fortune he'll find to be ſmall; 
For their actions declare, 
Their words are but air; 
Tis all attifice, artifice all. 


' 


| Yes, Bs is like Vans fair, 
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Ye gods that round fair Celia wait, 
From her bright eyes to bring our fate, 
Bear to the nymph my ſofteſt fighs, 
And tell her, her adorer dies; 

But if that won't her pity move, 

And ſhe, proud thing, diſdains to love, 
Then let her know, tis all a lye, 


| For haughty Strepbon ſcorns to die. 


X 4 
Ye gentle gales that 3 air, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, 
Oh! whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain and endleſs love, 


When at the ſultry heat of day 

She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool retreat, 
Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 

And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 


And when ſhe ſees their colours fades 
And all their pride negleRted lie, 
Let that inſtru the charming maid, 
That ſweets not gather'd timely die. 
And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 

Let ſome auſpicious virgin ſhew 
Who 'tis that love's Camilla beſt, 

And what for her I'd undergo. 


2 —— 


Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air; 
But ſtill, to perfect every grace, 

She want —the ſmile upon her face. 

| The crown majeſtic Juno wore, 

And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 

A helmet mak d Minerva's mien; 

But ſmiles diſtingui ſh d beauty's queen. 
Her train was farm'd of ſmiles and loves, 


| Her chariot drawn by gentleſt doves, 


And from her zone the nymph may ſi ud 


»Tis beauty's province to be kind. 


Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim 
Aſpires to paint the Cyprian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living tone, 

Shall take theirSorms from you alone. 
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Y oUNG Polly was the blitheſt maid 
That. tript it o'er the plain 
But now to cruel grief's betray'd, 
By Damon's cold diſdain. 
And till of late, was always free 
To ſing the charms of liberty. 


Each love-tautzht ſhepherd ftrove ta tell 
His paſſion in the glade, | 

And vow'd her beauty did excel 
Bright Venus, faireſt maid, 

But Polly ftill continu'd free 

To fing the charms of liberty: 


Till Damon, with with his fleecy care, 
By chance paſs'd by that way; 

She ſaw.—ſhe loy'd—Ah ! hapleſs fair, 
No longer is ſhe gay; 

Nor can ſhe boaſt of being free 

To fing the charms of liberty. 


or now, dejected and forlorn, 
The nymph is left to rove 3 
With Philomel, at eve and morn, 
To moan her hopeleſs love. 
And Polly, now, no longer free, 
Laments the loſs of liberty. 


Ob ſay the's fair; tis no ſuch matter, 
'Tis not her glaſs, but Jon that flatter; 
And few that beauty e' er can ſpy, 
Which ſtrikes the partial lover's eye. 


Phebe, my council pray approve 
Thank heav'n for a good man's love 2 
All markets will not pay your price, 
d ſtrike the bargain 1a a trice, 
| —— 3 — 
Ye nymphs, who to the throne of love 
With hearts ſubmiſſive bow;; 


- 


Then 


| 
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Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 


| That crowns the nuptial vows : 


1 Thro' caution's glaſs, by reafons lent, 


Oh | view your lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake. 
No ſocial bliſs allows; 

And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing ſpouſe : 


Nor truſt the fop, tho” piteous fighs 


Proclaim you've touch'd him nearly ; 


Nor can he love you dearly. 


But when with ev'ry manly grace, 
A youth of ſoul 2 

Who, doating on your form and face, 
Think brighter ſtill your mind: 

When ſuch ſhall for the favour ſue, 1 
Oh ! yield your hand fincerely; 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To life” 's laſt moment, dearly. 
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War, cruel creature, why fo bent 
To vex a tender heart? 


To gold and title you relent, 


Love throw in vain his dart; 


Let glitt'ring fools in courts be great, 


For pay let armies move; a 
Reauty ſhou'd have no other bait, 
| But gentle vows and love. 


If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay 
The value that's their due; 

are themſelves too poor to Pays 
A — worlds too few. 


But if a paſſiva t vice, 
Without diſguiſe or art, 


| Ab, Celia! if true Wr 
Behold it in my heart. 


| Ys 


| His own ſweet charms too much he Il prize, 


WAS 
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W as love a ſweet paſſion, how bleft ſhould I be; 
No mortal could e'er be ſo happy as me 

But O it torments me, it tortures my breaſt ; 

It rifles my ſenſes, It robs me of reſt! 


Long time I've been captive to Chloe s bright eyes; 
Her bloom and her beauty firſt gave the ſurprize : 
But ſoon as 1 found, by the pride of her heart 

That her bloom and her beauty were govern'd by art, 


I then took my leave of this prodigal dame, 
And ſtrove all I could to extinguiſh the flame; 


But ſtiil oa my tho uthts ber ſweet converſe remains: | 


So love is a burden, and heavy the chains. 


Then hear, O ye youths, and this maxim purſue ; 
Let beauty ne er ſway you, nor pride e er ſubdue : 
But place your affections where vi tue remains; 
Then love will be pleaſing, and eaſy the chains. 


— 501 


Wurn Fenny I ſaw, as1 tripp'd 0 'er the green, 
Fair, blooming, artleſs, and} kind, 

Fond love in her eves, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modefty joyn'd. 


With ſudden amazement I flood, 

Faſt rivetted down to the place; 

Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion | view'd, 
And wand'red o'er every grace, 

Ye gods ! what luxuriance of beauty! I cry: 

What raptures muſt dwell in her arms! 

Ons her lips | could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die. 
O! Fanny how ſweet are thy charms! 


Whil& thus in icea my paſſion I fed, 
Soft tranſports my ſenſes invade 


Young Damen fepp'd up, with the ubſtance he fled, 


And left me to kiſs the dear ſhade, 
.502 | 
Wha fe atiends the bluſhing ale, 


How ſwift it's beauty flies ! 
Sweet ſcents at morn it 


1 
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O think dear Julia, on thy charms, 


| 


Exe eve it fades and dies. 


They, like the roſe, will fade; 


Then hafte, enchantreſs, to my arms, 


Thou ſweet and lovely maid. 


Thy beauty, like a fragrant flow'r, 


Juſt emblem of the roſe 


| Whole dong | ſpace is but an hour, 


Ere all it's ſpiendors cloſe, 


Then haſte, der Julia, haſte away 


Unto that happy lend, 


Where joy and mirth reign all the day, 


And Cupid bears command. 
503 


Wovurn you obtain the gentle fair, 
Aſſume a French, fantaſtic air; 
| Oft, when the gen'rous Briton fails, 


A foppith foreigner prevails, 


Yau muſt teach her to dance, 
As the mode is in France, 

And make the beſt uſe of your feet 
Cock your hat with a grace, 

All be brazen your face, 

And dreſs molt affectedly neat, 
Then bow down like a beau, 
Hop and turn out your toe, 

Lead Miſs by the hand, and leer at * 
Draw your glove with an air, 

At your white floekings ſtare, 


And fimper, and ogle, and flatter. 


Walk the figure of eight, 
With your rump ſtiff and ftraight, 
Then turn her wich delicate caſe; 
Bow again v-ry low, 
Your good=breeding to ſhew, 
And Miſſy you'll perfectly pleaſe. 
If theſe fteps you purſue, | 
You will ſoon bring her too, 


| And rifle the child of her charms; 


Her poor heart will heave high, 


And ſhe'll languiſh and figh, 
And caper quite into your arms. 
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504 | When Sylviana fondly ſmil'd, 
Wt all to conquering beauty bow, . 
It's pleaſing power admire ; The furze, the brake, the rugged hill, 
But I ne'er knew a face till now, | The wild heath's yellow broom, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire : With her wou'd all my wiſhes fill; 
Now I may ſay i've met with one My heart ne'er felt a gloom. 2 
Ama zes all mankind ; | | | But now, remote f:om her 1 love, 
And, like men gazing on the ſun, The faireſt paſtures fade; 
With too much ligh am blind, 


I ſeek the ſolitary grove, 

Soft as the tender mvoing ſighs, And turn it's winding ſhade, 
When longing lovers meet; Where gay imagination toys, 

Like the divining prophets wiſe, To chear my penſive mind; | 
Like new-blown roſes ſweet; 1 With pleafing hopes my boſom j Joys, 


Modeft, yet gay ; reſerv'd, yet free; | And painis the maiden kind. 
Each happy night a bride 3 507 
A mien like awful majeſty, ES Husa, ye birds, your amorous "tals, 
And yet no ſpark of pride, | | Purling rills in filence move | 
The patriarch, to win a wife, ; i Softly breathe, ye gentie pales, 
Chaſte, beautiful and young, Leſt ye wake my ſlumb'ring love. 
Serv'd fourteen years a painful life, O the joy beyond expreſſion, 


And never thought it long : That enchanting form to own! 
Ah! were you to reward ſuch care, ECL Then to hear the ſoft confeſſion, 


And life ſo long would tay, That her heart is mine alone, 
Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
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Would ſeem but as one day. Dear Sylvia, hear thy faithful ſwain, 
05 — And eaſe his tortur' d breaft; 
Go gentle breeze, that fans the grove, Ah, hear an artleſs youth complain, 
And waft in ſighs a lover's woes ; And ſet his heart to reſt ! : 


Or through the blooming garden rove, 
And lodge within the damaſk roſe ; 
To ev'ry bluſhing fold made known, 


Thar virtue which iNumes thy mind, 
That ſenſe devoid of art; 
That innocence with ſweetneſs Joyn' d, 


That Colin's fghs exceed thy owns Does captivate his heart, 
Beneath her crimſon foliage lie, Þ Thou dear invader of my breaft, 
Ny =y = m — * 5 5 Ho long muſt I repine 

en from thy n cov Ys How long with grief be ſore oppreſs 
. And plead my wa within her breaſt, Ere I a a mine! * 

ut never leave that frozen part, | 
» O 4eign to hear the vows I ſwear, 

enn 1 Dookie remove , 
Tr | — Relieve then, from ſad deſpair 
How blithe, within my native wild, | And Me — thy love. F 


wi} Iod esch paſſing day! 


The northern winds ſhall ceaſe to blow, 
And dark ſhall be the ſkies ; f 

The purling ſtreams ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
And Sol forget to riſe; 


No more the meads ſhall gay appear, 
Nor ſhepherds grace the grove; 

If e'er my vows prove inſincete, 
Or I forſake my love. 
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Dip ever Crain or nymph adore, 
As I ungrateful Nanny do ? 
Was ever ſhepherd's heart ſo fore, 
Or ever broken heart ſo true ? 
My cheeks are ſwell'd with tears, but ſhe 
Has never wet a cheek for me. 


If Nanny call'd, did e er I ſtay, 
Or linger when ſhe bid me run? 
She only had the word to ſay, 
And all ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done. 
1 alway think of ber, but ſhe 
Does ne'er beſtow a thought on me. 


To let her cows my clover tafte, 

Have I not roſe by break of day! 
Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt, 

If Robin in his barn had hay.! 
Tho” to my fields they welcome were, 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. 


If ever Nanny loft a ſheep, 

I chearfully did give her two; 
And I her lambs did ſafely keep 

Within my folds in froſt and ſnow ? 
Have they not there from cold been free ? 
But Nanny ſtill is cold to me. 


When Nanny to the well did come, 
Tas I that did ker pitchers fi; 
Full as they were, I brought them home, 

Her corn I carried to the ml; 
My back did bear the ſack, but de 
Will never bear a figh of me. 


Sons 1 — 


I iil never take a kiſs from me. 
{ Muit Rabin always Nanny woo, 


| A fop's the delight of a lady, 


| For guineas in other men's breec 


To Nan s poultry oats I gave, 

I'm fure they always had the beſt; 
Withia this week her pidgeons have 
Eat up a peck of peale at leatt ; 

Her little pigeons kiſs, but ſhe 


And Nanny (till on Robin frown ; 
Alas, p-'or wreich ! what ſhall I co, 
If Nanny does nt love me ſoon ! 

If no:el:er to me the'll bring, 
1'}! hang me in her apron-ſtring. 

10 
Do ES the languid ſoul cumplain, 
 Virtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain 
Or it love wou'd truth attend, 
Honour ſhou'd be vitue's friend. 


Glory 18 not half ſo fair 

As bright virtueꝰs rifing ſtar ; 

Female truth, with ſenſe combin 'd, 

| Wins and claims the gen'rous mind, 
— 11 — 

8 AYS my uncle, I _ now diſcover 
What has been the cauſe of your woes, 
Chat you pine and you whine like a lover? 

I've ſecn Mally Mogg of the roſe! 


0 nephew! your grief is but folly, 
To town you may find better prog; 
Half a crown there will get you Melly, 
A Molly much better than Mogg. 


The ſchool- boy 's delight i is a play, 
The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flog; 


But mine is in ſoeet Aus. 


Wille Wiſp leads the trav'ler a-gadding 


Thco* duch, and thro' quagmire and bog; 
But no light can e er ſet me 74% Marr. 

But the eyes of my ſweet Mol/ . Wee 
Your gameſters will paum and will cag ; 
But I envy them none of their riches, 
F So I paum ay ſweet Melly WP 


The heart that's half wounded ig ranging, 
It here and there leaps like a frog; 
But my heart can never be changing, 
"Tis ſo fixed on ſweet Molly Mog g. 
1 know that by wits tis recited, 
That women, at beſt, are a clog 3 
But I'm not ſo eaſily frighted | 
From loving my ſweet Melly xx. 
A letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Capid, and gives me a jog, 
nd I fiil all my paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Molly Mogg. 
] feel I'm in love to diftrafticn, 
My ſenſes are loft in a fog; 
ind in nothing can find ſatisfaftion, 
But in thoughts of my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
f I would not give up the three graces, 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a dog, 
nd at court all the drawing room faces, 
For a glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
or thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log; 
uno, Venus, and Pallas's merrit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly Mogg. 
Vere Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another 1 
oth his Phillis and fair Ama 
He'd give tor my ſweet MAP, More 


When Molly comes up with the — 
Then jealouſy ſets me a—gog ; 
o be ſure ſhe's a bit for the vicar, 
f And ſo I ſhall loſe Molly AR 


| Weeteſt of pretty maids, let Cupid incline thee 

i accept of a faithful heart which now I reſitu thee; 
orning all ſelfiſh ends, regardleſs of money, 
yields only to the girt that's gen'rous and * 


a Take me, Zenny, 
| Let me win yau, 


Whil& Pm in the humour; 


Say not, Olinda, I deſpi 


' 
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I implore you, 
I adore you, 
ö What can mortal do more; 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo Gyly, 
Ther's my hand, and ther's my heart, wick never 
will beguile thee. 


| Bright are thy lovely eyes, hy ſweer lips delight) "gs 


Well poliſh d thy iv'ry neck, thy round arms invitingz 
Oft at the milk-white churn with rapture I've ſeen 
But ohl bowl! vgh's, cog + 2 my ownarms [them, 


Take me Jenny, Sc. [beta cen t em! 


love ſtore of ſheep my love, and goats on the mountain 
And water to b go d ale, m yon chryſtal foun- 
I've. too, a pre. coi, with garden and land to delten | 
But all will be doubly ſweet, if you put a hand to t. 
| Take me Fenny, 
Lee me win you, : 
While i'm in the humour; 
I implore you, 
TI adore you, 
What can mortal do more; 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly, 


| They s my hand, and ther's my heart, which never 


will — thee. 


eile 
The faded glories of your face, 


The languid vigour of vour eyes, 
And that once-lov'd embrace. 


In vain, in vain, my conſtant heart 

On aged wings attempts to meet, 
With wonted ſpeed, thoſe flames you dart, 
It faints, and flutters at your teet, 


I blame not your decay of power, 


You may have pointed beauties kill 
Tho' me, alas l they wound no more; 
You caanot hurt what cannot feel. 


On youthful climes your beams diſplay, 
There you may cheriſh with your heat, 
And riſe the ſun to gild their day, | 


To me, benighted, when you ſet, 
Is _ SWAIN, 


i 
| 
ö 
' 
i 
þ 
| 
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SWAIN, thy hopeleſs pafſion ſmother, 


Perjur'd Celia loves another 

In his arms I ſaw her lying, 
Panting, kiſſing trembling, dying 
There the fair deceiver ſwore, 

All ſhe did to you before, 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conftant creature leaves me, 


Ii waters back ſhall fly, 


And leave their oozy channels dry ; 
Turn, ye waters, leave ycur ſhore, 
Perjur'd Celia loves no more. 

315 
TIs not my Party's ſparkling eyes, 
Her air, her eaſy grace, 


Her thrilling accents, that I prize, 


Or yet her blooming face. 


Such charms as theſe in others ſhine, 
Whoſe beauty*s all they boaſt ; 
But when that beauty does decline, 

Their greateſt power is loſt. 


But lovely Patty's wit refin'd, 
Her ſenſe, good-nature, eaſe, 

Divine perfections of the mind, 
And firm deſire to pleaſe : 


"Tis theſe that raiſe the maiden's fame, 
That pomp defire and love, 

And kindle in my breaſt a flame 
That time can ne'er xemove, 


— — 16 6 


TT ax, oh! take thoſe lips away, 
That ſo ſweetly were forſworn ; 

And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn. 

But my kiſſes give again, 

Seals ol love, tho ſeal'd in vain, 


Hide, oh! hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 


Which thy frozen boſom bears; 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow, 
Are like thoſe that April wears. 


| 


| 


— 


= from my tender bleeding heart, 
| Withdraw the arrow, eaſe the ſmart ; 


Offend no more great angry Fove, 
But pity, ſince you cannot love! 


Soft and complying to the teſt, 
It takes the image firſt impreſt, 
And bears ic in the faithſul breaſt, 


| Through circling years the ſame. 


518 — 


As ſure as there's fools in the city. 


19 


By conduct of ſome friendly ſtar; 


So I, with penſi ve care and pain, 
In abſence ſtill muſt ſtray; 

| Till you, my far, ſhine out again, 
And light me on my way, 


Deep in the twilight ſhade: 


Come, then, my Lucy, haite away, 
And nature's manſion view; 
{Screen'd from the ſun's too piercing 
Each flower blooms ſor you. 


5 51 0 | . 
Tat nobleft heart, like pureſt gold, 

- Refiſts impreſſions whilft tis cold 

But melted down in love's bright flame, 


T Hrouehout the nation, Sir, find me a laſs, 
| That's loving, engaging, and pretty ; 
She freely into my affection ſhall paſs, 


And if ſhe proves kind, Sir, why [ ſhalt prove true 
And juſtly efteem her my treaſure; 
But ſhould ſhe be ſcornful, what then ſhall I do? 
Why, faith, PI diſmiſs her with pleaſure, 


| 519 
Tur trav'llers, that through deſerts ride 


When clouds obſcure their truſty guide, 
Out of their courſe muſt wander far: 


* . | 20 Ln. 
Tis done, I've rais'd a rural bow'r 


| There blooms full many a locely flow'r; 
Ah! wou'd they never fade. , 


ray, 


* 


— 


-- 


At your command, thy thepherd ſtrove 
To deck the ſhady green : 


You faid the ſpat was form'd for love; 
I heard, and bleſt the ſcene. 


Ah! let it not be bleſt in vain; 
But there reward my truth: 
Repay thy conſtant Harry's pain 

With innocence and tuch. 


F< non. ini bee 
That fooliſh fort, a heart, 


(Time ftrangely ſpent) a yer and more, 
And ſtill I aid my part. 


Made my approaches, from her hand 
Unto her lip did riſe, 

And did already underſtand 
The language of her eyes. 


Proceeded on with no leſs art, 
My tongue was engineer; 

I thought to undermine the heart, 
By whiſp' ing in the ear. 


When this did nothing, I brought down 
Great cannon oaths and ſhot 
A thouſand thouſane in the town, 
And ſtill it yielded not, 


I then reſolv'd.to ſtarve the place, 
By cutting off all kiſſes, 


Praifing and gazing on her face, 


And all ſuch little bliſſes. 


To draw her out, and from her ſtrength, 


| drew all batteries in; 
And brought myſelf to lie, at length, 
As if no ſiege had been, 


When 1 had done what man could do, 
Aud thought the place my own, 
The enemy lay quiet too, | 
And ſmil'd at ali was done. 


I ſent to know from whence and where 
T eſe hopes, and this relief? 


| 


_—_— 
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A ſpy inform d, honour was there, 
And did command ia chief. 


That giant upon air will live, 
And hold it out for ever. 


To ſuch a place or camp remove 
As will no fiege abide: | 


| I hate a fool that ſtarves her love 


Oaly to feed her pride. 


— — — 
T Houghtleſs of all, * love and you, 
From place to place I range, 
| Bat Qill no happiacſs I know, 
No pleaſure by the change. 


The murm'ring, ſtream, the fruitful field, 
The plain, the ſhady grove, 


Alike to me, no pleaſure yield, 
When abſent from my love, 


| Yet if my Delia but appears, 


How ch:ng'd is all the ſcene! 
Nature a gayer livery wears; 
And I forgot my pain. 


The murm'ring ſteam, the fruiiful held, 
The plain, the ſhady grove, 

Alike to me, Il pleaſure 5 ield, 
When dleſt with her I leve. 

"9 ; * 
OME my faireſt, learn of me, 
Learn to give an) take the bliſs; 

Come, my love, here's gone but we; 
I'll inſtru thee how to kiſs. 


W hy turn from ine that dear face ? 
Why that bluſh, and downcaft eye ? 

Come, come, meet my fond embrace, 
And the mutual rapture try. 


Throw thy lovely twining arms 

Round my neck, or round my waiſt; 
And whilſt I devour thy charms, 
Let me clofely. be embrac'd ; 


3 


4 


I 


* 
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March, march, (quoth I) the — arbet. 
j Let's loſe n@ time, but leave her; 
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| Then when ſoft idens riſe, | | Not all the bloom of ſmiling May 
| And the gay deſires grow ftrong Can charm ſo much as you. PH | Ci 
F Let them ſparkle in thy eyes, 1 Where er you tread, the warblers ſweet | Thi 
i Let them murmur from thy tongue. * fill the grove $5 In 
j To my breaſt with rapture cling, And ſmiling nature to greet ” 
[1 Look with . my face; The preſence of my love. | In | 
| Kiſs me, preſs mc, ev'ry thing But blaſted ev'ry flow'r appears, We 
q To endear the fond embrace, 1] When you forſake theſe plains; Fre 
| Ev'ry tender name of lose, [No grove the feather'd ſtangſter chears, An 
F: In ſoft whiſpers let me bear ; In ſweet mellifluous ſtrains, | Not 
And let ſpeaking nature prove | deareft Nancy! come and ftay | Sw! 
Ev'ry extacy ſincere. | 5 From you my joys atiſe ; Exc 
— 524 — | Your face gives brightneſs to the day, She 
Cer A, too late you wou'd repent : And luftre to the ſkies. I Fre 
The offering all your ſtore, For you I figh, and waſte my prime Fro 
3 Is now but like a pardon ſent Then haſte, and let us prove, Or 
þ To one that's dead before. | That rolling years, and fleeting time, An 
While at the firſt you cruel prov d, | Are tar too ſhort for love. | C 
N And grant the bliſs too late, 5 526äͤ·vay·— | 
You hinder me of one 1 lov'd, Crenzan goddeſs, take the lyre, J 
| To give me one I hate, Attune yourſelf each — firing ; WI 
I t you innocent as fair, | My judgmeat guide, my fancy fire, 
WS 2 my court I made; | With lovely Rachel s charms I fing. | 
But when faiſhoods plain appear, Let others boaſt a beauteous face, SO 1 
My love nv longer nay'd. BELT A __ 4 neck, a graceful air; : | 3 
Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, Good- ſenſe and prudence give her grace, : 
Whole — you firſt de face, 1 Theſe make her more then blooming fair, 0 
Is melting valu'd medals dowa, Benevolence, that heav'n born puw'r, 5 
And giving us the braſs, I Her words 1 all her 7 guide; 
O! fince the thing we beg's a toy, I' this that claims each leiſure hour, | | 
4 That's e's be has — 45k we | This conſtitutes her only pride, | * 
Why cannot women grant the joy, Ye fair-ones hence a truth confeſs, Tl 
Getore the love is gone? | No charms with virtue can compare g 
| — 525 Be cautious when the beaux adreſs. * U 
Coux, 3 Nancy ! bleſs my eyes, When miſery ſues, his ſorrows ſhares, 
And ſtop the flowing tear; | Then, like my Rachel, vou will be T, 
In you alone the magic lies, — the * of flat ery's lorez 
To animate and chear. | 5 Incontiancy will dend the knee, 1 
Not half ſo ſweet the flow'rs diſplay And wond'ring infidels adore, | 
Their variegated hue; | | | ' COME, Cc 


OME, 


Or with 


Tie Celia, the theme of, my: ſtesin, 


wo — | 253 
Nanny DE Wy 


And, with rdiy-chiding 9— 44 
3 Faintly foys I il — WT; 6 


Cour, „ nnn and bleme 


This ſpot, Which W e 


In all that e 11 

CIT on 
1 1 4 
Wenn do — a, "7h 
Free as the ſess - . 

And ſpeak 

Nor time ſhall ne — 


Swift as the th af lie docay; 
Each gale that flirts : che bonn Ang, 
Shall bring freſh: wreathen! to deck. our-ſong. | 
From virtue's ſweets, that — ; 
From rural ſcenes, extatic 7 

Or turn A ; 
And learn to live a ola age. 

ve a goed ole ag 


CoME Phebus, and rome thy fo ſoft 7 
Ye muſes, come join in 

While Celia re at 1 
The faireft of all the gay throng z 


The goddeſs of virtue and grace, 


The queen of all beauty and.channs; 


'Tis tranſport tu gane on her face, 


'Tis heaven to reſt in her. arms. 


O could I cherm Fluter dull ears, 
Like Orpheus of old, with thy Jay, 
ilten ſokr up to the ſpheres, 
7 ay —_— — ; 
ile her c attempt to 
A field ſo —— 2 
The ſubject's too great fer my verſe, 
I fink, andam lau furprize, 
17 my boſom inſpire, Es 
genius salt it' degrees, ; 
Tok the be height thab — require, 
Tho' L aim not the cities to pleaſe. 


Whoſe plaucit ;| only con price 
Could I but her favor tin, 
bet envy my 


9 


e 


\ 
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. 
. 
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Faintly, O N 
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Why 60 erbkl. why? 

+ to by wil 2 

+ Why will D > 

— my 82 2 1 mh = 
And y heart is N lee. 5 


ht thus | fight a A Wy (win, 


Mural sc ., 7 


bee, | 


In cowllip dale, in vi Jet, 
. | 


+ 4 


While no rude eye my, 


I Kiſe, love! r eee gi 0 


Thy Cbloe's pleaſure Kill intresse? 


O could our bloom for, ever live, 
I'd never bid my D 


| The tongue that ſpoke yo 70 = 


| What mortal could reh fuch charms! 
Thy boſom to tene N 'd, | 


o 


e I Syd, 
O'er hill, dale, and in. the green grove 
the 2 


lote. 


f ee 
LY 2 n 


54+ 
My Phillis ſuch eher ms doevimpart, 
och beauties diſplay to the vier! 
From me the has ftolen a heart; 
A heart that will ever prove true. 


dhe lends a kind ear to my tale; 
With ſmile ſhe my toil does reward; 
And when I my on reveal, 


What mortal more bappy ec: can be! 
What carts can my boſom alarm! 
 Whilft Philby, gear girl, is ſo free; 
each power to charm. 
But ſhould the e er light her fond ſwain, 
And leave me her |vſs to deplore, 
Then, Labe, relieve me from pain, 
And let me not think of her mote. 


Not think of her more did I ſay ? 
How vain ſuch an effort would prove! 
For, long as L live, I each day 


Muſt think of her charms, and fill love. | 


$33. — 
Wulst. on forbidden truit I gaze, 
Ans do my bea't away, 1 
Behold my dier of Venus blase, 
And riſe upon the daß? 
Fair as the purple-blaſhing hure, 
That paint che morning eye 
Or chk of evening after-How'rs, 
hat fluſh the weſtern ſky. 
I ſend a figh with ev'ry glance, 
And drop a ſofter tear; 
Hatd fate, no farther to advance, 
And yet to be fo near: 
380 Moſes, from fair Pyſga's height, 
he land of Canaan ey d; 
Survey'd the region of delight, 
He ſaw, came down and- * 4 


— 


Warn bright Roxana 3 den, 


In all the pride of drei add mein; 
As blithe as ſummer' morning ld 


a W 
a. 
Q 4 


a . 
l 9 

. 
"DIY 5 2 


| 
Ty 
„„ 


| She ani d, — talk'd 


2 . 
2 * 4 11 » 


| 


80 for enen itim. 
Averſe to freedom, love and pla, 


A CLIENT >” 


But when, — arts the fair 
Aſſumes a ſoft engaging airs 


Mild as the op*ning mort of _ 
Familiar, friendly, free and 
The ſcene i improves, where'er the goes, 
More ſweetly ſmile the pink and roſe. 
O lovely mai ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd infincere; 

Pity a wild illufive flame, 


That vaties — rmata mill = -— a 
And let heir ver 


The pever-nary' fore force of Jove, 


Struck with a reverential awe, 
I felt my boſom mo dt 
Her eaſy ſhape, her charming face: 
with ſo much grace 
I gaz'd, admit d. — lov'd. a 


sd 
And wander d all it's pleaſures theo', 


In hopes to.caſe my care 1 
The buſy town but mocks my pain, 


It's gayeft pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harri haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 

The comic'clamour af the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ; 

1 reiiſh not the ſage*s lore, o 

The ftage's bumours pleaſe no more, 


} For Harrio!'s all my joy. 


Sometimes I try'd the jovial throng, 
Sometimes the female train among. 
| To chace her form away : # 


Th ial throng, h 
Nor — — tae Ince, © N 


what makes cowards brave and bold, 

Or what gave poets birth; 

„ . 

Or pleaſure dwell en, — : 

Y But lovely women, Ce. 

en wen ore face epos wink grief, - | 
And roam in ſearch of peace; 
deren nought can give ſuch ſure relief, 

And make their tor ments ceaſe. h 


8 


T1 


Thy wound, which reaſon cannor heals. | 


Such pow'r bave women, Ve. 


n fince the fair give ſuch del 
Aloud — Ao praiſe; * 


who can view the glorious fight, 
And not their voices raiſe, | 
| To lovely women, &c. 
— 537 

O ſpeak my muſe, RE he, praiſe, 
And all her charms explore ; | 
dw far beyond thy feeble lays, 
On themes like theſe ſo ſoar ! 


her is ev'ry grace com ind, 
Diveſted of all art; 

angel's form, with ſenſe refin'd, 
To captivate the heart! 
temper open, mild iy and free, . 
heart replete with truth z 


PL 


"A for al 


| 


| 


| Deprives my flutt'ring heart of 


| But while you thus teize me 


. 


| 


xp virtue — 


r- hoppy bs who gains the maid, 
| Fog wedlock to incline; 


. br could it be faid 


That heav'n had 99 phe 


' | Trnov fering fo ha? cette 9g Fae - 


To take the cool and ev ning air, 
With joy 1 hail thy lateſt rays | 
That bew me where my Chloe ſtrays. 


10, let nd elo eds obſcure'the ſkier, 
Or noxious exhalations riſe! 


gut may ſweet flow'rs uprear their heads, 
And roſes bloſſom, where the treads. 


- | Letev'ry tenant of the 


grove, - 
Remind her youthful heart of * 
And ev*ry breeze convey a fig] 
And whiſper tis for ber 1 


O ſweet, tormenting lose, 1 


* 


feel 


Thy fire, conceal'd within my . 
At ev'ry glance of Chloe's eyeny + 

My boafted reſolution flies 3 
And ſtill I'm diffident to name | 
My inward racks, and ſecret flames 
While P bi/omela (ad complains, 

And pours out all her' — 


II HKkewiſe mourn, in lays fincere 


As ever reach'd a female car. 


I Thou fon of Venus, hear my pray*r, 


And with thy dart traneſia my fair z 


With her food ſwain, 0 ks the noon 
The lafting bliſe of ardent love. 


How bappy fhouls1 be with either, 


RON BTR 
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Tol de rol, Wes 
WHEN 


36 
38 No longer 1 a ſle , e e 
W Hen the oymphs l A Chloe's captive as bene 


Bright Sylvia dan. foremaſt in 


2 court * was envy'd, and. at. White's 3 

t court ſhe was en and toaſted at " IP 
But now ſhall [ 10 hay, x fair · one — _ 
A cruel diſeaſe has = d her ſweet face; 

Her vermilliog i is « chan gd to a.dull fect) dul . red, 
And all her giy graces PU dead ae 

And all, Ce. 


eg from, pretty to 


Is now more enga ng, age r 


4 
Than when ſhe poſſeſs'd the 5 
Than when, Se. 


Convine's, ſhe no more 
Inſtead of tormenti 15 ea to pleaſe; 
Makes truth and* ion the, 9241 of her life 
Tho' ſpoil'd for a — the's well form d for a 
Tho? ſpoil'd, Se. i 

— 


— — 
Warn Jah miret her lovely teh 
My wand'ring heart xfprir der todle, 
And bound it wick ſo Meng a ain, 


ao. 


of face; 


vette it, ** en. 


Ine er expect it back agoin. 


Then, , treat a captise d 
With BE uſage—" — 
It pants for de ,n 
Then take it kindly 0 cn best, 
And give the weary wand'rer reſt, 

And keep it . o. 
u al — 8 
And fondly thought your paſſion true 
I, Chloe ald you only; ſoy, Ee 
And lov'd rio ot 
fair, 


H uid I 3 
'Cov'd 2 a ficlle/ proves 


That you who did ſa. oiten.ſweary.. : 
Would ever break the bonds of love? 


Duel dolobger{fee] vt ein, 
Not you poſſeſs your wonted pow'r $ 


Wax ti beheld 


* 


* 
- X = 
— 


mouse Anne 


Tanke heed, all-ye fin, lf you eee in vin; 
Fot Sylvia, tho a 


[ 


oz 


Wanne Catia" cunts oo hy, 


1 . bid adieu. i in plaiative notes, | 


ut go, and other hearts — 

Go, and ſem other tonguuſt 2400 

Tis you that ſhow mt ring e ; 
"Tis you can kill Ke yet youtre KM 


Wuen 63a; firſt thy G61 lips ee prot 

Eliza, how great was my bla 

The fatal cont tan quick — breaſt 
I loft my poor heart with a kiſs, 


nd now, when ſupremely thus bi6ft Aub powrütbt, 


I ſcarce can my tranſporti ruſtrin; 
I with, and I pant, to repeat thedtlight; 
And kiſs you again and aa. 


10 raptures T wit to enjoy alF tlivſe 8 
Still ſtealipg from fi dur to favour— 


2 now, O ye Wan! let = 119 * 
And kifs you for err aud 


( 


* on 


| What tranſportsfire in —_— o 


{Whence'er 2 


ring, 


Where Celia is, nο 3 Jong, 

Or ſlow pac d teav e , 
Cælia can charm · alt theſe away; 
And care itſelf expel. 


As once the grove the Fe one — 
' And tun'd the Dan 
A larle to itnitate 

But ftrove, alas ! in 5 


1 mattin ſong ſhe ceas'd tas, ; 
Or hail the rifing down; 


4x 


To ev'ry mead and lawn. 
o rage (poor birs) 2 vides fell, 


| To think in vain ſhe try ; 
; frre ſtreteb'd a wing, and dtop a 


Forſook the ſkies and dled. 


ight, 


y Bell and Mary 
are tea — 
They 188 a bower on yon bom 

And thick's it over wi” raſhes, 


Fair Beſſy Bell | loo'd yes unn © 


And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa panky cen 

They gar my fancy faker, 
Now Beſſy's bair's like a lint tap; 

She ſmiles like a morning, | 
When Phebus ftarts frac * lap. 

The h. II with rays adorning z 
White is her neck, ſaft is het band, 
Her waiſt and feet fri' genty ; 
With ilk a grace ſhe can command, 


Her lips, O yow | they're dainty. 
's locks are like a craw, 

Her een like 4i'monds 
She's „ ſae clean, reds up and braw, 
She kills whene'er the dances; 
Blythe as a kid, with wit ar will, 
She blooming, right and tall i isz 
guides her airs ſae graceſy* fill; 
O Fove! the's like thy Pallas. 
Beſſy Bell and Gr, 
—— — 
Dur fancies jee between Io 

Ye are fic bonny- 

ws as, fo eb Denon 

To ane by law we're ftented; 


And 


. 


' [Hark, bow ſoftly cooling, 


Tu draw en and take my fate, | 


Or e ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweet 


1 * 
* 4 


— for 1 5 


I ſeek a ſofter meaſure: 
b! would yeu with me ſ 5 
Watch but the de motions of her eres, 


— 
Or thy ſex the faireſt, nes 
Daphne come my deareſt l 
| See the opening ſpring invites! 
Earthly ſweets abounding, | 
{Leafy woods ſurrounding, 
Call us forth io new delight, 


{Yon male turtle wooing, 


She no coyneſs feigning, 
wor” © arts diſgaining, 


[Warn's by her example, 

{ Give my dear, a ſample, 

Of my heavenly joys view! - 

| That lov'd form refigning, 

Show a heart inclining, 

| To be kind and true, 

— 548 — — 


— no brighteſt thing 


ild are her Jooks like opening ſpring, 
| pw like the blooming ſummer fair, 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
J. That all ber charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And firike no farther than the eye. 
Our eyes luxuriouſly the treats, 
Our ears are abſent from the 


_ Nrarv'4 ox en wee the rofl, 


|Bicoming 04 han . 


. 


Strives to charm the ſemale dove! 


That decks the earth, or breathes out air z 


a col 
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ORSAKEN my pipe ad oy 

Why will you fobcit my lay ? 

No longer I fit by the brooke, 

And carol my ſorrows away; 

Say, Laura, what theme far I chufe? 
Your praiſes I muſt not prxlaim ; 
And friendſbip's too cold fot᷑ my thiſe; 
And love Ir fofbideewes name. 


For I'm but a poor fimple fwai | 
Whoſe flocks and whoſe herds are but ſmall, 
And my cottage, tho” neat on the lain, 
Is cover'd with thatch, and tt 
And Laura 1s blooming and > np 
Ah! would that I to Wee the fame; 
My heart then might hin to my * 
What now I'm forbidden to name. 


Yet deny'd my fond with to impatt, 
My wiſhes, from yon ſhall not ſwerve, 
That the hepherd — lues for your _ 
By his own. may. virt 
With the charms. ich nv time can — KS 
With the worth Which no breath. can defame, 
May you taſte * chat per maneat joys. 
Which now I'm — to name. 


*ERE the primroſe or cow lin could Now 
You ſaid that 122 ſure] be here; | 
You care ＋ and ye 17 vou * 2 


The firſt of the e ber 22 
er dia, ; 


The cuckow has u 
_ thruſh is 3 
And the nighti 1 71 K 
As tho' you, 845 


| I the ſpring if y you 2 from m my 6 
hat the ſweeis of the field and the 


0 


ä — Mis 


No muſic can give de delight, 
But the muſic of Coſm and lobe: 


Let winter return when t wil, 


Let ſnow and let troſt too prevail, 

If Colin muſt keep tom me ill, 

Why ſhould April perfurne chus the gale, 
But vows you have ſaſd are not wind, 
Come and mak the fon eaſow' more gays 
You know how it is ro be Rind, 

Who's heart you awdy 2: 


Oa wings, love: his meſſags conveys, 


The ſeaſon now haſtes to ita prime; 
[ can hear, and tale no delay, 
Fe ch up what you've lock of the time · 


ire Reb 


SERENE is the nen, ths let leaves hig ned, 


And ſings #falute' to the dw .; 


5 | * hile the ſons of debauch ta indulzence give way, 
Let us, my dear Stella thidbgarden ſurvey, | 


* 


The ſun with his fendt embeviders the eaſt, 
And brightens he dew-of the ha: 


And ſlumber the prime of theis hours, 
And make out nne em the. Me rü __ 


| The gay gaudy t 2 you Wal, 
Hos * v4 Bf 3 veſt; | 
| How proud, and MW Rafely N add 6h ite Kalk 


In beauty Mverſe et: 
From the ve, tHeck 


What odours i inc 


"er Hi Di che de 


PaytoRtaL 
So humble, that (though with unparallet's grace 
She mighte'en a palace adotn) 


She oft' in the hedge hidts ber innocent fac, 
And grows at the foot of the thorn, 


80 beauty, my fair one, is doubly refin' d, 
When modeſty heightens her charms; 

When meekneſs; like thine, adds a gem to her mind, 
We long to be lock'd in her arms. 

Tho' Venus herſelf from hey throne ſhoold deſtend, 
And the graces awiit at her en 

To thee the gay world would with preference bend, 
And hail thee the wet of al. 


4 

Warn Streplon the rover Pr ror addreſi 4 
| He took her to wake and to fair; 

He bought her 27 ribbons to wear "at her breaſt, | 

And thus w * 'd the nymph i in che caf, 

To my paſſion be kind, gentle pity beſtow, 

But the maiden's reply to young Strephon was no, 

Lud don't you, lud don't you keep teazing me ſo. 


The youth, who ſuch coyneſs had oftentimes ſeen, 
Ne'er heedrd the maiden's reply; 

But returning o one eve from the dance on the green, 
He reſolꝰ d C other effort to try. 


80 he kife'd ang be preſs'd, crying pity beſtow, 
But the maiden. ceply'd pray have done Srrepbon do 
Lud don't you Keep teazing me ſo. 


Oppoſition like this ſo his paſſion enhanc' d, 
That without her he ſwore he mould die, 
Then an offer of marriage he fairly advance d., 
And ſhe ſaid in a month ſhe'd comply: 


But chest d her we church the nent morning to N 
She Mode aſſentech the reaſon I trow Ih 
Was to ker him ina teaving er fo, 

—— 7; — 
Now commer e dull — | 
Primfblaey and vf ts adorn eviry hilt, 
The lads and the nk S | 


Or fit by, meager * oe — 


0 


{ 


Whilſt — — 


While Colin witty Phils repeiretarthe bow'r 

To exchange s ſwert laiſa er th pHigt's une. 
Gay Florimel gathers ec odbrous ivr 

To deck r nee 


Fair Daphne at morn bids aiicy to hen cot, 
ay iecks the cool grot, or ſecluded : 
Her Damon five greers at the critical ſpo | 
His beart that leaps fot SIA 
Whilſt the up land, Ce. 
When Phoebus forſakes this low region « of cl; 
And finks in ſoft rapture on fair 
For the weariſome labour of rigerout day 


Balmy ſleep has an adequate portion of reſt. 
| Whil& the up-Rnd, Fe. 
56 ——— 


| Warn winter o'erſhadows the ſtene, 
And no longer the hyaciaths blow z 
Chill froft nips the leaf on the greeny 
And the rivulet ceafes to flow. 3 
Till reviv'd by the breachiags of ſpring, 
All nature looks ſmiling; and gay; 
| The warblers in extaſy fing, 
And own the ſoft impulſe of Mays. 


* 


The lambkias now ſport in the vale, 


By the ftream that meanders along; 
The wood<pidgeon telle its ſoft tale, 
While melody echoes the ſong» 


* 


| What pain from thy coldneſs T ve known, 


When your frowns did my paſſion reprove z 
Now you ſmile, May's ſoſt faptures nts 
And bleſs the ſweet ſeaſon of love. | 


—__— Sebi 


| How vlituy a the =>, four days 


The feather'd' watblers ing: 

On ev'ny-buſk they chavat their lays 

Or tritk on {daring winx 
"Tis joy as pan 7 


= 


. . Anal wg tn ——— 


_ 


Al wry vr 1 : wes 
We'll bleſs . ene l 5 0 
How ſweet is liberty NYMPHS 


| 


250 

$ — 
Nruens _ 88 come aways 
| Wenton in the ſweets of May; 1 | 
Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, . 
Wanton as the bounding fawns 1 
Frolie, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphe and ſhepherds come away. 


9 
Hirnen. Pbæbus, turn thine eyes, 
Nor longer hide the day; 
Give light and glory to the ſun, 
And blooming youth to 9 8 


Spring implores thy gentle aid, 
To riſe in liv'ry gas; 


While no rude blaſt ball deres the glade, 
Or cool the warmth of May. 


Flora too, invokes the pow 
Of thy reviving rays 
To ſcatter roſes ev ry hour, 
And ſcent the breath of May, 


Come and give to nature grace, 
To beauty quick convey 
That lovely excelterce of face, 
That bluſh, which charms ee 


| 


Is ſpring my dear ſh herds, your flow'rets are gay, 
They . all the ir ſweets in the ſun-ſhine of May 
But hang down their heads when December is neat, 
The winter of life is like that of the year. 


The lark and the linnets that chant o'er the plains, 

All, all are in love while the ſummer remains; 
Their fwectheants in autumn no longer are dear, 
The winter of life is like that of the year, 


The ſesſon far love, is when youth's in its prime, 
3 and ye laſſea, make uſe of your time; 

e froſt of ald age will too quickly appear, 
The winter of life is like that of the year, 


— 22 — 


In roſy bloom of ripen'd years, 


— - 
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Young 2 0 wanton as the air, 
The hamlet rul'd alone; 

This Kitty ſaw, but yet dear truth 
Each rifing paſſion ſway'd; 

And virtue —prudence chaplet wove, 
To crown the brilliant maid. 


Ah! happy more than happy f · ir, 
Ditcretion ſway 'd alone; 

But warring love conſum'd her care, 
And pluck d off wiſdom's crown: 

What Priſcy was, fee Kitty is, 

The roie of each muſt lade; 

When virtue orice deſerts her feat. 
Undone's the unhappy maid. 

le thoſe who live in ü bow” 7. 

Preſs not the gay and ſtatel 

The new mown hay and aw dong flow'r, 

A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread: 


| 1f thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 


Sooth not their taſte with wanton art: 
They take wha: nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a chearful heart. 


If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 
No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt ; 

With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaft. 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 
Dancing on the daiſy'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendor of a court, 
Yet love adorns the merry round. 
1 — — 
HA. iber! — — 
Where nature wantons at her will; 
| 


| 


Decks ev'ry vale with fruits and flow'rs, 
Wich waving trees adora the hill: 
Like Mars with Vun in his arme, 


Like his thy ſtrength, e. 


June histhy freogth, &c, 


When o'er thy ploins 1 gb ez eyes, 


To <ach fond hepherd known, 


err 


— 


2 


A thovſand ſcenes before me rift... | 

A thouſand beauties charm m mi 
Tha' different each, yet ech agrees; 

Nor this, nor that, but albchings — 


Thus Str _— views his jovely op Nay 
From charm to ch iii v 

Yet not her face, her ape; nor — 
Nor yet her eyes tranſport hini ets 

But *tis the heavenly ſi niſſ d whole, 
With matchleſs grace detights his foul, 


— —— 1 


* 
H AlL Greenwich! crowt @withiſ ect delight, 


Throughout thy parks diſplay'd ; 
There nature's laviſh chtarine invite 

Each youth and blooming maid; 
To taſte the joys.of rutal ſhade, | 
Where nought but love and mirth invades" 
Where nought;-Sfcr | 


Thy ranging groves of lofty trees, 
Wich ſpreddirig ſhades repel. 

The heat of Pbæbus ſultry rays, 
There feather'd fees dwell, 

In p'eaſiog emblems'of true love, 


Melodious warblingthrough the grove. 


Each rifing hill new proſpedts yields, 
And captivates be m. mia 

The grazing flocks, t the pee fields, 
Yield raptures uneo HT 

Fair Flora paints the verhünt ſcene, 


And decks with fragtane : ſweets the ke) 


The filver — 1 | gently by, 
With peace and plenty ctown d; 

Its glutt'ting — chear the eye, 

| Green ofiers mant! ug round 

With wanton wavings 29 it gogs,. - 

In various forms new beauty thews. 


From hill to dale, from dale to e, 
T hy ſptendors ſuine around; 

And, viewing each, we fully: prove, 
Tranſporting joys abound: - 

While extacy inſpires the ſoul, 


And EIT: we mow the DO 


74 


f 1 Rejoice in'thE'ſptiby'of 


. . The herbage that t ſpripgy — the ſog, a 5 


| Shall man the maſter of all, 
U 4 7 G 


| Forbid it devotĩon and love. 
The Lord, who ſuch wonders could ra it, 


The daiſy yr 
18 flocks as | ops 


* 
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The myrtles that hade the gay; bes, 


Trees, plants, cooling frul frag; and ſweet flow'ry 
All rife to the 2 my god. 


* ; 


The only inſenſihle prove, get 
Forbid it, fair gratitude's call, ogg 


And ſti cat deftroy with a nod, 
"My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, 9 
My ſoul ſhall be wrapt in my God, | | 
3 — — Y - Mott A. 
118 the birth-day of Phillis, bark how the birds 
Their notes are remarkably. ſweet ;\ [Gti 
{ e villagers brought all the honours of flows: 
And ſcatter their pride at her feat, | 


- [With ribbons and. roſes her lambaing ena, 


A while they reſpectfully ſtand, 


Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they bound | 
| But firſt take a kiſs. from her hand. 


'Mongft ſhepherds im all the guy round of the years. 
- This—this is their principal dy]; 

It gave Phillis birth—at@ pray wit can appear 
: More lovely, more gy: 
'Hark—h3rk ! how the tabor enſiꝰ ny the ſcenes” 


we ftole from the paſtimes I made her 


Ye lads with your laffeya@vaiee; = 


_ [Tis charming to ſport on avaiſy-drefF green, - 


And Phillis hall lead up the dance. 


he ſun— (and he ſhines in his —— atriy”. 
As if on this, feſti vu proud) 
In order to give us a beautiful dax 
Has baniſh'd each travelling cloud : 
he prieft paſs'd long. and my ſhepherdeſt . 
Sweet Phillis l— Knew what fe men- 


Og OT OI e | 


_— — 


* y ©% 
wh | | 


| 
| 
| 


| 
| 


There, be 


— 
Decreerd Tieres k winter 3 away! 
Now youthful ſpring, all trim aod gay, 
Comes tripping o'er the ſunny plain, 
With health and pleaſure in her train : 
She comes, and lo! Where er the treads, 
Soft cou ſlips; lift their velvet heads, 
With ſnow - drops white, and vile 3 blue, 
And flow'rs of every leaf and hue. 


Hail! ſmiling ſeaſon, woo'd by thee, 


Town has no longer charms for me; 
Sated with folly, ſmoak, and noiſe, 

J pant for calmer, purer joys, 

Lead me, ſome rural genius, where, 
The w»nt(on, cool, and balmy air, 


Freſh breathing from bill, mead and grove, - 


Joſpucs feftivity and love, 

Thrice happy man, whoſe friendly fate, 
Afﬀerds a pleafant country feat; 

Secure retirement, and defence, 

From bus'neſs, and impertinence, 

may fireich beneath the ſhade, 
For eaſe and contemplation made, 
And, neither ſpy nor whiſp'rer near, 
Enjoy the beauties of the year. 


18 — —— 
Evry nymph and ſhepherd, bring. 
Tributes tothe queen of Mayz 

Rifle for her brows the ſpring 3 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 
Make ber as the ſeaſon gay. 

Teach ber then, trom ev'ry flour, 

How to uſe the fleeting hour ; 

Tesch her then, from ev ry flow r, 

How to uſe the fleeting hour, 


New tke fair Nare iſſus blows, 
With his ſweetneſs now delights; 
By his fide, the maiden roſe 
With ber artieſs bluſh n 


4.7 


262 Pas roaAl Son es. ; 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 8 
Soon he droops bis languid head ; 
rom the roſe her purple flies, ; 
Nong inviting to her bed, 
None, &c. | 
uch, =_ ane ſo RR" — 
Joon e queen ; 
ach, tho' now, ou * 
Tho' thou art a rural queen, 
By the ſuffrage of the — Wh 
Beauty, like the vernal green, 
In thy ſhrine not long remains, 
In thy, &c. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth; -. 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 
Who Who deſerves, &e. 


1 — 8 


| Happy bours all hours excelling, 


When retir'd from crowds and noiſe, 
Happy is that filent dwelling, 


Fill ill's with ſelf-poſſefſing Joys, 


Happy is that contented creature, 


Who with feweſt things is pleas'd, 
And conſuls the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancy's eat d. 


| Every paſſion wiſely moving, 


Juft as reaſon turns the ſeale, 


| Every ſtate of lite improving, 


That no anxious thoughts prevail. 


| Happy man who thus poſſeſſes, 


Life with ſome companion * | i 
Joy imparted ftill increaſes, * 
Griefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


20 — 


| Happy the man whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breath his native air 
la his on ground j 
Whole herds with milk, whoſe field with bread, 
; Whoſe flocks ſupply him with autires | 
W 
n winter fir 
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B'efs'd, who can unconcera' dly find 
Hours, days, and years, (lide ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
 _- Quiethy day. 
Sound ſleep. by nicht, fudy and eaſe 
Together vix'd, ſweet recreation, 
And 1nnocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 
With meditation. 
Thus let me live, uaſeen, unknown 0 
Thus unlameated let me die 
Steal from the world, and nat a ſtone 
Tell where I lie, 
21 
Awake my charmer, my Reſalind wake, 
Thy ſhepherd, thy Paride!'s here; 
Come ſhake off thy lumber, thou queen of my heart. 
And let me thy beautics ſevere: 
Thy deareſt companions of mirth are all up, 
Lo! yonder they trip o'er the plain; 


Oh ! come, = they ll chide the netlect of thy vow, | 


And never believe thee again. 


Oh! come, while the birds are all whiſtling around, 
And teaching (oft echo to fing 

While morning profuſe of voparaliet't ſweets, 
Drops ſpice on the zephyr's wing : | 

Oh ! now, while the ſun at thy window peeps in, 
And ſhoots hie bold rays at thine eyes; 

Oh! now, while thy ſhepherd, thy Paride!'s here, 
Ariſe, my dear Roſalind, riſe. 


A 22 
S Amoret and Phillis ſat 


One evening on the plain, 
And ſaw the chai ming Strepbon wait 
To tell the nymph his pain; 
The threat ning danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her ear, 
Ah ! Phillis, if you would not love 
The ſhepherd, do not hear. 


None ever had fo ſlrange an art, 
His paſſion ts convey 

lato a tifVaing virgin heart, 
And fleal her fout away: 


L . 


Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give 
Occaſion for your fate, 


In vain, ſaid ihe, in vain I ſteive, 
Alas! *tis now too la e. 


2 —— 


as Ac AIN the balmy zcpayr blows, 


Freſh verdure decks the grove, 


Each bid with vernal rapture glows, 


And tunes his no es to love. 


Ve gentle warblers, hithet fly, 
An] ſhun the nooa- ide heat; 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſap. ly, 

My groves a lafe retreat. 


Ie e freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 


Or weave the molly neſt; 


Here cove and ſing the live long — 
At night here ſwee:ly eſt. 


Amid this cool tra flucent rill, 
That trickle dowa he glade, 

Here bathe your p umes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſhade. 


No ſchool-boy rude, o miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face, 


[Or twangs his bow, ar hucls a ſtone, 


Ia this ſequeſter*d p ace. 

Hither the vocal thruſh repairs, 
Secure the linnzt fings 

{The goldfinch dce-d3 no ſlimy a 
To clog her painted wings. 


321 Philomel! . quit thy haunt, 


Yon diſtant! woods among, 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 
Thy ſwee ly plantive long. 
et not the harmleſs red-breaſt fear, 
Domeftic bird, to come 


And ſeek a ſure aſylum here, 


With one that loves his home. 


Ay trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 
Shall ftore of fruit preſerve; 


ah, 1-t me thus your — bribe! 


Come feed without reſerve. 


1 


For 


Let, then, this league betwixt us made, 


— 2 — 
Awake, my fair, the morning ſprings, 


For you theſe cþexrigs 4 grate, 
| To you theſe plumbs belong; 


Sweet is the ftuit that you. have pick!d, 
But ſweeter far your ſang, 


Our mutual intereſts guard; 
Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhades, 
* Your ſongs be my reward, 


The dew-drops; around, 
The heifer lows, the biack-bird ſings, 
The echoing vales reſuund. | 


The ſimple ſu cets would Stella tafte, 
That breathing morning yaelds, | 

The fragrance of the flow ry waſte, 
And freſhneſs of the fields! 

By uplands, and the green wood- fide, 
We'll tike our early way, | 

And view the: vally fpreading wide, 
And op'ning wich the day. 

Nor uninſtiactive ſhall the ſcene 
Unfole 1.'s charms in vain, 

The follow brown, the meadow green, 
The mountain and the plain. 

Each dew-drop gliit'ning on the thorn, 
And trembling to it's fall, 


Each bluſh that paint the chezk of morn, 
In fancy's ear ſhall. call: 


O ye in youth and beauty's pride,“ 
Who lightly dance along; | 

W hile laughter frolics at your fide, 
And rapture tunes your ſong; 

What though each grace around you play, 
Each beauty bloom for you, ah 


Warm as the bluſh vf riſing day, 


And ſparkling as the dew; 
The bluſh that glows ſo gaily now, 

But glows to diſappear, * | 
And quiv'ring frem the bending bough, 
© Soon breaks the peariy tear! 


+ — 


r 


2 


„ 


— 3 


. « "ov <o + 


| 


With charms that win beyoad the fight, 
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80 paſs the beauties of your prime, 
That een in blooming die; 

80, ſhrinking at the blaſt of time, 
The treach vous graces fly. 

Let thoſe, my Stella, ſlight the train, 
Who fear to ind it true? 
Each fair of -txanfient beanty vain, 
And youth as tranfient too! 


And hold the willing beart, 


| My Ste!la ſhall await their- dight, 


Nor ſigh when they depart, 


Still Jhall remain behind, 

A . contrnu | 3 

The graces of the poliſh'@ mind, 
And beauties of ibefool. 3 


AH!-whither, alas! Mal I fly? 

What clime ſhall 1 ſeek, for relief! 
Since Pbilln no longer is nigh, 
O! how ſhall I mother my grief? 
The fweeteft, the faireſt was Me, 

So ſweetly ſhe_tript o'er the plain; 
But. now ſhe ne er ſmiles upon me, 

She's aithleis—and falſe th her ſwain. 
With Strepbon ſhe's, gone far away, 
With bias whe d and bleſt; 

| While I am diſtracted all day, 

And ruin'd for want of my reft. 
No heed can TI take of my ſheep, 


They ramble and roam. as.they pleate, 


| | For 1 can do nothivg but weep, 


Till Phillis my ſorrows appeaſe. 
Dear nymph, bear thy epherd complaing, 
| Return and ſubdue allzmy care; N 
No longer torment me with pain, 
Nor drive me thus into deſpair: 

Thy charms ever ſhall be my pride, 

Thy ſnyles | will ever admire, 
Then deign for to be but my bride, 


- 


And ſawsfy all my. deſixe. 


1 — 


All nature loks gay, 
While birds on each ſpray 
Re-echo ſweet harmony round; 
The lily and roſe 
Their beauties diſcloſe, 
And daiſies enamel the ground. 


The meadows look green, 
No ſorrows are ſeen, 
Each garden's enraptur'd with joy; 
Bright murmuring e tills, 
That circle the hills, 
Yield pleaſures that never can cloy. 


The ſnowy-fleec'd lambs, 
Beſide of their dams, 
Paſs merrily all the glad day; 
While huſbanamen ſweat, 
By the wonderful heat 
Of Phæbus's powerful ray, 


And tho? the ſpring's fled, 
We've ſummer inſtead, 

wich charms that enliven the foul ; 
So nothing but miith 

Inhabits our earth, 

From latitude—nought, to the pole. 


2 — — 
As Jamie gay, gang'd bli he his Ways 
Along the banks of Teveed, 
A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came 'ripping o'er the mead: 
The hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 


The buxom nymph ſurvey d: | | 


And full of glee, as lad could be, 
- Beſpake the preity maid. 


Dear laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſtily wand'reft here? 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Canſt tell me, laddy, where? 
To town iſe hie, be made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee; 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat; 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee. 
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She gin her hand, nor made a fland, 


| But would you know the fair-one's heart, 


Tis in that mirror of her ſoul, 


\ For, Fe take ic for a tru h, 


| She ſoon ſhall yield, thy arms to bleſs, 
| And give thee all her heart! 
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But lik'd the youth's intent; 

Oer hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went: 

The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around; 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown'd. 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The zenith of his pow'r) 

When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-d-y hour: 


| The bonoy lad raw'd in his plaid 


The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown ; 
She ſoon fo got the ewes the ſaught, 

And he to gang to town. 

— 2 —— 

As Damon late, within the grove, 
Bemoan'd his too ſucceſsleſs love, 

And eas d (retir'd) his ſecret pain, 
The god of love, who wander'd near, 
Chanc'd his cumplaint to overhear, 

And thus addreſs'd the ſwain : 
Riſe, filly ſhepherd, riſe, (he cry'd; ) 
It ſeems you're eaſily deny'd, 

Becauſe the charming nymph is coy : 
| The tongue may learn to ſpeak with art; 


Conſult it in her eye! 


The ſecrets of her boſom roll, 
Rereal'd, without diſguiſe, to view; 


You only are the favour'd youth, 
And Lydia loves but you! 


No more my altars then upbraid, 

Nor thus invoke my nerd eis aid! 
Since faithful I have done my part: 

Thy own perform with like addreſs, 
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So ſpoke, fincere, the friendly tod. 

When ſtreight along the flow ry road, 
The nymph with largnid beauty mov'd; 
The ſwain with jay the moment feiz'd, 
She heard his tender vows well pleas'd, 

And all his wiſh approv d. 


With grateful pride, and gladſome air, 
To Hymen's ſhrine be led the fair! 

And made the lafting bliſs fecure. 
Let maids no more falſe coldneſs feign, 
Let faithful (wains no more complain, 

But boldly aſk a cure! 


As paſſing by a ſhady grove, 
I heard a linnet fing, 

W boſe ſweetly plaintive voice of love 
Proclaim'd the chearful ſpring. 


His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow 
As if he knew no pain 

His downy threat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 
It echo'd o'er the plain, 


Ah! happy warbler, (I reply'd,) 
Contented thus to be; 


"Tis only hai mony and love 
Can be compar'd to thee. 


Thus perch'd upon the ſpray ye Rand, 
The monarch of the ſhade; 
And even ſip ambroſial ſwects, 

That glow from ry g'ade. 


Did man poſſeſs but half thy bliſs | 
How joyful might he be! 

But man was never fu-m'd for this, 
*Tis oaly joy for thee. 


Then farewel, pretty bird, (I ſaid,) 
Purſue thy plaintive tale, 

And let thy tuteful acceats ſpread 
All o'er the fragrant vale, 


| — 30 ö 
Ar noon, on a ſultry ſummet s day, 
Le brighter lady of the May, 
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Young Cbhloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade, 

Each flender finger play'd it's part 

With ſuch activity and art, 

As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 
He ſaw no anger in her eye; 


| Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 


She would have ſeem'd afraid, 


She let her ivory needle fall, 

| And hurl'd away tie twiſtea ball: 
But ftraight gave Strepbon ſuch a call, 

| As wou'd have rais'd the dead. 


Dear gentle youth, is't none but thee 
With innocence I dare be free: 
By ſo much truth 'and modeſty 

No nymph was e'er betray d. 
Come, lean thy head upon my lap, 
While thy ſweet cheeks I froke and clap, | 
Thou may'ſ{ ſecurely take a nap: 
When be, poor fool! obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard bim ſnore ; 
And found him fa® aſleep all o'er: 

She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 

{ But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such virtue ſhall rewarded be; 


For this thy dull fidelity, 


11 truſt thee with my flocks, not me : 
Purſue thy grazing trade. 


_ | Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy 


And watch all night thy flocks rockeep ; ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd afleep 
By me, miſtaken maid. 


| 


As on a ſummer's day, 

In the green-wood ſhade 1 ly, 
The maid that 1 lov'd, 
As ber fancy mov'd, 


Came walking forth that way. 


And as ſhe paſſed by, | 

ith a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quoth ſhe, 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 
Like a lazy loon for to lie! 


And doſt thou nothing heed 

hat Pan, our god, has decreed 
What a prize to-day | 
Shall be given away 

o the ſweeteſt ſhepherd's reed? 


here's not a fingle ſwain 

Df all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 
Now buſily prepares | 
he bonny boon to gain. 


hall another maiden ſhine 

la brighter array than thine? 
Up, up, dull ſwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 
\nd make the garland mine. 
Alas! my love, I cried, 

nat avails this courtly pride? 
Since thy dear deſert 

Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world beſide? 


o me thou art more gay, 

lc —— ruſſet grey, 

Than the nymph of our | 
So trim and fo ſheen, is 
dr the brighteſt queen of May. 
What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a filken gown ; 
My own dear maid, 

Be content with this ſhade, 
nd a ſhepherd all thy own, 


| — JA — 
Axist ſweet meſſenger of morn, 


With thy mild beams our ſkies adam; 


For long as ſhepherds pipe and play 
And Thie, this, ſhall be a holiday. 5 
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See! morn appears; a roſy hue 
Steales ſoft o'er yonder orient blue; 
Soon let us meet in trim array, 
And frolic out this holiday. 
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| As the plowman homeward goes, 


Plodding to the hamlet bound, 


| Giant-like his ſhadow grows, 


Lengthen'd o'er the level ground. 


The ſteer along the meadow ſtrays 
Now the futrowꝰd taſk is done 
And village windows blaze, 


I Gliſt'ning to the ſetting ſun. 
| Mark him from behind the hill, 


Streak the purple painted ſky : 
Can the pencil's mimic fell 
Copy the refulgent dye? 


Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads 
Round the time-decaying dome 3 
To their high built airy beds, 
See the rooks.returning home | 
As the lark with vary'd tune, 
Carols to the ev*ning loud, 
Mark the mild, reſplendent moon, 
Breaking through a parted cloud! 


Tripping thraugh the ſilken graſs, 


O'er the path-divided dale,, 
See the roſe-compleQiion's laſs 
With the well pois'd milling pail, 
Linnets with unnumber d nates, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 
Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 
Bids the fitting ſun adieu. 


BeneaTH » cooling hade 
| Young S:rephen ſought relief: 


The flow'rs around his head 


Pin'd, conſcious of hin grief. 
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Fond, 
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Fond, fooliſh 3 (ue cry'd) 

I love and yet deſpair ; 
Purſue, tho' ſtill deny'd 

By the cool, cruel fair, 

The courtier aſks a place; 
The ſailor tempts the ſea z 

The miſer begs increaſe ; 
Love only governs me. 

Not honour, wealth, or fame, 
Can like ſoft tranſpocts move: 

On earth dis bliſs ſupreme, 
And he. vn is but to love. 


35 

Brxearn a bower of bloom g May, 

Young Damon all complaining lay, 
Of Cbloe's cold diſdain ; 

In vain the flowers adorn'd the mead, 

Neglected lay his crook and reed; 
His flocks forſake the plain. 


| Whither, he cries, ye happy hours, 

That gaily frolic'd round theſe bowers, 
Ah! whither take your flight? | 

Will Chloe deign no more to hear 

'The ardent vows, the fighs fincere ? 

That gave fo much delight. 


Ye rapt*rous joys, that fir'd my breaſt, 

When by no jealous fear oppreſs'd, 
Of happier rival's claim; 

Where are ye fled ! for ever gone, 
Tho” ardours in my boſom burn; 
My paſſion ſtill the ſame. 


The modeſt bluſh, the down-caft look, 

Whene' er I of my paſſion ſpoke, 
Did ev'ry fear annoy z 

Chearful I tun'd my pipe all day, 


All nature ſmil d with joy. 


Deſpair now only racks my mind, 
My Cbloe now no more is kind, 


But Nights my ardent. vows 3 


My flocks delighted, ſought their play; | 


The ſmiles ſhe once beftow'd on me, 
The vows, that conftant ſhe weuld be, 
On Colin now beſtows, 


Careful I'll hun my fellow ſwains; 

Their youthfu: ſports, their rural games, 
Can yield delight no more: 

Retired to the ſhady grove, 

That has my artleſs tales of love, 

So often echo'd er; 


(But now the ſad reverſe muſt know, 
And only echo to my woe, 

Since Chloe's prov'd untrue;) 

lone I'll ſcek the once-bleſs'd ſhade, 


* | Where arm in arm we oft have ſtray'd, 


Till death my pains ſubdue. 


Blow, ye bleak winds, around my head, 
And ſooth my heart-corroding care, 

Flaſh round my brows, ye lightnings red, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there! 

But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 

Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


May all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind; 
May from her breaſt my vows remove 
And no remembrance leave behind 


| But may the maid, &c. 
[Oh! may I ne'er behold her more, 


For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reft, 


| Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too 


poor 
Too calm the tempeſt in my breaſt! 
But may the maid, GCS. 


| Come, death! O come, thou friendly lleep, 


And with my ſorrows lay me low; 


And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 


Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woe : 
But may ſhe think, where er the be, 


No more of my diſtreſs nor me. 
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Come, thou queen of — air, 
in thy fable: footed car, 

By two mournful turtles drawn 3 

Let me meet thet on yog lawn, 
With decent veſtments uragt around, 
And thy brows with cypreſs bound ! 
Quickly come, thou ſpber dame, 
And thy mufing poet claim. 

Bear me where thou lov'ſt to rove, 
In the deep, dark, ſolemn grove; 
Where on banks of velvet green, 
Peace with ſilence fill is ſeen ; 


And leiſure at. the ſultry noon | 
On flow'ry carpet flings him down, 

There, ſweet queen} Pl fing thy pleaſures 
In enthuſiaſtic meaſures, 

And ſound thy praiſes thro* the vale, 
Reſponſive to the hollow gale ; 

The murm'ring rilla ſhall ſpread it wank, 
And d the wild notes rebound, 


| E — 28 — — 
Con hate thee, my Philte, T pray, 
And let us repair to the grove ; 
Where nightingales, chearful and gay, 
Attuge their ſweat accents of love t 
So ſoft is the ſound af their ſong, 
"Twill ſurely delight you, my fair; 
Then hafte thee, dear charmer, along, 
And ftraight to the grove let's repairs 
For ſomething 1 have to impart, 
That labours quite hard in my breaſt z 
So ardent and flerce is the ſmart, 
It. zoby me. of peace and of reſt: 
love, that fond paſſion, I ſware, 
By all that is honeſt and true; 
Ang thou art the ſures of my care, 
I gh and I languaſh for you. | 
Then come, deareſt Phillis, I pray, 
And eaſe all your Doriland's pain; 
Ah! let him be choarful and gay, 
Nor longer implore you in vain, 
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But let honeſt freedom invite, 
For virtue's the path I purfue; 

And may happineſs ever unite 
With thoſe that are conſtant and true, 


3h —— 


Fi, O goddeſs! fill my breaſt; 
Riſe on brighteſt colours dreſt, 
And with thy image make me bleſt t 


Faireſt of celeftial birth, 


Enliv'ner of the ſans of earth, 


Source of flowing joy and mirth, 
Enraptur'd let me hear the ſong, 
Warbl'd from thy ſyren tongue; 
Painting pleaſure ever young, 
Soul of bliſs! O deign to ſmile; 
Thou can'ft ſable cares beguile, 
And vanquith miſery and toil, 


When diſappointment hovers round, 
When malice vents the poiſon'd ſound, 
Erect thy creſt, and heal my wound. 


"Tis thine, to chear the face of woe, 
| To bid the tears forget to flow, 

And, bluſ'ring adverſe blaſts to blow. 
When ill-requited lovers pour 

Their wailing to the midnight hour, 


| Thy balm is prevalent to cure. 


Tho” Chlae fairer than the fkies, 
With angry frowns ſhould meet our ſ 
Thou canſt inſure us half our prize. 

O come, bright Hate! poſleſs my ſoul; 
For every teign 415. ll controul, 
And animate pt warm the m_ 


Devoid of thee, all teemy with 

Tis thou that giv'ſt to eac — 
In hoary age, and youth's gay bloom. 
With thee on wings ſublime we ſoar, 


To ſeek th* irremeable ſhore ; 
And dare futurity explores | 
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Ve ſhepherds ſo cheat ſul and gay, 
W hoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should Corydon's happen to fray, 
Oh ! call the poor wanderers home, 
Allow me to muſe and to figh, 
Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was ſo waichful as 1 : 
I have left my dear Pbillis behind. 


Now I know what it is, to have ſtrove 
Wich the torture of doubt and defire 3 
What it is, to admire and to love, | 
And to leave her we love and admire, 
Ah! lead forth my flack in the morn, . 
And the damps of each ev*ning repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn : | 

1 have bade my dear Pbillis farewel. 


Since Phi/lix vouchſaf d me a look, 
I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If I Knew of a kid that was mine, 
TJ priz'd every hour that went by, | 
_* Beyond all that had pleas'd me before: 
But now they are paſt, and I figh ; | 
And I grieve that | priz'd em no more. 
But why do. langniſh in vain; 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Whete I fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, | 
The pride of that valley, is flown; 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
I could wander with pleaſure, alone, 
When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
What anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yer I thought, but it might not be ſo, + 


' *T'was with pain that ſhe faw me depart. 


phe gaz d as I flowly withdrew ; 
The path Icould hardly difcern 
Sc ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 


„ 


Soft hope is the relick I bear, 
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The pilgrim that journeys all day, 

To viſit ſome far - diſtant ſhrine, 

If he bear but a relique away, 

Is happy, nor heafd to repine. 

Thus widely remov'd from the tair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 


And my ſolace wherever I go. 
5 a | 


My banks they are furniſh'd with beet, 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep ? 

My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with ſheep, 
1 ſeldom have met with with a loſs, 5 
Such a health do my fountains beſtow; 

My fountains ail border'd with moſs, 

Where the hare-beils and violets grow. 


Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, 

But with tendriis of woodbine is bound; 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 45 
But a ſweet-briat ent wines it around. 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 
More charms than my catile unfold z 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to tear; 
Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 
But I haſted and planted it there, 
Oh ho ſudden the jeffamine ſtrove 
With the lilack to render it gay 
Already it calls for my love, 
To prune the wild branches away. 


| [From the plains, from the woodlands and groves, 


What ſtraims of wild melody flow? 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of roſes that blow: 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall liarmoniquſly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, 


1 


| As may not be fond to tefign. | 


I hall 


1 
f 
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1 have found out s gift for my fair; 


I have found where the wood-pigeons breed : 


But let me that plunder forbear. 
She will fay *'twas a barbarous deed :; 

For te ne'er could be true ſhe ayerr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

And I lov'd ber the more, when I heard 
Such tenderneſs falls from her tongue, 


I have beard her with ſweetneſs unfold 


How that pity was due to a dove; 
That it ever attended the bold, 
And the call'd it the ſiſter of love: 
But her wards ſuch a plezſme convey, 
So much her ſweet accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever the ſay, 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd when her Corydon ſighs! 


Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 


Theſe plains and this valley ceſpiſe? 
Dear regions of filence and thade ! 

Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe ! 
Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray d, 

If ought, in her avſence, could pleaſe. 


But where does my Pbillida ſtray? h 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhephei ds as gentle as ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


Way will you my paſſion reprove ? 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 2 

Ere | thew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien the enamours the brave; 
With her wit ſhe engages the free ; 

With her modeſty pleaſes the brave; 
She is er way pleafing to me. 
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you that have been of her train, 

Come and join in my amocous lays; 

I could lay down my life for the ſwain 
That will fing but a ſong in her praiſe. 


Come trooping, and liften the while; 


Nay on him let not Phillida frown; 


But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 
| Any favour with Phillis to find, 

O bow, with one trivial glance, 

Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind! 

In ringlets ſhe dteſſes his hair, 

And his crook is beſtudded around; 
And his pipe—oh may Phillis beware 

Of a magic there is in the ſound. 


'Tis his in mock paſſion to glow ; 
"Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold: 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain, 
1 Repineat her triumphs, and die. 


To the grove or the garden he ftrays, 
And pillages every ſweet; 

| Then, ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 

| He throws it at Pbillis's feet. 

O Phillis, he whiſpers, more fair, 

More ſweet than the jeſſamin's flow'r ! 

What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 

What is eglaatine, after a ſhow'r ? 


Then the lily no longer js white; 
Then the roſe is depti v'd of its bloom; 
Then the violets die with deſpite, 


Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 
Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, 

| Were not Phillis to lend it an car, 


When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town 


And the woodbines give up their perfume. 
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Let his crook be with byzcinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe ; 

Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 

Zo they ſhine not in Pbillis eyes. 

The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ſtranger to Paridel'i tongue; 

Vet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the fong, 
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E ſhepherds give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep : 
They Fave nothing to do, but to fray; 
| TI have nothing to do, but to weep. . 
Yet do not my folly reprove; 
She was fair and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmi!'s, zng I could not but love; 
She is faithleſe, 2nd I am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 
Perhaps is was plain to foreiee, : 
That 2 nymph fo compleat would be ſought, 
By a ſwain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love ev'ry hope can inſpire : 
Jt baniſhes wiſdom the while; 
And the lip of the zxmph we admize 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaton inſtruct you to ſhun 

What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 

Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of a higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain | 

How fair and how fickle they be. 


Alas ! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes? 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that ondid my repoſe, 
Yet time may diminiſh the pain : 
The flower, the ſhrub, the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
Jn time may have comfort for me, 
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The ſweets of a dew- ſprinled raſe, 

The ſaund of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſblitude flows, 
 Henceforth ſhalt be Corydon's theme, 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are not to find them our own 5 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 

As I with my Pbillis had known, 


O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace 
To your deepeſt receſſes | fly; 
I would hide with the beafts of the chace 
I would vaniſh from every eye. 
Vet my reed ſhall reſdund thro” the grove 
With the iame fad complaint it begun; 
How he ſmil'd, and I coula not but love; 
Was faithleſs, and l am undone ! 
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Tur weſtern ſky was purpled Oer 
With every pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving telt no more 
The ſultry heat of day; 


| When from a hazel's artleſs bower 


Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſt the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung, 
Les fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 
Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove : 


But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair E ham s dale: 


And every bleſſing find its way 


To Nazcy of the vale, 


| Toa from Avond's bank, the maid 


Diffus'd her lovely beams; 
And every ning pens dilplay'd 
The Niaiad of the ſteame, 


Soft as the wild duck's tender young, ng 
That float on Awon's tide; E 


_ as the water lil prung 


Freſh 
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| Freſh as the bordering flowers, her bloom, 


Her eye all mild to view; 


The little haleyon's azure plume 


Was never half ſo blue. 


Her ſh ape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ftrait, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, ber bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were 


Far in the winding yale retir'd 
This peerleſs bud I found, 
And ſhadowing rocks and woods eonſpir 4 
To fence her beauties round, 
That nature in ſo lone dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet! 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring teet ! 


Gay lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry d, 
As I will prove to mine. 


Tis Strephen on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right gogd will; 


To him 1 gave my plighted vow, 


With him I'll climb the hill. 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth 


| claſp'd the conſtant fair 
To her alone | give my youth, 
And vow my, future care. 


| And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 


Or I theſe eharms forego, 
'The fire: m that faw our tender love, 
Thar ſtream ſhall ceafe to flow, 
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Con E, ſhepherds, we'll tollow the , 
And ſee our lov'd Corydon laid: 
Tho forrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Vet let the fad tribuie be paid, 


They cali'd him the pride of the plain: 


In truth, bg was gentle and kind; 
He mark'a in his elegant ſtrain, 


The graces that * in his mind, 


| 
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On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 
That birds in the covert might dwell ; 
He cultur'd the thyme for the bees, 
But never. would rifle their cell. 
Ye lamblcins that play'd at his feet, 
Go bleat, and your maſter bemoan : 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 
His manners as mild as your on. 


No verdure ſha'l cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 


| The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail, 


And winter diſcolour the year, 
No birds in our hedges ſhall fing, 

(Our hedges ſo vocal before) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the ſpring, 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more. 
His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 

And poets came round in a throng 
They liſten'd, and envy'd his lays, 

But which of them equal'd his ſong? 


Ve 1 N hence forward be mute, 


For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; 
So give me my Corydon's flute, 
And thus—let me break it in twain. 


— 6 
Tur virgin when ſoſten'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows, 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 
And poplars embrace with their boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above; 
We ſhephefds who dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love. 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the pine. 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine 2 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 
That borders the vernal alcove ; 


rn downwards to kiſs the ſoft tide, 


For May is the mother of love. fa 
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tinges the butterfly's wing, | | 
e flutters in bridut array; | 

If the lark and the linnet now fing, 
Their mutic is taught them by May: 
The ftock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, | | 
That May is the mother of love, 


The goddeſs wil! viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſpertive and gay; | | 

Get your pipes, oh ! ye ſhepherds, in tune, | 
For muſic mu welcome the day: 

Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove; 

Let him tell a ſoft tale, and hel! find, 
That May ie the mother of love. 


13 Nr 
OR ſafety, my flocks, ſeek the plain, 
Shun the woods, leit the wolf ſhould purſue, 

I think of nought but Ce/emenc, 

I cannot gize one thaught to you. 
Ab me! ſo extremes my deſpair, 

My charge I no longer can keep; 
Of myſelf I cannot take care, 

How can I take care of my ſheep ? 


Secure, thaugh you range oer the green, 
No refuge I find from my pain; 

The cruel, unkind Celanexe 
Purſues me throughout with diſdain. 


* 


r 


O'ex moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and 
As wilder'd and wearied I roam, [ dare, 
| A gentle young ſhepberdeſs ſees my deſpair, 


I told my ſoft wi ſhe ſweetly reply's, 
(Ye virgins, her chaice was divine) 
I've rich ones rejected and great ones dend, 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& fo meek, 

So fimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 

I kiſs'd the ripe roſes that glow's on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 

Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks, by the ſtream. 
Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 

Her image {till ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the ſlaw riſing bills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, | 


Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſtils, 


And mark out new themes for my muſe. 


To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 


The damfſel's of humble defcent ; 

The cattager Peace is well known for ber fire, 

And ſhepherds have nam'd her Content. 
DesPairING befide à clear fiream 

A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 


And whilſt a falſe nymph was bis theme, 


A willow ſupported his head : 


| The wind, that blew over the plain, 


To his fighs with a figh- did reply 3 


| And the brook, in return to his pain, 


Ran mournfully murmuring by. 
Alas! filly ſwain that I was, 

Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd; 
When firſt I behald that fair face, 
"T were better by far I had dy'd : 


And leads meo'er lawns to my home: crown d, She talk d, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 


Yellow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the floor; 


Her caſement ſweet wood bines crept wantonly round 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 


We fat ourſelves down to a cooling 
Freſh fruits, and ſhe eull'd me the bef, 
Whilſt throws off m guard by fome 


When ſhe ſmii'd, twas a ple aſure too great; 
I liften'd, and cry'd, when ſhe ſnng, 

Was nightingale ever ſo {weet } 
How fooliſh was I to believe 8 
| She could doat on fo lowly a clown 

Or that her fond heart weuld not grieve 


Love 0: y ſtole into my breaſt, 


e town ! 


To 
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To think that a beauty ſo-gay 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 

To be clad fike our maidens ia grey, 
Or live in a cottage on love! 


What tho” I have ſkill to complain, 


Tho” the muſes my temples have crown'd? 


What tho' when they hear my ſoft ſtrain, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 

Ah Colin ! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 

Thy tair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe mufic is ſweeter than thine. 


And you, my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, fprbear, 
For bear ti accuſe the falſe maid: 
Tho' through the wide world J ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
'Twas hers to be falfe and to change, 
'Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


If, whilſt my hard fate I ſuſtain, 
In her breaſt and pity is found, 


Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 


And ſee me laid low in the ground ; 
The laſt humble boon that I crave, 

Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew ; 
And when ſhe looks down on the grave, 

Let her own that her ſhepherd was true, 


Then to her new love let her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at e ery fine ſhow, 
And frolic it all the long day : 
Whilſt Colin, torgotten and gone, 
Nu more ſhall be he ard of or ſeen, 
nleſs when beneath the pale moon 
His ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 
Q 
D 4aPHNIS ſtood penfive in the ſhade, 
- With arms acroſs, and head reclin d; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruel maid, 
And ſighs reliev*d his love-fick mind: 
bs twacful pipe all broken lay, | 
voles, fighs, and actions ſeem'd to ſay, 
My Cbiee 18 unkind, 


— - the 
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Pas rok AL Sox os. 


Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linners, ceaſe your firains; 


| 1 faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 


My Chloe's voice that wakes my pains ; 
Yet why ſhould you yaur ſong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſong to hear, 

But Chloe mine diſdains, 


As thus he melancholy ſtood. 

Dejected as the lonely dove, 
Sweet ſounds broke geatly through the wood, 
| I feel the ſound ; my heart-ttrings move : 
Twas not the nightingale that ſung ; 
| No, tis my Chloe ſweeter tongue, 
Hark, hark, what ſays my love! 
How fooliſh is the nymph, ſhe cries, 
W ho trifles with her lover's pain ! 
Nature till ſpeaks in waman's eyes, 
Our artful lips were made to feign. 
O Dapbnis, Dapbnis, twas my pride, 
"Twas not my heart thy love deny d, 
Come back, dear youth, again. 


As t'other day my hand he ſeiz d, 

My blood with thrilling motion flew; 

Suddeg I put on looks diſpleas'd, 
And hafty from his hold withdrew. 

Tas fear alone; thau ſimple ſwain, 

Then had'ſt thou preſt my hand again, 
My heart had yielded too ! 


Lis true, thy tuneful reed I blam'd, 


2 — 
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| | That ſwell'd thy lip aad roſy cheek; 


| Think not thy ſkill in long defam'd, 
} That lip ſhould other ple ſures ſeek ; 
Much, much thy muſic I approve ; 

| Yet break thy pipe, for mare I love, 
i uch more io hear ihee ſpeak, 


| My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 


| DQDapbnis | fear is ever gone; 


Lit night with De/ia's dog he play'd, 
Lore, by ſuch trifle; firſt comes ou. 
| N wa now, dear ſhepherd, come away, 

| Mytongue would now = heart obey, 
| Ah Coloe, thou art WON | 
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The youth ſtepn'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay; 
Shame ſudden lizbten'd in ber lace, 
Confus d, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
At laſt in broken words, ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow you ia vain had try d, 
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ALEXIS tunn's bis fellow ſwains, 
Thei! rural ſports and jocund ſtrains; 

Heaven ſhield us all from Cupid's bow 1 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wandering thro' the lonely racks, | 
He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame, 
The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his concern with heirs, 
He gave them back theic friendly tears, 
He ugh'd, but could not ſpeak. 


Clerinda came amor gſt the reſt, 

And ſhe too kind concern expreſt 
And aſk'dthe reaſon of his woe; 

She aſk'd, but with an air and mien 

1 hat made it eafily foreſeen 

She feat d too much to know. - 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardou me, he ſaid, 

While I the crue? truth reveal? 
Which nothing trum my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your car, 
ut that you bid me tell. 


"Tis thus I cove, tie thus complain, 

Since you appear'd upon the plain, 

- You are the cauſe of all my care; 
Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart, 
Ten thuuſand torMenty ver my _ 

I love and I deſpair.” 
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Too much Alexis have I heard, 


|" Tis what I thought. tis what 1 fear d, 


And yet I pardon you, ſhecry'd ; 


| [But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 


To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain; 
de bow's, _ 'd, and dy'd. | 
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Said on he banks by the fAream 
I've pip'd for the ſhepherds too long: 
h grant me. ye muſes, a theme, 
Where Flory may brighten my ſong ! 
But Pan bids me ſtick to my ſtrain, 
Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe 3 
Ambition befits not a ſwain, 

And Phillis loves paſtoral verſe, 


The roſe, tho” a beautiful red, 

| Looks faded to Phillis's bloom; 

And the breeze from the bean-flower bed 
To her breath's but a feeble perfume : 
The dew drop fo limpid and gay, 

That loole on the violet lies, 

Tho? brighten'd by Phabus's ray, 
Waats luſtre, compar'd to her eyes, 


A lily 1 pluck'd in full pride 
Its fairneſs with her's to compare; 


And fooliſhly thought (till I cry'd) 


The flow'ret was equally fair. 

How, Corydon, could you miſtake? 
Your fault be with ſorrow conteſt; 
You ſaid the white ſwans on the lake 
For ſoftneſs might rival ber breaſt. 


While thus I went on in her praiſe, 

| My Pbillis paſs'd ſportive along: 

Ye poets, | covet no bays, | 
She fmil'd—a reward for my ſong ! 


| [ find the god Pan's in the right, 
No fame's like the fair one's OT) 
And 5 muſt crown with delight 
The thepherd * in his cauſe. 


* 
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| | Gy rn ] Fair quiet here I find, 

FAREWEL, ye love-enchantiag ſhades, This ioothes my thoughtful mind; 
And ev'ry vernal grove; I thank thee, gentle ſtream. 

Adieu, ye moſſy woods and glades, 


Your paths no more I rove! Hen ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove, | 
No orient bluſhes now ariſe, 


To hide from the heat of the day; 

To tinge the ſpangled dawn; | And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
No ſoaring pinions reach the ſkies, Among the ſweet violets lay 

To hail the infant dawn. A 8 it 15 had — ſtole from it's 
The ſhepherd now his crook forſakes, FF 

His pipes and fleecy care; 
No mattins warble from the brakes, - 

Or rend the gloomy air, 


277 


6 — — 


adam, 
That Corydon might, as * ſearch d for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro' the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps 


: 2 N He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurprize; 
Fair Phils, hear the direful truth, Ye gods, if ſokilling, he cry d, while ſhe ſleeps, 
To natures laws attend; I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes; 
Triumph not o'er thy gen'rous youth, _ To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
Or mourn the fatal end. I'll homeward my lambkin to trace. 
Depend not on thy fading charms, But in vain honeſt Corydon ftrove to depart, 
Or their united pow'r ; For love held him faſt to the place. 
Reſign them to Amintor's arms, | Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you kee 
And blefs the happy hour. | I chink 2 — rey on the ſpray : wy * 
Then ſhall life's ſpring glide on ſerene, Don't you ſee, fooliſh lark, that the chat mer's aſleep, 
Nor ruffling tempeſts reign; | You ll wake her as ſure as tie day. 
So ſhall you prove tove's happy queen, | How dare thit fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid 5 
And bleſs a faithful ſwain. | Her cheeks he miſtakes for the roſe: 
64 | I'd put him to death, if 1 was not afraid 
Frow, murm' ring river, flow; My boldneſs would break her repcſe. 
Whild on thy Wm grow | Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Gay Flora's richeſt pride: a = Kind ſhepherd, ſaic the, you miſtake ; 
And ſince thy bounty teeds I laid myſelf down tor to reſt me awhile, 
The neighb'ring verdant meads, But truſt me [I've long been awake, 
In ceaſcleſs trinklings glide, | The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
Upon the whiſp'ring ſtream, | He plac'd h'mſelf down by her fide; 
May faithful lovers dream, | And mavag'd the matter, 1 cannot tell how, 
Whilſt ſings the humming-bee + But yeiterday made her his bride, 
Or let th' impafſion'd ſwain es BG Oe gs 
Moſt ſweetly there complain, : Halt, young ipring, the earth adorning, 
Or pipe in tuneful glee. Drive old winter far away; 
Upon thy banks I'll tray, | [Call the roſy- -figger' d morning, 
WEL To lull my cares away, Deck the ſun in radiance gays 
There ſhun the noontide beam: Bb 


Flora, 
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Floru bring thy ſweeteſt treaſure; 
Zephyrs, waft thy ſofieſt gale; 
Chant, ye birds, the ſong of pleaſure z 
Echo, tell it thro' the vale, 


Leafleſs, tuneleſs, unendearing, 
Mourn'd the long-deſerted grove ; 

But, ſweet ſpring, at thy appearing, 
All is harmony and love. 


67 
How ſweet the treſlring gales of * 
Each bluſhing morn how gay! 
The tuneful lark begins to ſing, 
As ſoon as dawn of day. 


Then next Aurora's goiden ray 
Comes glancing o'er the plains 

'To hail the warblers plaintive lay, 
And rouze the fturdy ſwains; 


Who fiom their cots to toil. repair, 
Regardleſs of ali ſtrife; 

Unknowing, and unknown to care, 
Is ſure the ſhepherds life. 


__ He toils, he carvls. a: the day; 


At eve, then hume he bends; 
Charm'd with the bircs on any ſprayy 
As to his cott-ge tongs, 


His cottage teems with infants dear, 
That's u hoe ſome, clean, ann neat ; 

Hi: wife---his bed—his 3!! is there, 

To make his joys c:mpicat, 

With theſe he his a welcome gueſt, 
Fo havpy and ſo ges; 

Til cuilight points the hour of reft, 
They ben it's call bey. 
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H AIL, thu ſonrce of oven div. ne! 
Awe'ul (olnude be mine: 
Let me, from the worl'! ſec! uded, 
By no glim'ring jo3s denied, 
'Earth1\ pleaſures al; deſpiſe, 


Hop:ng tor eternal joys. 


Let me wander 0'er the plaing, 
Where perpetual fi'ence reigns 
Whilſt I, at the c oſe of even, 


| View the blue beſpangi'd heav'n ; 


Let me then my God adore, 
Mark his works, and own his pow're 


When the bluſhing morn has ſpread - 
Dewy fragrance o'er the mead 
When the newly-riſen fun 

Has his daily taſk. begun, 

Teach me then, in tuneful lays, 

To chant my great Creator's preiſa. 


When my peaceful life is ſpent, 

Free from care and diſccntent, 

Let me, O my God ! when thou 
Call'ſt me from this world below, 
With hope of heav'nly pleaſures bleſt, 
In gentle ſlumbers tink to reſt. 

6 
Have ye ſeen the m 9 ky, 


| When the dawn prevails on high, 


When, anon, ſome purple ray, 

G ves a ſample of the day; 
When, anon, the lark on wing, 
Strives to ſour, and ſtrains to fing? 


Have ye ſcen th' ethereal blue, 
Ge..tiy ſheddirg fr ver dew, 

Spangling o'er the ſilent green, 

Wh le the nightingale, unſeen, 

fo the moon and ſtars full bright, 

| Lo.eſome chants the hymn of night ? 


Have ve ſeen the broider'd May, 
A'l her ſcented blooms d1|p!lay, 
Breezes opening every hour. 
This and that expecting flower, 


Wu le he mingling buds prolong, 


1 From each boſh, the ver nal long > 


Have ye leenthe damaſk roſe 
Her untully'd biuſh quſcloſe; 
Or the biy's cewy bell, 

| in her giviſy white excel; 


1 


Or « garden vary'd o'er 
With a thouſand glories more ? 
By the beauties theſe diſplay, 
Morning, evening, night, or day; 
By the wleaſures theſe excite, 
E.dlefs ſources of delight! 
Judge by them the joys I find, 

ir ce my Roſalind was kind; 
Since ſhe did herſelf refign 
To my vows, for ever mine. 


H ark! the birds begin their lay, 
Flowrets deck the robe of May : 
See the little lamblæins bound, 
Playful, o'er the clover-ground ; ; 
While the heife's ſportive low 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwains advance 
O'er the lawn in per ſect dance; 
Garlands from the hawthorn bouah 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow; 
While the laſſes, in arrav, 

Wait upon the queen of May. 
Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 

„ Uirth that never we'rs a frown, 
Hralth with ſweetneſs all her own; 
Labour puts on pleaſure's ſmile, 

Aad pale care forgets his toil. 


Ah! what pleaſures ſhepherds know! 1 

Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow; 

Love improves each happy hour, 

Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. 

Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 

 Happinels is innocence. 
— 71 

Iaxrak the lovely, the joy of the plain, 

By Jobis was lov'd, and lov'd Tphis again; 

She liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair; 

Their pleaſure was equal, and equal their care; 

No time or enjoyment their dotage withdrew, 
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Some envy'd the nymph; but moreenvy 'd the ſwain. 
dome ſwore twou d be pity their loves to invade z 


| Thar the lovers alone for each other were made: 


Bur all, all conſented that none ever knew 


[A nymph yet ſo kind, or a ſhepherdſo true. 


Love ſaw them with pl-aſure, and vow'd-to take care 
Of the faithful the teoder, the innoeent pair: 
What either did ant he bid either to move; 

gut they wanted nothing but ever to love: [do, 
Said 'twas all that to pleaſe hem his god-head could 


hat they ſtill might be kind, and {i1] might be true, 


— ——— — — 
[UMORTAL powers, convey me where 
No tumeltuous throngs appear; 

Far from flatt'rv, far from care, 


Let me breathe the rural air, 


Bear me to ſome ſhady grove, 
Bleſt retreat of peace and love; 
Where, ſ-cure, the warbling choir 
From the buſy world retire, 


Where natuhe's beauties deck the ground, 
Thouſand beauteous flowers abound z 
Still, to make the ſcene more fair, 

Ler lovely Delia meet me there, 


Delia's preſence will improve 
The Yernal beauty of the grove; 
Giveeach flower a pleaſing dye, 


| Brighter azure to the ſky. 


Venus, to complete my joy, 


| Hither ſens thy ſportive boy 3 


And, in this propitious hour, 
Let my Delia down his power, 


Roſeate health, fair peace, pay pleaſure, 
Happineſs, and balmy leiſure ; 

When my Delia's heart poſſeſſing, 

Ever beſt, and ever b'effing. 


73 
Ix the harn the tenant cock, 


Cloſe to parilet perch d on high, 


But the longer they liv'd all the foader they you N 


B d 2 


Briſkly 
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Briſk'y crows the ſhepherd's clock! 
And proclaims the morning nigh. 


Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows nurs'd by night retire 3 

And the peeping ſun- besm, now, 
Paints with gold the village ſpire, 


Philome! forſakes the thorn, 
Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 
And the lark, to meet the morn, 
Soars beyond the ſhepherd's fight, 


From the clay-built cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring; 

Darting through the one arch'd bridge, 
Quick ſhe dips her dappled wing, 

Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
See the ſilver ſtream diſtil 

Sweet refreſhment for the flock, 
When tis ſun-drove from the hill. 


Plowmen for the promis'd corn, 
Ripening o'er the banks of Tveed, 

Anxious hear the huntſman's horn, 
Soften's by the ſhepherd's reed. 


Sweet, oh |! (weet, the warbling bent, 
On the white embloſſom d ſpray ! 
All in muſic, mirth and ſong, 
At the jocund dawn of day. 


Ler letter'd bards ſing lotty ſtrains, 

Ot Pindus mount, of Latian plains ; 

I moſt delight, at rifing day, 

Along the Kentiſh lawns to ftray 3 

| There, whilſt the birds are wrapt in tune, 
To breathe the ſweets of roſy June. 


Or far about the hills to trace, 

And ſing my country's fertile face; 
Her p ppin- trees in ſilver bloom, 
Her curling hops, her golden broom; 
Of ſhelter, where at ſultry noon 


The ruſtic ſhuns the heat of Fune, 


| 


Of ample orchards, haleſome fireame, The 
Where fiſhes ſport in ſunny beams; | ; 
Of diſtant meads, where flocks are ſeen, Wh 
Like argent ſpots on pureſt green, 

Where (while he crops the vernal boon). Adi 
The mower fings of roſy June. 

To fing of clover's purple dye, For 


Grateful to the wond'ring eye; 
Of pea-blown vallies, wheat-clad fields, 


Brighter ſcenes than Tempe yields, Le 
Ah! how gay, by midnight moon, U 
Are ſcenes like theſe in roſy June. | BB Pha 
And ſtill to fing, in Doric trains, D 
Of low-roof'd cots, where quiet reigns j | Now 
Of ruſtic lads, by honour fram'd, C! 
Of ſylvan maids, for beauty fam'd, Far 
Whoſe loves will never cloy ſo ſoon, Sc 
But ever Jaſt as freſh as June. Floc 
| oc 

And (more than many a realm can boaſt) H 
To ſing our ſea girt happy coaſt, ' Whi 
| Where, big with commerce, ev'ry tide | Fe 
The fleets of diſtant nations glide. Birds 
To themes like theſe my flute I tune, 3 
Whilſt roſes deck the month of June. FO 4 

| — — 7 f 
| LasT Mid ſummer morn, _ Iſtray'd thro' the gro * 
| Young Dolly I met by the way; Some 
I told her, her charms had ſubdu'd me with love, O. 
And caus'd her awhile for to ſtay, For t 
Silly Damon, the cry'd, what would you be at? I. Sit 
Your fooling give over, I pray; Now 

For all your fond wooing, your cooing and chat, U; 
| No longer ſhall make me delay, Win! 
| Then I preſs'd her hand cloſe, ſaying, can you den Lo 
A favour ſo trifling as this? Lo! 

But ſtill the rejected, and cry'd out, O fye! Cl, 
When I eagerly ſtole a ſweet kiſs, Whe 

With rapture I gaz'd on her delicate charms, Ti 

(For I could not reſiſt i it, [ vow) Ah! 
Then claſping her lovingly in my fond arms, M. 
| Said ſhe, I muſt go to my cow. Whit 


Till come to a cool river's fide, 


Where we tarry'd awhile, till I gain'd her conſent 


For ever to be my true bride. 


Adieu, then. ye troubles and plagnes of this life, 


With Dolly I ſure ſhall be bleft ; 


For when that kind 8 rovidence makes her my wife| 


W-Il lull all our cares into reſt. 


Lo: what dreary, dark ſome morning, 
Uſhers in the rifing day; 

Phebus, from the weſt returning, 
Dimly gleamsa trembling ray. 


Now no more the lark, high-ſoaring, 
Chaunts her ſweetly-thrilling train 5 ; 
Far away the haſtes, exploring 
Some more hoſpitable plain. 


Flocks of ſparrows, pertly hopping, 
Here and there collect 8 grain; 
While the ſweet domeſfic robin, 
For the city quits the plain. 
Birds of ev'ry ſong and pinion, 
Own ftern winter's rigid reign 3 
And for ſummer's ſoft dominion 
Silent 6g, but ſigh in vain, 
Some in penſi ve notes repining, 
On the ſnow- emboſſed ſpray, 
For their abſent partners pining, 
Sigh their little lives away. 
Now no more is heard reſounding, 
Up yon cliff, the buſy mill; 


Winter's trigid arms ſurrounding, 
Lock the 1weetly-tiakling rill. 


Lo! how all our ſcenes of pleaſure, 
Cloth's in ſpotleſs liveries lie, 


—— 


Where nymphs and ſwains, in frolick meaſure, 


Tript and ſung ſo merrily. 


Ah! how oft, at eve, reſounding 
Myfick ſtole from yonder hill, 


Which (fickly fogs and mifts ſurrounding) 


Now breeds ange and vapours chill. 


| 
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Then away o'er the plain together we went, 


Zut hark l in yonder vale, gay moving, 
Breathes the far-reſounding horn; 

Whilit the jovial ſportſmen roviog, 
Hail, with ſhouts, the riſing morn. 

No more the feſtive train 1. join: 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu! 

For What, alas! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimęs or delights to do! 
Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 

But I am all defpair and love. 


Ah, well a day! how chang'd am I! 
When late I ſeiz d the rural reed, 


So ſoft my ftraias, the herds hard by 


Scood gazing, and forgot to feedz 
But now my ftcains no longer move, 


They're diſcord all, deſpair, and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the les; 


| No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn'd they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds moura to ſee them rove; 


They aſk the cauſe, ] anſwer love. 


Neglected love firſt tauyht my eyes 
With tears of anguith to ole: flow; 


Love has occahon'd ali my ſmart, 


—— — ů 8 — 


| Now gilded grovcs, with verdure clad, 
Reflect bright Phoebus golden beams, 


While his ce eftial pglorics flame 
Down the tranſlucent fiiver fireams, 
Lo! as Aurora onward moves, 


His fleecy flocks the thepherd ſwain 


Drives from their fold in jovial glee, 


And whitens all the verdant plain. 
In yonder gay, ename.'d mead, 


Then tow'ring up the azure beight, 


| 


Bbz 


— —— 


'Tis that which fill'e my breaſt with ſighs, 
| And run'd my pipe to notes of woe; 


Diſpers d my flock, and broke my heart, 


The ſterling plumes his zolden wings, 


He mounts ſub:im.e. and ſoaring ſings, 


Nymph 


* 


' Nymph of the wave, ſweet Na;ad hear, 
While thy clear water's bank along, 

With careleis fteps I pleafing ſtray, 
And warble forth my youthful ſong, 
Here could I ever, ever rove, 

And quit the world's contentious ſcene ; 
What joy, with innocence and truth, 

To wrap me in your charming green ! 
But fate and tortune, adverſe, call, 

And ſnatch me to the buſy throng ; 
Adieu, then! rural ſweets adieu! 

And ceaſe, thou dear, deluding ſong. 


Now the woodland choirs ſing, 

Beauiy takes her radient ſphere, 
Love adorns the imiling ſpring, 

Love and beauty gild the year: 
Seize the minutes as they fly, 

Jocund hours and ſeſtive ound; 
Innocence, with virgin eye, 

Comes with rural chaplets crown'd, 


Awfol virtue keeps her ſtate 

In the cot, or on the throne 3 
Liberty enjoys her mate, 

As fair honour holds the zone: 

Love and beauty, on the wing, 

Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 
Poet, hero, ſage, and king, a 

At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. 


Where ſhould honour love to dwell, 
But in freedom's happy ifle ? 
Virtue here enjoys a cell 
More than in a tyrant's ſmile 2 
| Where ſhould beauty fix her reign, 
But on love that pow'r defies ? 
Innocence ſhall crown the ſcene 
Where ambition droops and dies. 


—ů—ů— 
SEE Neri/ja, the young aud the fair, 
Far away from her Corylas flies, 
Though thc Zephyrs float ſoft on the sir, 
And mild lealons illumine the Kies: 
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To the haunts of the great ones ſhe ſtrays; 


- 


She deſpiſes our meads and our flow'rs ; 


She will liſten no more to our lays; 
| She has left the ſweet ſhade of our bow'rs, 


Yet at eve have the nymphs of the plains 
Oft join'd our gay dances among, 
And the Dryads, in murmyring ſtrains, 


E'en Pan muſt have own'd that our verſe 
Had exceeded the chief of the grove; 


Een with Pan might we dare to rehearſe, 


When the theme was Neriſſa and love, 
But alas! till the fair one return, 

No ſoft muſic ſhall glad the dull ſcene ; 
The nymphs and the Dryads ſhall mourn, 

For their goddeſs has quitted the green. 
But ſad Corylas chief ſhall complain, 

By the lark, by the thruſh on the ſpray, 


Shall invoke the dear goddeſs again, 


W hoſe preſence enlivens the May. 


+ > 
On ev"ry hill, in ev'ry grove, . 
Along the margin of each ſtream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme: 


But Damon there I ſeck in vain, 


Now to the moſſy cave I fly, | 

| Where to my cave I oft have ſung, 

Well pleas'd the brow ſiag goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the airy ſteep they hung; 

The molly cave, the goats remain, p 

But Damon there I feck in vain, 


i 


Now thro' the rambling vale I paſs, 
[ weep, and kiſs the bended grafs, 


The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 
But Danion there | ſeek in vain, 


- 


Through the woodlands have echo'd our ſongs 


The hi!ls, the groves, the ffreams remain; 


And ſigh to ſee the well-known ſhade 


Where love and Damon fondly play d: 


From kill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountaina, pleate no mo 


ge 


Each flow'r in pity qroops its head, 

All naturg does my loſs deplore : | 
All, ali reproach the faithleſs ſwain, | 
Yet Damen ftill I ſeek in vain, 


— — 2 


To ſheepſhear, my boys! pipe and tabor ſtrike up ! 
Let's loſe not a moment, but put round the cup! 
Our wood is all hous'd, and our toil now is o'er; 
Our barn is well ſtock'd, & we'll dance on the floor. 
Come, neighbours ! with hearty & with voices in tune 
No time's like our feſtival ſheepſhear in June; 
For only with daylight our frolick ſtall ceaſe : 
Here's liquor and mirth l and ſucceſs to the fleece 
| A 1 
Tux laſs of Pattie's mill, 
So bonny, blythe, and gay, 
Ja ſpite of all my ſſcill | 
Hath ſtole my heart away: 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare - headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 
Her arms white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their daun, 
To age it would give youth 
Io preſs them with his haund: 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaly of bliſs, 
Whea 1 tuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kits, 
Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs that grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 6 
Whene er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd : 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
1 wilk' ber for my bride, 
Oh! had I all the wealth | 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur's long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will 


„* 
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| 
IA Swain of love deſpairings 


That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of Pattie's mill, 
Should ſharethe _ with me; 
+ 
Ye nymphs of the plain who once ſaw me ſo gay, 
You aſk. why in ſorrow I ſpend the whole day: 
'Tis love, cruel love, that my peace did betray: 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 
The bloom which once grac'd, has deſerted this cheek 
My eyes no more ſparkle, my tongue can ſcarce ſpeaks 
My heart too ſo flutters, I fear it will break : 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 


Ve lovers ſo true, that attead on my bier, | 

And think that my fortune has prov'd too ſevere; 

Ah ! curb not the figh, nor refuſe the kind tear; 
Then ftrew all the olace round with willow. 

Erect me a tomb, and engrave on its fide, 

„Here lies a poor maiden, whoſe love was d&ay*d; 


„She ſtrove to endure it, but could not, and dy'd * 


Then ſhade it with cypreſs and willow, 


— — 


Thus wail'd his cruel fate, 
His grief the ſhepherds ſharing, 
In circles round him ſat: 


| The nymphs in kind compaſſion, 


The luckleſs lover mourn'd; 
All who had felt love's paſſioa 
A ſigh for ſigh :eturn'd, 


O friends! your plaints give over, 


Your kind concern forbear, 

Should Chloe but diſcover 

For me you've ſhed a tear, 1 

Her eyes ſhe arm'd with vengeance, 
Your friendſhip ſoon ſubdue z 

Too late you'd aſk forgiveneſs, 

And for her mercy ſue, 


Her charms ſuch force ciſcover, 
Reſiſtance is in vain, 

Spight of yourſelf you'd love her, 
And hug the galling chain: 

Her wit the flame increaſes, 


Te promiſe and fulfil, | 


And rivets faſt the dart 
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She has ten thanſard graces, 
And each would gain a hearts 


But, oh! one more deſerving 
Has thaw'd ber frc zen breaſt, 
Fer heart for bim prelerving, 
Ske'scold to all the reſt: 
Their love with joy abourding, 
The thought diſtracts my brain. 
O cruel maid ! then ſwooning, 
He fell vpon the plain, 


is —ů— 
ä Hark ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the n 
Come Lucy, it cries, come away, 
The grave of thy Calin has room 
To reſt thee heſide his cold clay. 

; I come, my dear ſhepherd, I come; 
Te friends and companions adieu; 

I be de to y Colin's dark home, 
To die in his boſom ſo true. 


All mournful the midnight hell rung 
When Lucy, ſad Lucy aroſe, 

And forth to the green turf ſhe ſprung, 
Where Cotin's pale aſhes repoſe: 

All wet with the right's chilling dew, 
Her boſum embrac'd the cold gi ound, 

While formy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd all around, 


How lor g. my lov'd Colin, the cry'd, 
How long muſt thy Lacy conglnie? ? 
How long ſhall the grave my love h:de ? 
How lone e er it join us again? 
For thee thy fond .hepberdeis he'd, 
Wich thee o'er the werld wonld "he fly, 
For thee ſhe had ſorraw'd and gt iev'd, 
For thee, would ſhe lie down and die. 


Alas ! what avails it how dear 
Thy Lucy was ence to her ſwain; 
Her lace like the | ly ſo fair, 
Ard eye that give light to the plain, 
The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gon-, 
+ That face and thoſe eyes chatm no more, 
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And Lucy forgot and alone 
To death tha!l her Clin deplore. 


While thus ſhe lay ſunk in defpair, 
And mourn'd to the echo around, 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air, 

And thunder ſhook dreadful the — 1 
| hear the kind call and obey, 

Ab Colin te eive me the ciy'd 2 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 

She hung on his tomb ſtone and dy'd. 


Is the morn as I walk thro' the mead, 
And tread os a carpet of green, 
When I view the ſweet flocks asthey feed, 
W hat equals the beautiful ſcene : 
Thro' the groves do | paſs with delight, 
In viewing yon ever-green pine; 
What ſenſations I feel at the fight 
Of a proſpect ſo rural and fine! 


Hark! the birds as they perch on the bough 
With melody pleahng the ear; 

See the hind from afar with his plough 
Denoting the time of the year. 

As | ſtray thro the neighbouring vale, 
Encompaſs'd by mountains fo high, 


[O, what charms do I nd in the dale, 


By tne ſtream that tuns bubbling by? 


At the fort of yon ſcamore tree 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed, 


His ſheep a long fide of him feed, 
O'er von beautiful lawn do I ice 

The hire with timidite fly; 
How delightful's the muſic to me 

Of the echoing dogs in full cry. 


But what harmony's that which I hear? 
' Fis the belis from yen neighbowing vill, 

O. how plezfing the ſound to my ear 
By the ſide of this murmuring ritl, 


| There's no pleaſure to me is ſo ſweet 
. As that which the country give; 


While his lambs frolic round him with glee, 
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I am 3 thank God, at my ſeat, 
| Where-rural felicity lives, 


$$ 
Wurrre the jefſamine ſweetens the bow'r, 


And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 

Contribute to brighten the ſcene 
In a cottage, retir'd, there lives 

Young Colin, and Pbæbe zhe fair 3 
The bleſſings esch other receives, 

In mutual enjoyments they ſhare : 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Pbæbe, and Colin her ſwain. 
The ſweets of contentment ſupply 

The ſplendor and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 

While hleſt with his beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight 

Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phabe at night, 

His innocent toil to repay ; 
And the lads and the lafſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Pbæbe, and Colin her twain. 
If delighted her lover appears, 

The fair- one partakes of his bliſs : 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 

And heals all his pains with a kiſs: 
She deſpiſes the artful deceit 

That is practis'd in city and court 
Thinks happineſs no where compleat 

But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort: 
And the lads and the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Pbæbe the fair. 


Ye youths, who're aceuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair-one betray, 

No longer be faithleſs iu love, 
The dictates of honour obey : 

ve nymphs, who with beauty are blefs'd, | 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 

The charms of the mind, when poſſeſs d, 
Will dignily thoſe of the face; 

And ye lads and ye laſſes whom Hymen has join'd, 

Like Colin be conſtant, like Phabe Oe” 
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War ſhepherd or Ae! ——— 


Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting, aloud, as I rove, 

Since Phebe no longer is here? 
My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 

What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains? 
Her hand they were wont to obey : 

She rul'd both the ſheep and the ſwains, 


Can I ever forget how we ftray'd 

To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 

Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, ſweet, by my fide as ſhe lay, 

And heard the fond ſtories I told, 
How ſweet was the thruſh from the ſpray, 
| Or the bleating of lambs from the fold ? 


How oft” would I ſpy out a charm, 


And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 

My lips to her lips how they grew! 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 

Till the hours of retirement and reft ; 
What pleaſures and pin each had paſt, 

Who langeft had lov'd, and who beſt, 
No change: of place, or of time, 

I felt when my fair-one was near; 
Alike was each weather and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May; 

Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 


= | If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart 3 
She was nature's moft beautiful taſk, 

The deſpair and the envy of art: 
| There all that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt ; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


| Aud the ves all lodg'd ia her bee. 


— 


Whieh before had been hid from my view} 
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M Colin leaves fair London town, 
Its pomp, its pride and noiſe; 
With eager hafte he hies him down, 
. To tafte of rural joys. 
Soon as my much-lov'd ſwain's in ſight, 
My heart is mad with glee; 
I never know ſuch true delight, 
As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him all day to rove. 
And range the meadows wide! 


Not yet leſs ſweet the moon light grove, 


All b, the river's ſde. 

The gudy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Colin's by! 

How ſwiftiy vlides the flow 'y May! 
How faſt the ſummers fly ! 


When Colin comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears; 

He tends the flock like other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears. 

All in the verdant month of May, 
The rake is all his pride; 

He helps to make the new-mown hay, 
With 17ggy by his fide. 


*Gainſt yellow autumn's milder reign, 
His fickle he prepares; 

He reaps the harveſt on the plain, 

All pe eas'd with rural cares. 

With jocung dance the night is crown'd, 
When all the toll is o'er, 

With him | trjp it on the ground, 
With bonny twains a ſcore. | 


When winter's gloomy months . 
If Colin is but here, 
His jovial laugh and merry tale 
To me are muckle cheer, 
The folk that chuſe ia town to dwell 
Are from my envy free; 
For Moggy loves the plain too well, 
Ang Cain all to me. 


| 


| Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, 


Wrru Philly] I'll trip o'er the meads, 


— — 


And haſten away to the plain, 
Waere ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 
To we'come my love and her ſwain. 
The lark is exalted in air. 
The linnet fings perch'd on the ſpray : 


Then let us not lengthen delay. 


What pleaſures I feel with my dear, 
While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, y dear 


Exceed (he delights of a peer nd le: 
That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court. A long 
When Colin and Strepben go by, 0 ook 
| They form a diſguiſe for a while; 8 
They ſee how I'm bleſs'd with a ſigh, ind an 
But envy fot bids them to ſmile, 
Let courtiers of liberty prate, - 
 Teenjoy it take infinite pains 3 HEN 
But liberty's primitive ſtate | ings th 
Is only enjoy'd on the plains. nd th 
With Pbillis I rave to and fro, ad m. 
With her my gay minutes ace ſpent; my lo 
Tas Philiis firſt taught me to know, fair 
That happineſs flows from content. ſure ſe 
| | 92 y : her 
STREPHON aroſe at early dawn, re Coli 
And ſought. as wont his fleecy care 3 d wo 
His fleecy care, alas! were gone. hephe 
Nor knew the hapleſs ſhegherd where: uld p 
In van each hill, in vain each dale, Nag of 
Each dell, each break he tra vets'd round z e hil 
Each pathleſs wood and flaw'ry vale, 1 
Baut not one lambkin could be found. ! ho 
Cel a, he cry'd, my flocks are fled N more « 
How (hall leer hy rief attuage ? fair © 
How tha't I cheer ihy drooping bead, ire fo 
If poverty ſhould mark my age ? PNewhe 
Said ſhe,” my love, misfortwrie's dart wiot- 
Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain v wit 
Nr. I poſſeſs my ſhepherd's heart, 3 


I laugh at ls, and imile at pain. Tl buh 


2 


7. 
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' ev*ry lambkin devious ftray, 


And grace our envious neighBours folds, 
att can my Celia's ſoul diſmay, 

While Srrephon to her breaſt ſhe holds: 
4 he, my warmeſt thanks, O take, 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only care 3 
thy virtues e er forſake, 


May heav'n regardleſs hear my pray'r. 


from thy lovely form mine eyes 

Should ſwerve but in the leaſt degree; 
dear idea Al ariſe, 

ad lead the wand'rer back to thee, 

; long they liv'd, and long they lov'd, 
ks oft Iv'e heard the ſtory told; 

| heav'n their fortitude apprev'd, 
ind amply fill'd the ſhepherd's fold. 


[HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 


ngs their ſucceſsful loves; 

ind the ewes and lambkins feet, 
ad muſic fills the groves: 
my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
fair on Coruden knows z 
ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 
lw here there never grows, 


e Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
d won my yielding heart; 
hepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 
uld play witch half ſuch art. 
ung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 

e hills and dales all round, 
eader haughs, and Leader-ſide, 
|! how I bleſt the ſound, 


more de'ightful is the broom, 
fair on Cocouen knows ; 


lure ſo freſh, ſo bright a brovm, 
ew here there neyzr grows, 

viot - braes fo. green and gay, 

y with this broum compare; 
Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 

buſh a boon Trazua.r, 


| More pleaſing far are Coodem 9 
My peaceful happy home z 
Where | was wont to milk my ewes 
At eve amone the broom : 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Tepee, and Tiwviet, flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
| And my lov'd Cowder knows, 


Terorurs day, in the Rrawberry-vale; 
When only my Phillis was there, 

| begg'd ſhe'd attend to my tale, 

| I long to unboſom my care. 

With ſmiles, ſweet as F/org's in May, 
She bid me my pleaſures impart. 

1 faid, (in a faultering way) | 

Your eyes have ta en Captive my heart, 

The dance and the tabor 1 ſhun, 

No teſt on my pillow 1 find; 

B-lieve me, whevever I run, 

Your i nage Kill dwells in my mind, 


O! ſooth the ke:n anguiſh I bear, 

I vow'd to he ever ſincere : 

Her hand ſhe preſented to kifs, 

And brighten'd her bluſh with a tear. 


And now, if my ſheep are ſeeure, 
I meet her at eve in the dale, 

Where the wiſhes that flame may endure, 
She approv'd in the ſtrawberry -vale. 


| 


Tur pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The violet ſweet, and lily fair, 
The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Chlo-'s hair. 
At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 
| Upon her brow the various wreathe ; 
The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 
The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 
The ſlow'is ſhe wore along the day; 
And ev'ry nvmph and thecherd ſaid, 
That in ber hair they look'd more gay 
Than glowing | in their native 0 
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Undreft at ev*ning, when ſhe found | | Content ſhall harmon're the foul, 
A Their colours loft, their _ paſt, And ev'ry pain diiarm. 
he chang'd her Jook, and on the ground Then when fern winter ſhakes the world, 

Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt. And rapid lightnings fly, x 
That eye dtupt ſenſe diffin and clear, When nature's in confuſion hurl'd, 

As any muſe's tongue could ſpeak; We'll ev'ry care defy. 
When from it's lid a pearly tear 97 As 
Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek, Tur ponderous cloud was black and low, | AM 
Diſſembling what I knew too well, | And ſail'd majeſtically flow, He 

My love, my life, ſaid I, explain, Red lightalng ſcorch'd the ground : - WVith 
This change of humour; pr 'ythee, tell, Tremendous, now, the thunder rolls, An 

That failing tear, what does it mean? As if it would have riv'd the poles, : Some 
She figh'd, ſhe ſmil'd ; and to the-flow'rs - And torrents pour around, To 

Pointing the lovely moralift ſaid, | Na ſhelter nigh, to ſhield my head, But I 
See, frieud, in ſome tew fleeting hours, Along the champaign ſwift I fled, Sh 

See yonder, what a change is made! Before the opening ſkies | 
Ah, me! the blooming pride of May | Till from the weſt a gale aroſe, | T 

And that of beauty are but one; Diſpers'd the cloud, the welkin glows, ne H 
At noon both fl.uriſh bright and gay, And vernal ſweets ariſe, | Th 

Both fade at ev'ning, pale and gone. C:eation ſeem'd as new awake, Can f 

Ai dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, From every dingle, buſh, and brake, | 98 

The am'ruus youth around her bow'd 5 | Een from the very ſod; Love 
At night her faial knell was rung, | The feather'd race their throats eſſay, ' Au 

I ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her ſhroud. Who ſhall ſalute, in fongs moſt gay, Ancr 
Socd as the ie; that 3; u Tho wonder-working God. | An 

Such I, alas! may be to-morrow 3 Aſham'd, that thoſe of leaſt eſteem The f 

Go, Damon. bid thy muſe deſpiay Should praiſe the pow'r alone ſupreme, Are 

The juſtice of my Chloe's forrows { I crav'd to be forgiven: - Ide; 

| | Straight, like the little graceful throng, An 

| „„ 96 I, in an unaffected ſong, The . 

TRE ſummer gay, delightful ſcene, Adrels'd my voice to heaven. Ber 
With all it's pleaſiug charms, | 1 er 
_ It's golden groves, and poliſh'd green, | Ta E rooks in "he neighb' ring grove Thi 
Will fink in winter's arms. | For ſheiter cry all the long day; WET | 
Come then, Eliza, let us rove, 5 Their huts, in the branches above, 
Miaſt nature's richeſt ſtore; 1 Are cover'd no longer with May. ot 
| Thoſe bounties ſeize, and feaſt like Jeve, | The birds that ſo cheerfuly ſung, That 
And nature's works explore, E _ b _ U wages and one, as ( 
Catch nature's beauties as they rol!, | nd as they chirp tow to their young, & 
While mutual pailiogs charm z nee Wn 2 mo 
| 


No daikes on carpets of green, 
O'er nature's cold boſom are ſpread; 


Not a ſweet-brjar ſprig can be ſeen 

To furniſh freſh wreaths for my head: 
Some flow'rs indeed may be found, 

But theſe neither blooming nor gay; 
The faireſt till ſleep in the ground, 

And wait for the coming of May. 
December perhaps has purloin'd 

Her rich, though fantaftical gear, 


With envy the months may have join'd, | 


And joſtled her out of the year. 

Some ſhepherds, tis true, may repine 
To ſee their lov'd gardens undreſt, 

But I while my Phillida's mine, 
Shall always have May in my breaft, 


Tye lovely Delia ſmiles again! 

That killing frown has left her brow : 2 
Can ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 

Ana give me back my angry vow ? 


Love is in April's doubtful day: 

' Awhile we ſee the tempeſt lour ? 
anon the radiant heav'ns ſurvey, 

And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r, 


The flow'rs that hung their Janguid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains; 
Ie vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 
In every raptur'd note expreſs | 
The joy I feel--when thou art kind. 
| ü 100 ̃ 
OUNG Colin was the bonnieſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 

Or danc'd upon the lee : 
The wanton kid, in gameſome round, 


That frolicks o'er the flow'ry — 
Was not fo blithe as *. 


And Maggy 
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But, ah! the youth was all deceit, 


Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, 
You'e think you — the nightingale, 
Whene'er he rais'd his voice ; 


His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice. 


The maidens ſung, in willow groves, 

Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves; 
Here Jenny told her woes: 

s tears increas'd the brook, 

Whoſe checks like dying lilies look, 

That once out-bluſh'd the roſe, 


| Unhappy fair, my words believe, 


So ſhail no ſwain your hopes deceive, 

| And leave you to deſpair : 

Ere he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 

Change firſt yourſelves for ah! you'll find 
Falſe Celins every where, 


F a1REST daugbter of the year, 
Ever blooming, lovely May ; 

While the vivia ſkies appear, 
Nature ſmiles, and all is gay. 


| Thine the flowery painted mead, 


Paſture fair, and mountain green; 
Thine, with infant harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene, 


Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 

Blithſome near the yellow broom, 
While his flock, that careleſs ſtrays, 

Secks the wild-thyme's ſweet perfume, - 
May, with thee I mean to rove 

O'er theſe lawas and vallies fair, 


Tune my gentle lyre to love, 5 
Cheriſ hope, and ſoſten care. 


Round me ſhall the village ſwains, 
Shall the roſy nymph appear; 
Whye I fing, in rural ſtrains, 


May, to ſhepherds ever dear. 
02 


290 PasTrOoRATL SONGS, 


I had never ſkill to raiſe 
Præans from the vocal firings, 
To the godlike hero's praiſe, 
To the pageant pomp of kings. 
Stranger to the hoftile plains, 
Where the brazen trumpets ſound 
Life's red ſlream the verdure tains, 
| Heaps promiſcuous preſs the ground: 
Where the mur rous cannon's breath 
Fate denounces from afar, 
And the loud report of death 
Stuns the cruel ear of war, 


Stranger to the park and play, 


Birth - night balls, and courtly trains; 


Thee I woo, my gentle May, 

Tune for thee my native trains, 
Blooming groves, and wand'rings rills, 

Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams, 
Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, 

All her unexalted themes. | 


— ů— — 


As o'er the varied meads I ſtray, 
Or trace thro* winding woods my way, 
While op' ning flow'rs their ſweets exhale, 
And odours breathe in every gale; 

Where ſage contentment builds her ſeat, 
And peace attends the calm retreat, 

My ſoul reſponſive bails the ſcene, 
Attun'd to joy, and peace within, 
But muſing on the lib*ral hand, 

That ſcatters bleflings e er the land, 

That gives for man with pow'r divine, 
The earth to teem, the ſun to ſhine ; 
My grateful heart with rapture burns, 
And pleaſure to devotion turns. 


On every tree, in every plain, 
I trace the jovial ſpring in vain! 
And ſickly languor veils mine cyes, 


- 


| 


1 


Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 


That ſmile on others, ſmile on me; _ 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, A 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe, You! 
What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring! Py 
Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring! "WA 

The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, T 
Retains it's verdure all the year. Had 
"Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, U 
Might claim awhile my wonted care; 

My rural ſtore ſome pleaſure yield; ä Some 
So white a flock, ſo green a field ! | a 
My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, M 
Might well expect one parting ſigh; 

| Might well demand one tender tear; She 
For when was Damon inſincere? In 
But ere I aſk once more to view Wag 

Von fitting ſun his race renew, | 4 
Inform me, ſwains, my friends declare, And 
Will pitying Delia join the prayer ? H 

| The 
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| O's deſert plains, and ruſhy meers, - | The 

And wither'd heaths I rove; | ＋. 
Where tree nor ſpire, nor cot appears, Whe 

I paſs to meet my love. A 
But tho' my paths were damaſk'd o'er Well 
With beauties e'er ſo fine ; | | T] 

My buſy thoughts would fly before And, 
To fix alone—on thine, T] 

No fir crown'd hills cou'd give delight, With 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: | R 
No pyramid's aerial height, With 
Where mould' ring monarchs lie. Fo 

- | Unmov'd ſhould eaftern kings advance: 22 
Could I the pagent ſee; 8 
Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, R 


Nor ſteal one thought from thee, 


38005 
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YOON as the ſun began to peep, 


And gild the morning ſkies, 
Young Cblee from diſorder'd ſleep 


„Unveil'd her radiant eyes. 


A guardian Sy/ph, the wanton ſprite 
That waited on her ſtill, 

Had teaz'd her all the tedious night 
With viftonary ill, 


Some ſhock of fate is ſurely nigh ! 
Exclaim'd the tim'rous maid : 

What does thoſe horrid dreams imply ! 
My Cupid can't be dead ! 


She call'd her Cupid by his name, 
In dread of ſome miſhap; 

Wagging bis tail, her Cupid came, 
And jump'd into her lap. 

And now the beſt of brittle ware 
Her ſumptuous table grac'd : 

The poliſh'd emblems of the fair, 
In beauteous order plac'd ! 


The kittle boil'd, and all prepar d 
To give the morning treat ; 
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When Dick, the country beau, appear'd ; 


And bowing took his ſeat, 


Well—chatting on of that and this, 
The maid revers'd her cup; | 

And, tempted by the forfeit kiſs, 
The bumpkin turn'd it up. 


With tranſport he demands the prize; 


Right fairly it was won ! 
With many a frown the fair denies : 
Fond baits to draw him on 


A man muſt prove himſelf polite, 
In ſutch a caſe as this ; . 
So Richard firives with all his might 
To force the forfeit kiſs. 


But as he ſtrove —Oh, dire to tell! 
(And yet with grief I muft) 


* 


The table turn'd—the china fell, 
| A heap of painted duſt! 


O fatal purport of my dream 
The fair afflicted cry'd, 
 Occaſion'd (I confeſs my ſhame) 
By childiſhneſs and pride ! 


For in a kiſs, or two, or three, 

No miſchief could be found! 
Then had I been more frank and free, 
My china had been ſound, 
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Spa returns; the fawns advance, 
Leading on the ſprightly dance, 

O' er the fallow, o'er the glade 

Thro' the ſunſhine, thro” the ſhade; 
Whilſt J forlorn, and penſi ve ftill, 


|| Sir fighing for my daffodil, 


See the wanton nymphs appear, 
Smiling all, as ſmiles the year! 
Sporting, print where'er they tread, 
Daiſy ground, or primroſe bed, 


Wulst I forlorn, Ce. 


| Now the ſwain with wat' ry ſhoe, 
Bruſhes by the morning dew; _ 
With officious love to bear 
Freſh-Blown cowſlips to his fair. 


Whilft I forlorn, &c, | 
| Gentle nymph, forſake the mead, 


To my love for pity plead; 
Go, ye ſwains, and ſeelc the fair, 


This my laſt petition bear, 


Whilf I forlorn, Cc. 


Sweeteſt maid, that e'er was ſeen, 
Dance at wake, or trip the green; 
See a love-fick, fighing ſwain, 
Hear my vows, relieve my pain; 
r with your frowns for pity kill 


Too charming, cruel, daffodil. 
„ , 
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And learn the ſad effects of pride; 
Yon ſhelter'd roſe, how ſafe conceal'd ! 
How quickly blafted, when reveal'd ! 
The ſun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze : 
A gale ſucceeds from eaſtern ſkies, 
And all it's bluſhing radiance dies, 
So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit the plains too fond to ſhine 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
Tho” here more happy, more ſecure, 


The breath of ſome neglected maid 


Shall make you figh, you left the ſhade; 


A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As to the roſe an eaſtern wind, 


The Youth reply'd—You firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the plain; 

One envious tongue alike diſarms, 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms, 


What is, unknown, the poet's ſkill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
What unadmir'd, a charming mien? 
Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen ? 
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Warn I bchold, at vernal tide, 
The haleſome herbage ſpring, 

Note how the trees with leaves ſupply'd, 
My fancy takes the wing; | 

Grateful I meet the April ſhower; 
Cheareful, at rifing day, 

I trace the lawns, and kiſs the flowers 
Which makes the ſeaſon gay, 

Sweet lark, (I cry) ſhall you, untaught, 
Praiſe with l — * * 

And I, a creature bleſs d with thought, 
Be backward to rejoice ! | 


No, by the name of , 
in lotticr firains Fil fing, 
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To him whoſe kindneſs has renew'd 
The life-inſpiring ſpring! 


| Sweet fruits that bloom to yield; 
Who deals, in ſummer time, the ftream, 
To chear the harveſt-field ; 

Who, when the harveſt time is paft, 
Gives us a golden ftore, 


And kindly makes the plenty laſt 


Till ſummer brings us more 


Him will I praiſe, above all pow'rs, 
Without whoſe bounteous will, 


Nor harveſt cloth the hill, 


| A e 8 

Wurm firſt 1 ſaw my Delia's face, 

Adorn'd with every bloom and grace 
That love and youth could bring: 


| Such ſweetneſs too in all her form, 


I thought her one celeſtial born, 


And took her for the Sprint. 


Each day a charm was added more, 

Mufic and language ſwell'd the ſtore, 

| With all the force of reaſon: 

And yet ſo frolic and ſo gay, 

Deck'd with the opening ſweets of May, 


Admiring crowds around her preſs, 
But none the happy He conld gueſs. 

Unwiſh'd her beauties caught them; 
[ urg'd my paſſion in her ear, 

Of love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe could not hear; 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 
The roſe, not gatber'd in it's prime, 
| Will fade and fall in little! | 

So I began to hint her: WL, 
Her cheeks confeſs a ſummer glow z 
Put, ah! her breaſt of driven ſaow 
| Conceals a heart of Winter, 


# > " 
' 


Who bids the boughs with bloom to teem, 


Spring could not deck the dale with flow rs, 


She look'd-—the Summer ſeaſon. Ss 


en 


YER 
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E ſhepherds, who ſtray with my ſwain, 
Companions in ſport, and in youth, 

)] tell him how great is my pain 
How I grieve for the loſs of his truth! 


)! tell bim, how oft as he ſwore 

He never would ceaſe to be mine! 
Jr leave me his faith to deplore, | 

Or with heart- breaking anguiſh repine ! 
Remind him how oft, in the grovez 

At my feet he in raptures would kneel, 
ind implore me to pity his love, 

Till he taught me, fond fool, how to feel ! 
)! tell him, tis now he muſt come, 

For more my fond heart cannot bear; 


r the maidens will carry me home, 
The victim of love and deſpair, 


HE fatal hours are wond'rous near, 
hat from theſe fountains bear my dear; 
K little ſpace is giv'n, in vain; 

he robs my fight, and ſhuns the plain, 
little ſpace for me to prove 

y boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
ind like the train of vulgar hours, 
widious time that ſpace devours. 

ear yonder beech is Delia's way, 

n that I gaze the live- long day; 

lo eaſtern monarch's daal ing pride 
hould draw my longing eyes afide. 

he chief that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
nd ſees his mangled legions die, 

aſts not a more impatient glance, 

To ſee the loitering aids advance, 

ot more the ſchool-boy, that expires 

ar from his native home requires 

o ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace. 


radiant bands my fair incloſe; 


ie comes but ahl what crowds of beaux 


| Oh, Delia! better far unſeen.. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my fighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free N 
Tis more than death to part from thee ! 
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Now nature's beauties bloom around, 
Sweet violets paint the velvet ground ; 
Perfumes abundant lade each gale, 
And float along the vernal dale. 


The friſky lambkins wanton play, 

Ia luſcious pattures, time away; 
And limpid ſtreams harmonious glide, 
Wich filver cygnets to their tide. 

The ermin'd lilies dreſs d in light, 
And blooming roſes red and white, 
With painted tulips, mirtles green, 
Aſſiſt to heighten grande urs ſcene. 
The fields all gay, in glory blaze, 
Aſſiſted by bright Phoebus rays; 


| | Whoſe beams refulgent now appear, 


And early bid the morning fteer. 

The ftarling, blackbird, and the thruſh, 
Enraptur'd chant on ev'ry buſh 3 
High-pois'd in air the lark, too, ſinge, 


Vet all the beauties here I paint, 
Without the fair - ones, ſeem but faint z 
For they with prattle zild our hours, 
And are by fair the brighteſt flow'rs. 
| | 113 — 
| W HEN primroſe ſweet bedecks the year, 
And ſportive lambkias play, 
When lilies in each vale appear, 
And mulic wakes the day: 


= | With joy I meet my ſhepherd ſwain 


Come tripping o'er the lawn ; 


* | . : ; „ 
Then hand in band we range the plain, 
| To hail the roſy dawn, 2 


Oh ! better had' thou ſhun'd the green, 


While cleaving ſpace with nervous wings, 


. 
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Well plear'd I hear big artleſi tale. 
While rural ſcenes delight ; 

Beneath the beech in yonder dale, 
His muſie charms the night. 

When morn returns, I mee: my ſwain 
Come tripping o'er the lawn; 

Then hand in hand we range the plain, 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Without a bluſh to church I'll haſte 
With him who has my heart; 

While love invites, no time Ill waſte, 
No more we'll ever part: 

And when returning with my ſwain, 
We tript it o'er the lawn 5 

While hand in hand we range the plain, 

We'll hail the roſy dawn. 


Wav mines the moon with filver ray, 
Amid her ſtarry ſplendors gay | 
Why thrills the nighti ngale her note, 
And ſtrains her ſweet meliifluous throat! 
Why breathes the incenſe of the grove, 
On me, a ſlave to care and love 


| Now ſnowy blofſoms clothe the year, 
In verdant veſture meads appear; 
Favonian gales, and tepid ſhow'rs, 

| Revive the gaudy ſmiling flow'rs; 
All nature wantons in her bloom, 
While 1, alone, bewail my doom. 
Ye deeply-piercing froſts return, 
And freeze each Naiad in her urn 
The tender bloſſoms tear away, 
Deform the fields, unleaf the ſpray ; 
And O! if able, chill this flame, 


55 8 That burns my heart, and Mars my frame; . 
- Root out the ſeeds of am'rovus fire, | 
And quench both fear and fond defire, 


Fut ah! in vain 1 beg your aid, 
My beart your rigour can't pervade; 
Like Hec/a, midſt eternal ſnows, 


With unextinguiſh'd heat it glows, 
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What can I pray ! where turn my eyes! 
Ye howling winds infuriate riſe! , 
With tenfold rage impetuous ſweep 

The furrow'd boſom of the deep; 

Let ſpiry trees from land be torn, 

And on your winged ſurges borne; 
That in the aggravated roar, 


| My fatal loſs I may deplore; 


Unheeded blend my frantic voice, 
With gen'ral thrieks, and hideous noiſe, 
11 | 
Whr bluſhes ſo early the role, 
Diffuſing its ſweets thro' the day; 
Since Fune is the month that is choſe, 
To finiſh the courtihip of May. 
Perhaps the young colours I fee 
Of Spring in her morning array, 
Are painted, O Flora, by thee, 
In honour of Phillis's day. 


For June to perfection ſhall riſe, 
Surpaſſing the bluſhes of May, 
And Zephyr ſhall mount to the ſkies, 
In honour of Phillis's day: 

Then laſſes, let each be a wife, 
Each marry, like Phillis, in June; 
For age is the winter of life, | 
And night 1s the pillow of Noon. 


116 
Warr the murmuring river flows, 
Where the trembling willows play, 


| We enjoy a cool repoſe 


From the buſy glare of day. 


Summer's heat diſturbs the breaſt, 
| Every paſſion ſhould be fill, 
Ev'ty thought is lull'd to reſt, 


| By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 
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Or vapours uncover the hills 


Wurm the early cock ccows at the day's dappl'c 
| And ſoaring lark through the ait trills, [dawn 
E'er yet the warm ſun drinks the dews from the 


lawn 


Whill 
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While ploughmen are whiftling, as furrows they 


And ſhepherds teleaſing their care, 
| riſe to unkennel, at ſounc of the horn, 
Or courſe, with my greyhounds, the bare. 


{curn, 


In ſpring-time vbſerving my huſbandmen ſow, 


Then ſee how my yearlings go on; 

Sometimes, 1iding round, mark my turnip-men hoe 
Or in barn what my threſhers have done. 

At home, with the parſon, *bout markets I prate, 
His tythes, tho' I never delay; 

We properly each ſhould maintain in his ftate, 
The vine-dreſſer's worthy his pay. 


My milk-maidens, morn and eve, dairy-cows preſs, 
For cuftards, cream, puddings, and cheeſe, 

My daughters keep market in neat but plain dreſs, 
And dame too—but tis when ſhe'll pleaſe; 

We never for maſter or miſtreisſhip ftrive, 
But man and wife's lot ſhare and ſhare; 

As gratitude tells us, in friendſhip we live, 
Do the tame ye Crim. cons, it ye dare. 


My poultry is all by my good woman bred, 
My garden gives roots for my health, 

For London my bullocks on beſt fodder fed, 
Yet I pinch not the poor for my wealth. 


Toe plenty of game in my copſes and woods, 


My flock on its thyme-feeding thrives ; 
With fiſh full well ſtor'd are my ponds and my foods 
And honey from yon” row of hives, 


What grateful return is to induftry made ? 
What reward have the bees for their toil ? 

We boaſt of our rights, yet, their rights we invade, 
And ſeize on their labours as ſpoil. 

But juſtice to power is only a name, 
Great fiſhes devour the ſmall ; 

Great birds, and great beaſts, and great men do the | 
Till death, the grand robber, takes all. [ſame, 


Content ſpreads my cloth, and ſays grace after meat, 
While welcome attends at my board; 


No outlandiſh mixture diſguiſes my treat, 


My wine my own orchards afford, 
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With a glaſs in my hand, to church, W 

I drink, as a ſubject ſhould do; 

Perhaps my dame ſmiles, then one ſong I muſt 1 

So, Sir, if you pleaſe, pray do you. 

W 118 
HEN ſnow deſcends, and robes the fields, 

In winter's bright array; 

Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 

And weeps itſelf away, 

When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 

And ſhed a rich perfume : 

How ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt! 

| How ſhort-liv'd is the bloom 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer role, 
Hangs wither'd ere tis noon ;5 
We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, 
But mourn the pleaſure gone. 
With gilding fire the evening ftar 
Streaks the autumnal ſkies ; 
Shook from its ſeat, it dar.s away, 
And in an inftant dies. 


Such are the charms that fluſh the cheeks, 
And ſparkle in the eye ; 

So from the lively finiſh'd form 
The tranſient graces fly. 

To this the ſeaſons as they roll, 
Their atteſtation bring; | 

They warm the fair, their ev'ry round. 
Confirms the truth I ſing. 


11 
Is my pleaſant native * | 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew ; 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew; 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
| Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


Fields, and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and j joy impart z 
Call d for artleſs muſic's pow ra, 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


| 
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But the breath of genial ſpring, 
Wak'd the warblers of the grove, 
Who, ſweet birds that heard you ſing, 
Would not join the ſong of love ? 
Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. | 
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Warn firſt this humble roof I knew, 
With various cares I trove, | 
My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 
My all of life was love. 
Py mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd; 
But when her lip the brim had preſs d, 
T The cup with nectar flow'd. 


Cantent and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſt came nigh, 

In them was giv'n (tho' gold was ſpar'd) 
What gold could never buy, 

No value has a ſplendid lot, 
But as the means to prove 

That from the caſtie to the cot, 
The all of life is love, 


I21 — 

I Apitu the verdant lawns and bow'rs, 
Adieu, my peace is oer; 

Adieu the ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs, 
Since Delia breathe no more, | 


Adieu ye hills, adieu ye vales, 
Adieu ye ftreams and floods; 
Adieu ſweet echo's plaintive tales, 

Adieu ye meads and wocds. 


Adieu ye flocks, ye fleecy care, 

Adieu yon pleafing plain; 

Adieu thou beauteous blooming fair, 
We ne'er hall meet again. 


—— — —— 
Oui weft me, Zepbyr, give me caſe, 
Fan we with thy gentle breeze; 
O bear me to ſome flow'ry bed, 
Where roſes ail their odour ſhed; 


Where nature's ever bounteous hand, 
Her endleſs treaſures doth expand; 


And calm my ſoul in ſpite of woes. 


Yet ſhalt thou never be forgot; 
I'll weave a Chaplet ev'ry year, 


| | And ſoothe deſpair with many a tear. 


For ev'ty thought thy form ſhall bring, 
On cruel recoilection's wing; 

Each flow'r, each beauty which I ſee, 

| Amanda—makes me think of thee. 
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A Buſy humble bee am I, | 
That range the garden ſunny: 
From flow'r to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey. 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
Awhile my rich jonquil is, | 
Till cloy'd with ſipping nectar ther 
I ſhift to roty Phillis, | 
1 ſhift, Sc, | 


But Pbi/lis's ſweet op'ning breaſt, 

> Remains not long my ftation ; 

"or Kitty now muſt be addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation. 

Vet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover; 

And all in turns my love receives 
The gay wide garden over. 
The gay, Se. : 


Variety that knows no bound, 
- My roving fancy edges, 


And oft with Flora | am found, 


In dalliance under hedges 
For as I am an arrant bee, 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and garden, are my fee, 
And ev'ry flow'r s my honey, 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey, 


There let me gain a ſweet repoſe, * 


I ho' thou, dear maid, be not my lot, 


ME 
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OME, come, my fair one, let us ſtray, 
nd taſte the ſweet of early day; 
'oung health the roſy child of Morn, 
ith bluſhes ſhall thy cheeks adorn, 
With bluſhes, &s. 


ok, look abroad, behold tis day, 

See on yon lawn the lambkins play; 
ow ev'ry linnet of the grove, 
harms the liſt' ning . to love. 
Charms, Sc. 


Vak'd by the gentle voice of love, 
riſe, my fair, ariſe and prove, 
he dear delights fond lovers know, 
he beſt of bleſſings here below. 

Inde beſt, Se. 
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USH! every GMT let nothing move, 
Delia fings, and ſings of love, 
round the winning graces wait, 
nd calm contentment guards the ſeat, 
Huſh, every breeze, Se. 

the ſweet ſhade, my Delia, ſtay, 
lon i ſcorch thoſe charms more ſweet thas May ; 
Ihe ſun now rages in his Noon, 


is pity ſure to part ſo ſoon, 
Tis pity, &c, 


h! hear me, Delia, hear me naw, 
cline propitious to my vow 3 

d may thy charms no changes prove, 
ut bloom for ever like my love. 

But bloom, c. 
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IGHT afſumes her gloomy reign, 
low ſhadows lengthen o'er the plain, 
ell to the myrtle grove repair, | 
or peace and pleaſure wait us there, 

For peace, Cc. 


o ſome clear river's verdant gde, 
thou my happy footſteps guide, 


As the 


In concert with my verdant ſtream. 
We'll fing, and love ſhall be our theme. 
In concert, &c. 


There loft in extacies of j joy, 
While tend' reſt ſcenes our thoughts employ, 


| We'll bleſs the hours our loves begun 


The happy hour that made us one. 

We'll bleſs the hour, Cc. 
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N IGHT reigns around in fleep's ſoft arms, 

The village ſwain forgets his care 
Sleep that the ſting of ſorrows charms, 

And heals all ſadneſs but deſpair. 
Deſpair alone her power denies, 

And when the ſun withdraws his rayty 
To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 
| Or cheerleſs thro the deſart ſtrays. 


5 Wrapp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 


Retir'd from life's fantaſtic crew, 
Reſign'd l'. wait my final doom, 
| And bid the buſy world adieu. 
The world has now no charms for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boaſt, 
Since all my eyes defir'd to fee, 
| My wiſh, my hope, my all is loſt, 
Muſt then each woman faithleſs prove, 
And each fond lover be undone ; 
| Are vows no more, almighty love, 
The ſad remembrance let me ſhnn, 


Let her be bleſt with health and eaſe, 


| Which all your bounty has in ſtore 3 
Let ſorrow cloud my future days, 
Be Stella bleſt, I aſk no more. 
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birds on every ſpray, 
Welcome the approach of day; 

Or at gay return of ſpring, 

As they ſweetly, ſweetly fing, 


| As they ſweetly, Ce. 


So when Damon can beguile, 
| Cruel Flora of a ſmile, 


f 
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Gladden'd he begins to fing, 
Flora kind, more ſweet than ſpring. 


Cruel maid ! why ſuch diſdain, 
Is there joy in caufing pain; 
Love a kinder aſpect wear, 
Frowns become not ſuch a fair. 


Thus the ſwain his love beguil'd, 

And ſhe kindly, kindly ſmil'd; 

As the birds on ev'ry ſpray, 

Welcome the approach of day; 

Or at gay return of ſpring, . 
As they ſweetly, ſweetly ſing. 

As they ſweetly, Sc. 
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Come come my good ſhepherds, our flocks wemuſt | 


In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes aopear : [ſhear ; 
The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free, 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy-as we ? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 
We practiſe no ar:s with hypocriſy fraught: 
What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led ; 
But we all the children of nature are bred: | 
By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, [breaſt 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
The giant Ambition we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet Chearfulneſ\s open our door, 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor. 
When love has poſſeſs d us, that love we reveal, 
_ Like the flocks that we feed ate the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 

5 

Thx gentle primroſe of the vale, 
Whoſe tender bloom ryde winds affail, 
Droops its meek leaves, and ſcarce ſuſtains 
The night's chill ſnow and beating rains, 
Tis paſt—the morn returns—ſweet ſpring 


| | Her mother would fain know the cauſe of her b iſt 


] But low the gentle primroſe lies ; 


No more to bloom, no more to riſe ! 


——— 13 
Ar eve with the woodlark I reft. 

| I riſe up each morn with the ſame, 
By the note of the nightingale bleſt. 
I laugh at the trumpet of fame, 


From the top of my primroſy hill, 
How many proud houſes I ſee; 
The Lords of them envy who will. 
My eaſe and my cottage for me. 


| I ſmile at my country's increaſe, 


In commerce, religion, and arms; 
My heart, and my hand are for theſe, 
A Briton and Liberty warms. 

1322—— ; 
T Ranfſported wich joy, with a heart light as air 
Lovely Phillida tript to her cot from the fair; 


Which aroſe ſhe infiſted from Corydon's kiſs; 
From Corydon's kiſs ! ſaid the laſs with a ſmile, 
Re gave me much more, ere we journey d a mile 


Much more cry'd the mother, I'll know what it © 
No, no, that's a ſecret between him and me; 
And mother you've told me all ſecrets to keep, 
And never reveal 'em—not even in ſleep; 

What Corydon gave me I'll now not impart, 

"Tis the Joy of my eye! and the bliſe of my heart 


| Come, huſſey, diſcloſe, I'm determined to know 


What the ſhepherd has done, thus to tickle you fo 
Dear mother tis only what paſs'd in your youth 
"Tween my father and you=as I live tis a tryth 
So preſs me no farther for time willreveal 


What now with ſuch rapture I wiſh to conceal. 


Ves, yes, I know well what will happen in time, 

And know what misfortunes await on the crime! 

A crime! ſaid the fair one, believe me, dear mothe! 
Each virgin around would embrace ſuch another; 
He gave me this morn the delight of my life, 


| | He gave me himſelf—for he made me bis wife 


Js come-—and hills and val:eys fing» 


/ 
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RxciTATIiv t [ſhade 
AR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 


Seem'd molt for love & contemplation made, | 


A cryſtal ftream with gentle murmurs flows, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
Thither retir d from Pbæbus ſultry ray, | 


And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay: | 
mon, a clown, who never dreamt of love, 


By chance was ftumping to the neighb'ring grove; | 


He trudg'd along, unknowing what ke ſought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought, 
But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, 
He gap'd—he ftar'd—her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 
AIR. | 
| The ftream that glides in murmuts by, 
W boſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Cempletes the rurai ſeene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav'n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 
Too lovely Ipbigene, 
Too lovely Ipbigene. 
KK EEETA4ATLV 8 


She wakes, and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands; 


Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: 
Bright excellence, ſaid ſhe, diſpell all fear; 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, the replies, 

Oh Cymon ! if tis you, I need not riſe; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 
The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 
But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſong. 


Arn, 

Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringiets, down thy neck; 

Thy love inſpiring mien, 

Thy love inſpiring mien, 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, enchant me io, 
275 I die for Ia gane, 
| I die for Iphigene, 
| Nera Tl ' i 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence. 
The former clcd is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe: 
She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gau z 
Bids him be ſecret, and and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 


| Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 


And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, » 

| Al n. 

Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 

Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 

Love can rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate the human foul, 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate 
Had m de our lives of too long date; 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love! 
We taſte what angels do above; 

| What angels do above, 


2 — &Eẽ N 

5 PHILANDER, 
DEAREST Daphne, turn whine eyes, 
Jocund day begins to riſe; 
See! the marn, with roſes crown'd, 


Sprinkling dew-drops on the ground. 


1 Love 


8 Pull Ax p. 


* 


300 5 
Love invites to yonder grove, 
Where none but lovers dare to rove. 
Let us bafte, make no delzy; 
| | Cupid calls, we muſt obey. 
Darn. Ah, Philander! I'm afraid; 
There poor Laura was betray d 
By young Strephen's ſubtle wiles, 
Soothing words and artful ſwiles. 
Simple maids are ſoon undone, 
When their eaſy hearts are won. 
Preſs me not, I muſt away, 
| And honour's ſtrict commands ubey 
PAILAN D. Gentle Dapbne, fear not you, 
| In be ever kind and true; 
Think no more on Laura's fate, 
View yon turtle, and his mate; 
See how freely they impart 
The impulſe of each others heart, 
Likethem, my fair, lets ſport and play ; 
Nature prompts us to obey. 
Dernxxz. Shepherd, | perceive your aim, 
You and Strepbon are the ſame; 
You like him wou d me betray, 
Shou'e I truſt to what you ſay, 
If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's bands 
This inſtant join our willing hands, 
The invitation I obey, 
And love with honour will repay, 
| * 
| Wav, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain 
My firm reſolves to move? 
Ny heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
But ſcorns the guilt of love! 
REeCITATIVE, accompanied 
too, like all the reſt, 


Perfidious, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown 
Ab ! canſt thou ſeek to wound the breaft 
That pants for thee alone? 
| Aix. 
No ! for a thought ſo mealy baſe, 
Ungrateful ! thou ſhalt find, 
The heart that could 2dmire thy face 
Can hate thee for thy mind. 


CanTaTaA?, Wc, 


4 — 


ReciTATIVE. 


| Warn Bacchus, jolly god, invites, Com 

To revel in his ev'ning rites; Cine 

In vain his altar I ſurround, ru giv 

Tho? with Burgundian incenſe crown'd : vet 

No charms has wine without the laſs; 

*Tis love gives reliſh b . 

e g V the glaſs Of kid 

| While all around, with jocund glee, Oh ! 

In brimmers toaſt the fav'rite the; ' 1 — 


Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proclaim, 
My heart til] whiſpers Chloe s name; 
And thus, with me, by am'rous ſtea!th, 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health. 
5 — — 
| CIIIA. | 
Yrs, Damon, yes, I can approve, 
See all thy merit, all thy love; 
But, ſhipwreck'd once, I leave the ſhore, 
And truſt the faithleſs ſeas no more : 
Thy vows are loft, thy tears are vain, 
| For I can never love again. 


Damon. And could'ſt thou then, bewitching ma d, 
Could'ſt thou be flighted, or betray d 
Or, is it but an artful tale, 


| O'er Damon's paſſion to prevail ? 
For ſurely thou wert born to reign, 
To love, and to be lov'd again. 


[CrTIA. If Celia cou'd once more behieve, 


Damen, like Thyrfis, would deceive; Pot vir 
And yet, methinks, it cannot be: 

There muſt be faith and truth in thee; | 
Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy pain, | þ 
And wiſhes ſhe cou'd love again. Ge 
FD a mon, Why, then, thoſe fears that rack thy breaft? Fr 
| Say that thou wilt, and I am bleſt: Rc 
But, if my vows ſucceſsleſs prove, Fr 
Damon ſhall bid adieu to love; 'G 
Like thee, reſolve to quit the plain, Fr 
And never, never love again. — 


COM 5 


1 d, 
Þ] 


. 6 — 79 1 

TEE JJ 

Come, come, my dear'girt, I muſt not be denied; 
Fine cloaths you 'ffrall flaſh in, and rant it away; 

ru give you. this purſe too; and, hark you, beſide, 
We'll kiſs and'we'l) toy all the long ſummer's day 

ELITE SALLY». 5 
Of kiffing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 


Oh! ſhould hapleſs Sally conSnt to be naught ! | 


Refides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd 3 


The heart's not worth gaining that is to be bought 


*'SQUIRE. 33 
Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue, 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſball be put; 
And laugh, as you. roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle-tail chaſtity walking a foot. _ 
SALL 1. 
If only through fear of the world I was ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were bu: ill ſhown; 
lis pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy; 


But how, tell me how, I ſhall purchaſe my own, | 


"SQUIRE. 


Leave morals to grey - beards, theſe lips were deſign'd | 


For better employment. 
— ß 
I will not endure——— 
*'SqQuiIRE., 


| SALLY. | 
But virtue commands me—Be honeſt and poor. 


7 — 
A1t. 
DavGHTER fweet of voice and air, 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here 
From the vale, where all around 
Rocks to rocks return the ſound; 
From the ſwelling ſurge that roars 
*Gainſt the tempeſt beaten ſhores ; 
From the ſilent moſs-grown cell, 
Haunt of warbling Philomel; © 
Where, unſeen of man, you He, 
Queen of woodland harmony. 


* Cantata $, De. 


N 


F 


Oh fye, child | love bias you be rich, and be kind 


Learn the grace with which ſhe firayy 
Thro' the light fantaſtic maze ; 
Add a thouſand charms untold, 


FREE 


Z Free from ſotro w, Sc. | 
Es 


 RunciTaTive.. 
Liften, nympb divine, and learn 
Scrains to make Narciſſus burn ; 
Hark! the heav'nly ſong begins; 
Air be ſtill; breath ſoft ye winds ; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd choir, 


While Dione ſirikes the lyre. 


AIR. 

See, each eye, each raviſn d ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm d to hear, 
All around enchantment reigns, 
Such tlie magie of her flrains 
Strains which, if thou can'f but 1 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn, 

RECITATIV RE 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move, 


_ _ His obdurate heart to love, 


Borrow, for the well can ſpare, | 


| Borrow her enchanting air. 


AI. 
Learn her eaſe and elegance 
Of motion in the airy dance; 


Should Narciſſus ſtill be cold; 


Charms, te leaſt of which would move 


His obdurate heart to love, 


Oh how bleſt the mil. er's life 
Chearful working thro the day, 
Still he laughs and ſings away, 
Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, 
While there's grift to make him gay, 
Dur. 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 
By indulgent fortune ſent, 
What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 
CHORUS 


from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 


FAIR 


301 


302 
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| Rzc1iTaTive, accompanied. 
F a1R Yenus teft her bleft abodes, they lay, 
And to the woodlands once puriu'd her way; 
There ſought D ana, and in cooling ſtrains, 
She thus implot'd the gueen of woodland plains, 
Arx. 
The chace's joys J with to know, 
Like Dian to be dreſt ; 
With thee, thro” toils O let me go: 
A huntreſs all confeſt : 
Take, take me in thy cbearful train, 
Let Cupid ſhare the day: 
I long to hunt o'er wocd and plain, 
O'er bills and far away. 
AIR, 
Forbear to aſk me, queen of love, 
(Diana quick replies) | 
Oh! hie thee, to thy Paptian grove, 
To tafie of ſofter joys. 


Our din would hurt thy ender eur, 
Thy feet are flow of pace : 6 
Our toils would fill thy heart with lors, 
Forego che fatal chace. 


Keep, keep thee with thy ſons away, 
Nor urge the ſuit in vain ; 

No more-my nymphs would own my ſway, 
If love ſhould join my train. 


| —ů— 1x — 

| THOMAS. 

Lier fops pic:end in flames to melt. 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 

1 ſpeak without d'ſguiſe or art, 

And with my hand, beſtow my heart. 


| Satty, Let ladies prudiſaly deny, 


Lock cold, and give their thoughts the lie, | | 


] own the paſſion ia my treaft, 
And long to make my lover biet. 


Tron s For this the ſa dor on the maſt, 
0 Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
All dripping be wears out the night, 
N And braves the ux of rhe — | 


9. 

ps | 

9 
5 


Can rar as, Cc. 
SaLLY, For this the virgin pines and fighs, 


Born. 


Love and youth fly ſwift away, 


On Damen! 


— 0 


* 


With throbbing heart and ſtreaming eyes; 


Till fweet reverſe of joys he groves, The 
And cla ſps the faithful lad ſhe loves. A bird 

Ye Brivifþ youths, be brave, youll find, A 

The ru vin will be kind: mg. 

Protect their beauty from alarms, Teta 

Aa tbey Il repay you with ite charms, 

11 = 
RECITATI VE. 


Lovrir virgins in your prime, 


Mark the ſilent flight of time, 
Fortunes gffrs ſhould the diſc loſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ſhe beftows 3 _.. 
Bloom and dean-y ſoon decay, 


AIR. 
Let not age thy bloom enſnare, 
You can find no pleaſure there; 
Trankient joys you'll f ek in vain, 
oys that ne'er return again. | 

. — minute then improve, 
Fleeting ate thoſe joys of love; 
Wiſely think the young and gay, 
But the tenants of a day. 


12 
A1R, 
ſtill you ftrive in vaing 
Clarinda's fix'd reſolve to move; 
My heart, alae l may feel the pain, 
But july ſcorns the guilt at love, 
n rar, 
Is this, ye pow'rs, his boaſted fame? 
© fay, is this bis only end ? 
And can his love deſtroy the fama, 
His truth and honour ſhould defend ? 
AIR. 
Oh ! for a thought ſo meanly baſe, 
The ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely find, 
The heart that could admire bis face, 
Can Rill acteſt him for his mind, 


T 


d, 


T 


- 


—— 
To Hande/”s. pleafing nates, as Chloe ſung ' 


The charms. of heav'oly liberty, 
A bird till then with bondage pleas d, 
With a:daur pented to / be free ; 


His priſon broke, he ſceks the diſtant plain; 


Yet, exe: he. flies, tunes forth this parting ftraio. 


„ 7 
Whilſt. to the diftant vale I wing. 
Nor wait the ſlow return af ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves ta d well, 
Than in my Chlae s warengr cell; 
Fargive me, miſtreſs, fince, by thee, 
I firff was taught freed liberty. 


Soon 28 the weicome ſpring ſhall cheer, 


With genial warmth, the droo 


VI! tell, upon rhe topmoſt foray, | 
Thy ſweeter nates improvd! my lay, 


To warble forth ſwoet liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſelef;, care; 
That kind concern let Sry 


Stehr are my forrows, flight my ine, 


| Yet ftrives not for his kiberty. 


5 1 
REScITATIVꝝ. 


ping year, 
And in my prifen, lezrn's from thee: 


on fhare; ö 


To thoſe which he, poor captive ! feels, 
Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 


Th Faithfefs Theſeus fearce Hall got on Board, 


Whq Aiadne wak' d and miſt d ber lord, 
Sud ſhe roſe. and to the beach ſhe flew, 
Andþwv bis veſſel Neft ning to her view: 


She hore Ney breaſt, the rat d, and tore her air, 


Thegn ſoff plainty, the vented her deſpair, 
Sas pr 5 4 SP 
2 ! Theſeus, Theſeus, fray ! f 
l ye winds to Blot! 
ind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, ; 
r waſt my love wg? 
h ! whither wilt thou go? 
oold 1 have ſer d thee fo? ' 


A! Theſes, faithteſs Theſcur, tell me why 
fly from ber who — ro fly ? 


Cantraras, Oc. 


| The jolly God, who rules the-joviat bowl, 


| 


Rrerrarfrer. 


Bacchus, whoſe gifts re-animate the ſoul, 
Heard and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, Þ * 
And gently thus adminiſter'd relief, 
| A rx. 
Ceaſe, Ic vely nymph, to weep, 
Wige off that falling tear; 
Though Theſæus 2 deeps 
You've fill] a love here : 
I am Bacchus, God of Wine, 
God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariane will be mine, 
Come, Silenus, fill a cup 
Of my choiceft cordial draught ; 
Fill it, man, why FR jr op; | 
"Twill beniſh ev'ry gloothy thought 2 
Fill i higher to the brink : 1 
Come, my lovely mourner, drink! 
RTrerrar rr. 


With ſoft reluctanee fle se khfcomply'd,, 


And to her lip the nectar d cup apply'®: 5 
The potent draught, with more than magie art, 
Flew thro” her veins, 2nd feiz"d her yielding heart 
In wine arabroflal/ all her cares were dtn d, 
And with fireceftthe jovi God warcrbwn'd : 
While old Silenus, as he reel'8'afong, 
Thus entertzin's them with His frolic ſong. 

3 A (pins, 
Len hence, ye fond maidens, wha droop and who 
Learn Hence, ye fond lovers, the virtug of wine, ¶ fair 
Let the nymph, who's forſaken or ona that's more 
Take a comforting glaſs, and. "twill drown all deſpair 
And let the fond youth wha-wauld win the coy. maid 
Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's ay. 
Jolly Barchus ne er fails of inghis part, 


1 —U—— 
W  RocnrTarivn 
HAT innocent delights ſweet fancy yields ? 


[ 


With ber how-fweer to range the flow'ry fields, 
| | While 


1 —— . —᷑ ͥ ͤ ͤꝶgT— — ee Oe 
= 


Let him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gaiathe hearts = 


2 2 
— 
— 
* 
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While parted from my love by cruel war, | 
Thy aid, ſweet fancy I implore, | | 
| ; A I R, 
Smiling Fancy, ſoftly lead 
To the joys of jocund May, 


To the daiſy'd, dewy mead, | [ 


Where my ſhepherd us'd to ſtray, 


Lead me where the bloſſom'd boughe 
Form'd the bow'r to Colin dear, 
And let the object of my vows, 
Let my gentle ſwain be there. 


Now vict'ry crown the gallant youth, | 
Sweet peace and joy, our hours are thine 3 
Oh ! love, reward his loyal truth, 
And myrtle with his laurels twine. 


| — 5 — 
W - {\PHILANDER, 222 
HILE bloſſoms deck each verdant ſpray, 
And Flara breathes the ſweets of May, 
I'll leave my flack to. frolic free, 


And tune my. pipe alone for thee ; 
And tuns, 5M F : 


SyLviy. What if thy flock ſhould leave the plain, 


While Tray is ſleeping by my ſwain ? 


| .ratl, F. A 
Paritan. Firſt ſhall the lark forget his note, 
| The linnet ſtop his liquid throat. 
'SYLVIA,' Sq oft you game, ſome ſhepherds ſay, 
And only jeft, when you betray ; 
And'ynly, c. | 
Deck Hut your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own, 
Pulk Ax. The turtle ſhall forlake his love, 
"Fre I to thee inconſtant prove; 
3 Ere I, Fe. Ey'T 


'B 2 * u. When beauty opens all her charmy, 
| And honour flies to beauty's arms, 


Sweet peace and love take up their cron 


CanraTas; Oc. 


Aud virtue theo aſcends her throne ; 


And virtue, &c, 


17 


W RES TAT. 
VVT R joy and mirth cur yallies rung, 


On ev'ry ſpray ſweet warblers ſung, 
Whilſt echo ſoft repeats the ſtrain 
Of many a nymph and ruſtic fwain. 
In all their ſports I bore a part, 


When conq'ring love firſt touch d my hear; 


RO DEA. 
No maid ſo blithe, ſo bleſs'd as I, 

Nor knew of Cupid's wiles, | 

"Till firſt I met young Damon s eye, 

Ard mark'd his beamteous ſmiles. _ 

Ah! then what raptute filſ'd my breaft, 

And ruſh'd thro? every vein : 

Wha tumults ſtrange, my ſoul oppreſs'd ? 

Tho? firſt a pleafing pain. 

Too ſoon, alas! 1 loſt my reft, 
And abſent, now | feel 
That love's keen wound within my breat, 
No time can ever * ä 
| I 
5 RzxcIiTATIVE. 
W HICH is bet, ye caſuifts, ſay, 
To he grave, or to be gay? _ 
Still to weep and never ſmile, 
| (In the Penſeroſo ſtile) 4p 
So fit moping like a nun, 
Or to friſk it in the ſun, 
: Where the ſcenes of mirth are play d, 

And the gad appointments made ? 

If the maid-avoid exc... 

Bziter ſing, and dance and dreſs, 

And indulge the calls of youth 
While the forfeity not her truth: 
Rigour and ſeyere demaan 
Are got decent at fixteenz 
And the character is loft, 
Study d at gand nature's * 1 
She that meditates the moſt, ; 
Is not always virtue 's boat: 

. Nor the ſilent and demure, 


 Abyay8 praceable ard pre; "hi 


a 


mb UwwEwWw ww Ayn i... 


Seeger 


Wil the — 

Have mare innacemce at 

With @ little leſs to dread. 

: 2 the miſchief in their bead. 
IQ — 
| Arn... 
Wyo buy a 8 Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes ; 
An eniy ſhape, a graceful air, 

A faces like lovely Hees fair 5 
2 pair of eyes, that wound at ſigbt, 
And foil the ai'mend's piercing light, 
| RnzcrtTATIVE. 

Come hither, ye that long to prove 
The foul-enchanting joys of lose; 
Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 
| A 1s. 

But let no ſordid ureteh preſume, 
With even G weith to come; 
Kar vainly hope, for germs or gold | 
Sech charms as theſe can e er be fold, 
So vile a change 1 ſcorn to make, 
For lova d be only coin I take. 
20 — — 
RI GdIT TI». 
Ys nymphs, who fair Parnaſſus ſummit 
Deſcend, and help my joyous lays along; 
5 Thy dinlelisg bavp, Abels, with. thee bring, 
And jeia is cheaus, as J liſping ng. 
1. | 
Bacchus, deity: divine ! | 
Kindly pluck the bendiag vine; 
f rich grapes thechaicet cull, 
Squeeze this mighty goblet full. 
On the table ſea it fmiles, 
Wine, thae pein- and care beguiles; 
Sons of Galen, leave your frife, 
This alone can lengthen life. ' 
Come, my lovely flowing bowl, 
Let me drink without controul, 
Till my rofy cheeks proclaim, 


Races roles the hann frame, 


Campanas, Ne. | | 305 


| 


| Which had the greateſt ſkill, Sir, 


— — 


* © 88 


| [A Cobler there wvgs] 
Ye ſons of the bottle attend to my mule, 

| Who boldly, has ventur'd ber ſubject to chooſe, 
From Hogarth*s keen pencil, which juftly diſplaye 
The foibics trail man ev'ry moment betravs. 
Derry Down, c. 
ola Time on the elock had proclaim'd the laſt hour 
When Bacchus began to exhibit his power; 
Poor Reaſon was forc'd to take flight from the toom 
And leave nviſe and folly their reign to aſſume. 

9 Derry Down, & ca 

[.4 Soldier and a Sailor. 

The Captain and Phyfician, 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion 


And who the moſt did kill, Sir, 
When thus began their fra 3 


1 At length ſo bigh it roſe, Sir, 


From words they fell to blows, Sir, 
And ſoon the fierce evchade, Sir, 
Upon the floor was laid, Sir, 
The Doctor gain'd the day. 
{ Religions a politic Law.] 
A ruby fac'a ſon of the pr ner 
Who thought all religion a hum. 
Had left his poor flock in the lurch, 
| To tip the glaſs oxer his thumb: 
The Patriarchs (he ſaid) thought ne ſhame; 
| With women and wine to be bleſs'd; 
Then why ſhould not we de the ſame, 


| $0 mentily drank es be beſt, 


[The A. 
The Lawy er ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry 
On — well fronted with braſe, 
Grins ſtammers and hiecups, ano cocking his eye, 
Thus makes of his client am afs. 
The caſe you bave told, to be ſure is as clear, 
As the wine that now ſmiles in this glaſs ; 
Bee 'zounds! right or wrong, Sir, you need not to 


|  D43 


EY 


| P'« prove chat a borfeis an aſs,” ſfoar, 
[The 


* 


{The Magpye. 
The Jan ce more wiſe, 
Who Bacchrs defies, 
Sate ſoberly ſmoaking his c'ay 3 
From Melſon and Coke, 
He oftentimes froks,” 
Then cordially whiff'd jt away, 


[The Yor Hire Ballad.] 
Sir Politic E fix d all for the 14 | 
The Balance of Power ſoon lull'd bi to reſt, 
The Beau his weak nerves by ciſcading confeſs'd, 
With a down, down, down, &c, 


[Give us. Glaſs, my Wench. * 
To drive away care, 
And haniſh deſpair, 
Thus mortals purſue a wrong courſe 
The cus they propo'e, 
Too oftentimes grows, 
Than een the diſeaſe itſeif, worſe, 


Sa mirror held up, 
Will thew in the cup, 
Thoſe ills which make nature HK 
Let Reaſon once moe, 
Your ſenſes reſtore, 


And bappily live while you may. 
= N TH 0 N I 0. 5 


Tar crimſpn morn bids. hence the night, 
Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes, my fair, 
For till the dawn of love 1s there, 

I feel no day, I own no night, 


Loris A. Waking, I heard thy numbers chide, 

Waking, the dawn did bleſs my fight, 
 *Tis Pbæbus ſure that woes 1 cried, | 

Who ſp-aks in ſong, who moyes in light. 

— 23 — 

1644. 

M Y miſtreſs expects me, and I muſt go 
Or how can | hope fora ſmile, ¶ to her 
| Loy 164. Soon may you return a proſperous wooer, 
But think what I ſuffer the wh le. 
But think, Sc. 


| 


1 


- 
— 


| 


| 


| 


Canraras, Ee. 
\ 


SusAN. Truly, Jamie, I mult blame ye, 


ö 


Alone, and away from the man that I le 
Ila ſtrangers I'm torc'd to conſideſ pros 
ane Dear lady my friend you may truſt, &he') 

- Your guardian, prote &ot and guide: 

Your guardian, Se. 
— — 24 ü e 
1 AMIE. 

PR vr EE, Saſan, what Joſt muſe on, 
By this doteful, doleful ſpring, 
vou are, I fear, in love; my dear, 
Alas poor thing, alas poor thing, 


1 


thing 
p00 


Caule you look fo pale and van, 
I fear "twill prove you are in love." 
Alas poor man. 
Jur. Nay, my Suey, now I view ye, 
Welt 1 know, I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone, you ſigh and moan, 
Alas poor heart, 


Sar! 


sesal. Famie hold, I dare be bold, 


To fay thy heart, thy heart is ftole, 
And know the ſhe, as well as TOE 
Alas, poor ſou]. 
JAMIE, Then, my Sue, tell me Who, 
1˙ give thee beads of pearl, 
And eaſe thy heart, ↄf all the ſmart, 
Alas, poor girl. 
susan. Jamie, no, if yon ſhould know, 
I fear twould make you ſad; 
And piae away, both night and day, 
Alas, peor lad. 
IELELD Why then, Sa, it is for you, | 
That I'm burning in theſe flames, 
And when I die, I Know you'll cry, 
Alas, poor James. 
Span Say you ſo, then Famie know, 
If you ſhould prove untrue, 
Then you will make me likewiſe ery, 
Alas, poor Sue, | 
Bo Tn, Come then j join, thy hand with mine, 
And we will dance, will dance and ſing 
] do agree to marry thee, 


Tay 


2 


L's 


2 


a5 chin 7 c 
Alas poor ing, & PART 


— 25 — — 
ARTN ERS of my toils and pleaſures, 
To this happy ſpot repair; 
See how juſtly fortune meaſures, 
Favours to the true and fair, 
With choruſſes gay, 
Proclaim holiday, 
In praiſe of the Lord of the Manor; 
And happy the ſong, | 
+ If it trains old and young, 
In the leſſons of Caſtle Manor. 
And happy, Sc. 
Sor nig. When a mutual inclination, 
Once a glowing ſpark betrays 
Try with tender emulatian, 
Which ſhall firſt excite the blaze, 
I plighted my truth 
To a generous youth, 
I found him at Caſtie Manor. 
. To one only be kind, 
9 And leave faſhion behind, 
"Tis the leſſon of Caftle Manor. 
Tay mon.Gallants learn from Trumore's ſtory, 
To aſſociate in the breaſt, 
Truth and honour, love and glory, 
| Aud to fortune leaye the reft, 
My ambition was fame, 
From beauty it came, 
From beauty at Caſſie Manor ; 
| | "Tis an honour to arms, 
To be led by its charms, 
Like the ſoldier of Caſtle Manor. 
5 5 "Tis, Se. | 
PzcGY, Briſk and free, but true to duty, 
.  __ Sure P'veplay'd an honeſt part; 
Would you purchaſe love and beauty, 
Be the price a faithful heart. 
Should a knaye full of gold, 
Think Peg's to be ſold 
Let him meet me at Caſle Manar. 
A bed in the mire, 
To cool his deſire, 
Is the leſſon of Caſtle Manar. 
A bed, Ce 


CaxrAT As, Ce. 


An x Zr. If I trip in my expreſſion, 
Critics lend a patient ear t 
If coquetting be tranſgreſſing, 
Siſterhood be not ſevere. 
To love while we live, 
And all faults to forgive, 
Is the leſſon of Caſtle Manor 3 
As friend to our cauſe, 
| Beſtow your applauſe, 
And welcome us to Caſtle Mancr. 
As friend, &c. 
—— 26 
| R EZSGITAT IVI. 
A S Dian and her hunting train 
Once rov'd to try the waods and plain, 
Poor Cupid faſt aſleep they found, 
His bowg and arrows on the ground, 
Well pleas'd to find his godſhip there, 
She thus commands her liſt' ning fair : 
Aln. 
Break. break with ſpeed, each pointed dart 
For if he wakes he'Il ſurely turn our tos, 
* Tis, *tis to wound the tender heart, 
His only joy's to give us woe. 
Now ſhall we ſafely trace the plain,” 
And haunt the river, Jawn, and grove, 
His arrows broke, his pow'r is vain, 
You now may ſafely laugh at love, 
REZCITAT IV. 
When now, too late, the god awoke, 
Saw Dian and her fav'rites by, 
The fatal miſchief thus he ſpoke, 
Whilſt malice ſparicled from each eyes 
| AS - 
Tho' Cupid is yanquiſh'd to day, 
Believe not my empire is o'er, 
To Venus li hie me away, TY 
She'll arm me as well as before, 
Oh Dien what nymph of thy train 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure dart ? 
Tm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtaia, 


Then goddeſs, tak care of thy bert. 


4 AS 
' 
0 1 5 


bi — 


398 . | by PTS Se. 


— 2 — — | They muſt, attended, ta the juſtice dd. "I 
A rere. A coach) is call'd—they to bus worſhip f! eer, B. 
8 I fat joyous in a pleaſant room, To be, or ſent to Bridewell, or tat clear. 
Where none but choicefF ſpirits ever come, His worſhip car his anna Fe 
A ſong was call'd; plence aloud proclaim, To puniſh foes, and to oblige his triends ; Sh 
For mirth and joy was ery hum'riit's aim: | With air umportagt, then dzmages the cauſe 
Up ſtarts a:gonius, and be thus begun, Why hey are brought, amd for what breach of laws ; TI 
Hoping to pleaſe each focial ſon; Io ſober ſadneſs the grive chief explaing, By 
To wine and muſic he addreſs'd his ſong, The bucks tranigrethon, and his want of brains, 
In worde like theſe, or theſe, he fu-g: Arn. 
Arn. Y orſhip muſt 
L O bring me muſic, bring me wine, | Your wor * not A 
Go fill the fprightly bowl: Which was in the dead of the night; S 
*Tis 2 ou _ dmg out. L {parks ab the devil, 0 * 
„„ | Rm T 
Great Bacchus, ſound Soo run; a | © 5 
And whilft-thou doft the chorus fl, | iy en ORIG WS 
Our joys exe we Uhr donr, . 15 
Then take the cup and $1 it high, As 1 ee'® 
1 5 joys 0 us belong TO E They GR CO --- | 1175 
n let us wi ul t quith” A 
4 Inbe ke the god of —_ J | e R . _ _— I 
Come, vail of mirth and revelcy, | ek brug | 
Com bei ag thy merry rou od, | His worſbip heard, and firok's his under jaw, 
And ſhew the cynic fool, that ha Then look d authevity, and gave n haw , Dame 
| Such joys has never found Turn'd o'er the ſtatates, and the riot act, fad: Thus 
Sacred to mirth, this ſpot friends, : 8 nd talk d of quint, and quert, and doubt, and te fl 
Yo 3 » my "i | ut the youag blades, to moliify whe cauſe, But li 
1 — — | And ſmooth the aſpee® of bazd-featur'd laws, 
3888 — night. Bezg 4 that the A, 9 word expreſa, Wong 
x ich was ec ede 10 reudine e; 
3 — n | S pray * their —_— he d forget, * 
| | nd they d remaiw tor eves in bis debe; 5 
Come — my — her bleods, around, | And with reſpett, and great fabmifſion ſhown, | 
| ſlarry quot out. They bap's he'd make a wifting grfe iris owa ; 8 en 
bs - 23 | This generens ſpivit ia esch qulpri+ ſpark, lnee 
8 Produc'd che ordees rs hi werthip's cler k. * 
when aces meet, 
And carts and eoaches chr in each ſtreet; | Clerk, write b 4 Who, 
2 mw riſes, and the tea-things rattle; And fer theſe at EF 
e ſex prepare for-generad catrie, = Wo, © E996. 


.. 9 "T 


8, 


*Tis true, they tranſgreſs'd, 
But now they've expreſs'd, 
For their folly, much grief and contrition. 
For juſtice ſometimes, | 
Should wiak at ſmall crimes, 
Of rigour relax, and be kind ; 
The poor I commit; 
But pay, and ſubmit, 


A | | RreciTATIvVe, 
S Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Invok'd ſoft muſic's need leſs aid; 
Compleately conquer'd by her face, 
Thus gentle Screpbon, ſmiling ſaid, 
Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try 
To ſwell the ſong, ar form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice, 
And truſt the muſic of your eyes. 


| RrciTaTive 

Damen, who chanc'd to overhear, 
Thus ſpoke, as. he approach d more near: 
He flatters, do not truft the ſwain, 
But liſten to my honeſt rain. 
1 AI. 
Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 

Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay; 
Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 

By dozens ſteal our hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the prize, _ 
Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes 
h] lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
Select the worthieſt ſwain you've won; 
Who, prizing ſound and colour lefs, 

Admires you foryour ſenſe alone; 
Then leave all little arty behind, 


'Ti 


| You'll find me, as painted, quite blind. 


uþ tgdy to improve the-jind 


CanTATAE, 


| 


| 


1 


a... M_” _ 8 
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RrxciTaATivht 


As in a penfive form My-rills far, 


Revolving'on the will of fate, 


4 fprightly youth, devoid of care, 


Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fair, 
| A122. 

Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 

I'm come to buy a heart of thee : 


Wich tranſport I r:ceiv'd the tale, 


That ſuch a gem was up for ſale. 
Could I command the ftarry train, 


For thee I'd give it back again; 


And, If I could, to make thee mine, 
The univerſe ſhould all be thine. 


Go hence, (the maid with ſoftneſs cries 3] 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: | 
The tale you've heard was falſely told 


_ | Mijriilla's heart can ne er be fold, 


122 ——— 


RErciTATIVE. 

along St. Paul's did move, 
Depreſs'd with weighty load, but more by love, 

By chance the fair Ceriſſa there he found, 

Crying her fine heart cherries. round & ſound [her 


As porter Will 


barrow, thus addreſs'd her 
A1R. 

are cherries, ſweeter far 

Than thoſe whith in the barrow are 3 


And leaning o'er the 
Thy lips 


Wich ſuch a ftore of charms, tie well 


You may have ſtolen hearts to fell. 
Mine, dear Ceriſſa, too, you know, 
You ſtole it from me long ago; = 
And now I ſteop to aſk of thee, 
| To give it back, or marry me. 
RzciTATIVE.. 


]Ceriſſa archly leering ag he ſpake, | 

; * | While all the cherry bluſhed on her cheek, 

' {The melloweft fruit, unnotic's culF'd apace, 
| {And ſent like thunder at his doleful face; 


| 


Will, Joyous, inſtant pitch'd, then ſtraight careſs's 


340 
Then graſp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 
And looking round at Vill, iriumphant ſung, 
Aln, 

$hall I, poſſeſs'd of all theſe charms, 

Sleep nightly in a porter's arms! 

M' ambitious ſoul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 

And fighs for conqueſts yet to come. 

Fair youths my ſov'reign pow'r ſhall feel! 

Ten thouſand hearts I daily flea;, 

And beauteous nymphs ſhal) envious ſee 

Crown'd heads and dukes ſubmit to me. 


72 
RECITATLIVE. 
Twas at the gate of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where fad deſpair and famine always dwells, 
A meagre Frenchman, madam Granfire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe, that way teok ; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam's firloin, 
On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good father Dominick by chance came by. 
Wich roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
His benediction on it he beflow's ; | 
And as the ſolid fat his fingers prefs'q, 


Helick'd his chops, and thus the Knight addreſs'd; 


Arn. [| A lovely. laſe to a friar came, &c.] 
Oh rare roaſt beat! Jov'd. by all magkiad, 
If I were doom d to have thee, ; 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 

And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combia'd 
Should from my fury, fave thee 

Renown'd firloin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad; | 

On thee Cen kings have deipn's to feed, 

Unknown to Frenchman's palate + 

Then how much doch thy taſte exceed , 
Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad ! 


| RnucrifaTrve. | 
A half. rd ſoldier, ſhirtief, pole and lein, 


Who ſbel s fight before had riever ſeen 


Like Garvie#s frighted Homlth,” paping feed, 
 * Aid gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food. 


;| 


* 


 Canmanas, c. 


1 


4 


2 An. ¶ Tie broim of Cooder Know.) 


To view thee, by pailſals zune aut at my eyes. 


. | While here | remain, my Fife'wnot worth a farthin; 


; | His dear-lov'd mull, alas ! was thrown afide: 
Wied lifted hand he bleſs" his native place, 


forſoolc the friendly bawl, 


His morning's meſs 


And in ſmall fireams along the pa emer t ſtole. 0 thi 
| He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, W. 
And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief. I wif 
AIR. [Foot Minuet. 55 Ho 

Ah ! facre Dieu! vat do I ſee. yonder, Ah C 

Dat look fo tempting red and vite * Th 

Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre 3 ] wou 


Oh! grant to me von lettle bite. Fre 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis doon denies; 
In kind caompaſſiun unta my pleading, 


Return, and let me feaſt mine eyes. But ſe 

Riera TTV. her, 

His fellow-guard, of right Hibernian clay, Where 

Whoſe brazen front his country did * And v 

From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, Tho? 

By honeſt means to gain his daily bread, Wlaruſt 

Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſtry'd, 

In blubb' ring ecents dotefuſty he cry'd:_ = S 

| A 1 2. | Eller a Reon.) As one 

Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ftomach to riſe, {Whcheld 

Sweet beef, that nom cuuſes my itomacki to riſe, I le boa 


| So taking thy ſight fo, 
My joy, thed ſo licht is, | 


While herel remain, my life's not worth: x farthing 


Ah hard-hearted B —- 
Why did I ceme to you? [ tarving 
The gallows, more kind, would have fav'q me 
| . CET TATREDL..-. 
| Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney (ate, 
Who fed his noſe, ard ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
But when old Zry/and's bulwark he eſp d. 


Then ſcrubb'd Himſelf, and thus be wand his ca 


Nov hard, ob! Sowney, is thy lot, 
Who was ſo hiythe of ' live, 


| * ſee ſuch meat av can d be ot, 


1 
? 

* 0 
» 


.'. 1@4 


When hunger iof6great? 


0 the beef ! the bonny beef, 
When ruaſted nice and brown 
| with I had a lice of 'thee, 
How ſweet it would gang down ! 
Ah Charley ! had'ſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; | 
] would the de' el had pick d mine e) n, 
Fre I had gang d wi” thee. 
O the beef, Nc. 


RES I T ATZ. 


But ſee my mitſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and ptenty ſoc ia unite; [throne, 
Where ſmiling freedom guards great: George's 


And whips, and cheins, & tortures are not known, | 


Tho' Britain's fame in loftieft ſtrains ſhalt ring, 
la ruſtic fable give me leave to fing. 


A1n. 
Az once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
e, Ileheld a 1: rge or grazing o'er the wide plain, 
le, Ile boaſted bis G2e he could quickly attain, 
O the ruaſt beef. of old England, 
And © the old Exgliſb roait beef. 


Then eagerly Rretehinę his weak little frame, 

ama, who ftevd by like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'd,** Son, to attempt it you're furely to blame.” 

O the roaft beef, &c. 5 

Put deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 

An effort he wentur's more ſtrong than the firſt, 

(ill welling and ftrarming too hard made him burſt, 
O the roaſt beef, Cc. | 


en, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear; 
The ox is old England, the frog i Alen ſicun, 
Tnoſe puffs and bravadoces we need nt ver fear. 
O © the roaſt beef, Sc. © | 
or while by our commerce and arts we are able 
0 ſee the firloig ſmoking hot on the table, 
be French may e en buck like the frog in the fable 
O the roaſt beef of old Exg/ard, 
And O the old Engiih welt beef, 


| 


* 
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| RzrciTaTiVE. 
BRITONS, attend; 1 ing in merry lay, 

The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord- mayor s day: 

What ſurfeits caught, hat feeding whenthey dine; 

What ſober citizens get dynak. by nine; 


What fights are ſcen; what ratling, fuſs and noiſe, 


Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 
Who ſtreets, bulies, windows, tops of houſeerhrong, 


To view his loedihip peſs in ſtate along. 


Arr. ICS] Landon is a fine town, Cc] 
Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhew, ſo brave and gay, 

Does honaur to the city; | 

And old and young, and rich and poorz 
Muſt own tis vaitly pretty, 

To fee the gilded coach and fix, 
And man in armour ride, 

In pomp and ſplendor, from Guildball, 
Unto the water · ſide. | 


| And when the barges cloſely pent, 


Such plenty of good cheer, 
What pity tis fo fine a ſight, 
| Should come but once a year! | 

Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſa brave, F.., 

RrciTaTiIvVre | 

The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, | 
The mob difpers'd, 4 To dinner's all the cry, 
um haſten'd ſteps, as lkeeneft hunger calls. 
he ſtarv'd mechanics ſ:ek their diff rent halls; 
At the full-groaning board each takes his ſear, 
Witt. brardiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to cat. 


A1R. | Ghoſts of every occupation. ] 

Cits of ev'ry occupation, 

\ Ev'ry age, and ev'ry tation, 

{ Parſons, juſtices of quorum, 

| All witk napkins tuck'd before *em, 
Prefs to have th ir plates fill'd firſt, 

With the victuals here ſuch work is, 

Snatching turtles, geeſc, azad turkies, 


1 n ——— 


8 « Heres 
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Hares, with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cuftards, tarts and jellics 2 
Bawling, fwearing, EN 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Lickinę, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all wou'd burſt. 
ReciTATLqIYTL. | 
Their now in eating having prov'd, 
The diſhes empried, and the cloth remov'd; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 


Andtcafts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail; [lie 


Some talk, ſome laugh, fome ſmoak, ſome ſuoiing 
And ſame with jovial ſongs old care defy. 
Alx. [Come bit her, my country 'ſquire, &c.] 
Come fill the glaſs to the brink 3 
Briſk wine ſoon away lorrow drives; 


Like cowares ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 


Confuſion to bailifts and wives, 
1 Cnuonvus. Th 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking and joking, 

Such guzzling here you fee 3 
The buck and furt d guwn together fit down, 

And all are good company. | 
To enjoy life while we may, 

I' prove from the ſcripture, is right: 
Old Lot us'd they ſay, to fuddle all day, 

And lie with his doxy at night, 

| Such ſoaking, &c. 

1 RZ SeITATIVYVE. 
But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows; 
Mirth and good humour turn to words and blows; 
Now Rogue and Cuckoid through the hall reſound, 


And wigs, and canes, and cravats ſtrew the ground; 


Till bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the nuiſy crew reel home to bed. 


Arr, [There was a jovial beggar, &c,] 
Let heroes, both by land ang ſea, 
Their deeds in battte boaft 3 
They only fame acquire now, 
Wo eat and drink the moſt, 
Thes a guttling we will go, will go, will go: 
' Then aguiiling we will go, 


In ftory we are told, of one 
An ox ſlew with his fiſt; 

Then at a meal he eat him up, 

| Cnds! what a glorious twiſt ! 

| Then a guttling, Ce. | 

If then good ezting's ſo renown'd, 
Be this each Briton's pray'r, 

God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 
«© The Sheriffs and Lord Mayor, 

When a guttling they, Sc. 


| J4 
, Rzxc1iTATAIy EF. 
Twas when the ſeas were roari, 

With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 

All ona rock reclin'ds _. 
Wide o'er the foaming biilows 

She caſt a wiſhful look; | 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 


bo That trembled o'er the brook. 


AIR. 

Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why didft thou, vent”rous lover, 

Why didft thou truſt the ſeas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou rolling ocean, 
And let my lover reft ! x 
Ahl! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 


The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Viet tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treMIre 
To the lofing of my dear ? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold a d di'monds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo, 


How can they ſ.y that nature 
Has no'hing made in vain ? 
Way then, beneath the water, 


Do hideous rocks remain? 


Hr, 


- 


No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 

That lurk: benexth-elie"depy 7 

To wreck the wind'ring fovery rn 
And leave the maid ro'weepe' © 


rf 1 23607 I! 
All melancholy lyi 2. 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her deur, 


| Repaid each blaff with fighing, 
Each billow e = 
When o'et the white, waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe the ſp ” A 
Then like'a lily droapiog,.., ,, . 
She bow's her head—and dy'd. 


% * 
1 
- 


. ; 8 HE. 4 
AND dna thou lese hy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore, | 
It comes into my fancy 
Ine'er ſhall {ee the more. 


HE. Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spait, - 

Let fear ne'er fill thy fancy, 

For we ſhali meet again. 


uE. Amidſt the foaming billows, 

| When thund' ring cannons roar, 

You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore, 


N. I fear not land nor water; 

I ſear not {word ar fire; 

For ſweet reyenge and ſlaughter 
Are all that I defice, | 


ur. May guardian gods protect thee 
" From water, fire, or itcel, 


And make no fears affect thee 
Like thoſe which now 1 feel. 


. Leave to beav'n's protection, 
My life; my only dear; 

You have my fouls 1 
So ſtill conclude mit herd. 


CanTATAs, &c, 


WN «65 Vs mane 1 
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RZeIT AIT IVI. 


As tiok'ring Tom theo! fest, bis trade did cry, 


He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paffing by; 
In duſt-cart high advatic'd, the oymph was plac'd, 
With the rich cinders thund her lovely waiſt ; 5 
Tom with uplifted hands th* occafion bleft, - 
And thus, in'foothing ſtrains, th maid addreſt. 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 

To pick up duſt, you ſteal dur hearts; 
Tou take up duſt, and Rea our hearts: 


I That mine e gone, alas? is true, 


And dwells among the duſt with vou 


I Anddwells among the Toft with you: 


Ah! lovely Sylvia, -eaſe my pan; 
_ Give me my heart, you ſtole, again; 
Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, gain. 
RECTTATEIVE. 


| | Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabdle rout, 


Exulting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 
She heav'd her ſwelling breaſt, as black as ſloe, 
And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 

To Tom ſhe nodded, as the cart drew on, 


Tad then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, the cry'd, ſtop Jebn. 


A I.. 

Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 

The youths ſhall lan guĩſſi and admire, 


4 And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 


Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart;z 


GG And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 


Shall long to ride in my duſt cart. 
| - 27 


| r 
| Ca ST, my love, thine eyes around, 


| See the ſportive lambkins play); 
Nature gaily decks the ground, 
e | 


314 | Eantarks; '&e. 


Like the Tparrow ahd dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love; 


| Su x. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
Lining to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive toague 
Oſten heard me in thb dale 3 
Take, oh! Damon, while | live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


HZ. Not the verdure of the grove, . 
Not the garden's faireſt flow'r; 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 
Can gelight thy Damon's eye, 
S x x, Not the water's gentle fall, 
By the baok with poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongfters all, | 
Nor the flute's melodious ſound; 
Can delight Florella's ear; 


Bor R. Let us love, and let us live, 
- * Like the chearful ſeaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant My i 
* + Like the ſparrow and the toveg 
Liſten to hs voice of love. 


REctTATIVE. 
Tus feſtive buzrd was met, the ſocial bafid 
Rouna fam'd Anacreon took their titent ſtand 3 
My ſons (began the (age) ve this the rule 
No brow auite:e muſt dare approach my ichool, 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within: 
Old care, betone] keer ſadneſs is a ſin. 
AIR. 

T ell me not the joys that wait 
 - On hem tral's lern d, or him that's great: 

We Irtt and wiſdom I deſpiſe ; 

Cares ſurround the rich and wiſe? 

he queen rhat gives f:ft wiſhes birth, 

Ace Bacchus, god of wine and mu th, 


Me their friend and fay'rite owny 
And I was barn far them alone: 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp and ſtate, 
Give them to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine : 


Bring me women, bring me wine: 
Speed the dancing hours away ; 
Mind not what the grave ones ſays 


Gaily let the minutes fly, 


In wit and freedom, love and joy: 


So ſhall love, hall life be mine; 3 


Bring me woman, bring me wine. 
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RE eITAT IVI. 

SEE! wih roſy banners ſtreami ng, 

' Young-ey'd morn aſcends the ſkies! 

Why, dear Chloe, art thou dreaming? 

Wake, my fair! my love, ariſc ! 
A1R; 


| Breake the filken bands of Morpheus 


Hark aerial concerts flow ; 
Sweet, methinks, a lyte of Orpbeus, 
When he ſought the ſhades below. 


See! the lark aloft is ſoaring; 


Now, with undulating ſtrains, 


| Philomel, her fate deploring, 
| Charms the ſpacious happy plains. 


40 
Ruxc1iTATIVE. 


At length a god of wine addreft, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaft, 
A1R. 


Teach me to gain the cruel mad; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 


RecitTATIVE. 
ro Bacchus thus the lover cry d, 


And thus the jolly = reply* * 


A Wretch long tortur d with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd, in vain, 


Vouct ſafe, 0 power, thy healing aid, 


Fluſh his wan looks, and cheat his heart. 


A1n 
Give whiningo'er, be briſk 2nd'gay, 
Add quaff his ſneaking form away: 
ith dauntleſs mien approach the fair 
The way to conquer is to dare. 
RrciTAThvE 
The ſwain purſu'd the god's advice; 
The nymph was now no longer nice : 
Arn. 1 — 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; 
When you grow daring, we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear. 


3 \ 
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Co LIN. Ce bear! 
Hark! hark ! o'er the plains what glad tumults 
How gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds appear ! 
With myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And every buſh bears a garland of flowers, : 
I can't, for my life, what it means underſtand : 
There's ſome rural feftival ſurely at hand ; 
Not harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take place; 
But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe, 

| ) 

The truth, honeſt lad“ — hy ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrfis, fo fam'd and ador d, 
Weds Dapbne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and eaſe, 
All fancies can ſtrike, & all judgements can pleaſe; 
That Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er; | 
You know what he i:—and I need ſay no more. 


_ Conin. 
Young Thyrfis too claims all that honeur can lend, 
His countrymen's glory, their champion & friend, 


Tho” ſuch light memorials ſearee ſpeak his deſerts, | 


And truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts. 
Purittis _ 

But hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng, 

Each ſhepherd conducting his ſweet-heart along; 


A 


| CanTtaras, &c. 


| Contented all day 
| Where poplars far ſtretching o er- ah the cool tideg 


To preſerve ia their age, what 
To preſerve in their age, 
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Dun x Te. 
Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 


| All-gracious look down on the bridegroom & bride, 


That beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 
In a race like themſelvs, with no end to the line : 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro” numerous days 3 
And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 


99 


O! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


— 42 —-—᷑ 
DAMO. f 
will I fit by your fide, 


And, while the clear river runs purling slang, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong. 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 


LAVU AA: 


fy 


| While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 


Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; [pleaſe, 


Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may 


For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart 

For my ſhepherd, c. 
Damon. 

Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 

The wiſh of each heart, & the theme of each layz 


is at eaſe 3. 


Ne er yield to the ſwain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life; 


For he who, c. 


| . [ fair, 

Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the 

*Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care 

Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtanet to lend, 

Nor betray the ſweet creatures you te born to defend; 

Nor betray, Wc. | : 
WE heh DuzTrTo. 

For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd ; 

Nor falſe to his vowv one young ſhepherd be found: 

Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 


they gain'd in theie 


The joyous occafion all nature inſpires 
With tender affections and cheaeful defires, 


Se be | fyouth, 
1 87 6 WHILE 


Eez 
* 
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Wi ; A1n. 
HILE 4 barter eaſe, for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 

Let me (with roſy chaplet crown'd) 


The grape's neftareous juices quaff, 
Alternate fing and love and Jaugh, 
Already ſee the purple juice 
Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 

A ſecond youth !—2gain the bowl 
With warm deſires in flames my ſoul. 


' RrcrTATIVE 


Quickly, ab quickly! muſt I leave 
Ihe joys that wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt I quit my wonted mirth, 
And m n:le with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their late, 
With flares ſuſtain a common fate. 


Arx. 


Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and. wine: 
Come, ye virzin-throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the genial bow! inſpires 

Soft delight and gay defires. 


— 4; — 


IT” | Rec1iTATIVE. 
| Wrrx Flora o'er the garden ſtray'd, 
And ev'ry blooming ſwret ſurvey'd, 

As o'er the dew-dipt fl-w'rs the hung, 
Thus wrapt in joy ſhe fandly ſung, 

| AI. 

The 2 fnow-drop, primroſe pale, 

The tulip gay. the lily fair, | 

Fach flow'r that loads the ſrented gale 

Deſerves thei: Flora's tender care,, 

Deſerves their Flora's tender care. 


Für rns, Se. 


IFN 


Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd ground, | 


I 


\ 


But none of e pride 
Such ſweetneſs breathe, or charme TT, 


As that dear-flgw'nthat blooms bed, 


None pleaſes like the * IN 
As- that dear flow'r,, &c. | 


The balmy Zephyr round thee play,” By 
And golden ſans exert their pow'r 
To bring thy beauties to the day, 
And make thee Flora fav rite flow" A 85 
And make thee Flora: faite flower. 
A garland gay, the nymphs and ſwains 

May make · from ev'ry ſweet that grows, 
And meaner things may pleaſe the plains, 
| But thou art mine thou lovely _ 
Ander meaner things, &c. | 
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| RuciTATiIve, 

From Paphos iſle, ſo fam'd of old, I come, 

To raiſe recruits, with merry fife and drum; 

The queen of beauty here, by me. invites 

Each nymph and ſwain to taſte of ſweet delights z 

Obey the call, and ſeek the happy land. 

Whore Captain Copid bears the ſole command.. 


AIR. 
Ve nywphs and, ye, ſwains oo are youthFul & gay, 
Attend to the call, and be bleſt while you may; 
Lads and laſſes hither come 
*- 5, 1 0 the ſound of the drum | | 
I have treaſure in ſtore which you never ave bers 
Then haſte, le us rove * 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


Ech nymph of ſixteen who would fa'n be a wife, 


ol ſoon have a partner to bleſs her fot or; 


Then laſſes hither come 
To the ſound of the drum, 


* g 1 have ſweethearts in ſtore ſuch as never were ſeenz 


Haſte. 'hafte,. let us rove 


j 9 To the iſland of love. 5 


[un Cupid i captain, and Venus is wa V5 


/ 


Let him emer my liſt, and his wiſh he ſhall find; 
I can bleſs him for life, 
Wich a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful fair than was nymph ever ſeen, 
Then hafte, let us rove 
To the ifJand of love, 
Where Capid is captain, and Venus is queen. 
In Paphos, we know of nor diſcord nor ſtrife, 
Exch nymph and each ſwain may be happy for life 
In tranſport and joy, 
We each moment 
And taſte ſuch delights as were never yet ſeen; 
Then hafte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 


* * 


Kerr. 

Taz kind appointment Celia made, 

And nam'd the myrile bow'r ; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ftay'd 

Beyond the promis d hour: 
No longer able to contain 

This anxious expectation, TT 
With rage he ſoyght t'allay his pain, 
And vented thus his pafſion: | 
A1R, 


To all the ſex deceitful, 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful, 
As long as men preve true. 
The pains they give are many, 
And oh ! too hard to bear; 
The joys they give—if any, 
Few, jhort, and infincere, 
 RucniTATIiVE. 


ow Celia, from mama got looſe, 
And reach'd the calm retreat; 

ith modeſt bluſh ſhe begg's excuſe, 
And chid her tardy fest. 


CantarTas, Wc: 
Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to his mind, 
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The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
Fis joy could not reſtrain, 
But as each tender thought increas d, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 
| AI. 
How engaging, how endearing, 
| Is a lover's pain and care 
And what joy the nymphs appearing, 
After abſence or deſpair; 
Women wiſe increaſe defiring, 
By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing or retiring, 
All they mean—is more to pleaſe, 


8 


= RECITAT IVI. 

A Mpbytryon and his bride, a god - like pair, 
He, brave as Marz, and the as Venus fair, 
On thrones of gold, in purple triumph plac'd, 
1 With matchleſs ſplendor held the nuptjal feaſt, 
Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
| Enraptur'd thus the happy hero ſung, | 
_—_— Alix. 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 

With all his wrath divine, 


1 Enrag' d at my pretending 


To call this charmer mine; 
His ſhafts of bolted thuader 
With boldneſs I deride, 
Not heav*n itſelf can ſunder, 
The hearts that love has ty'd. 
RICITATIVYVE accompanied. 
The thund' rer heard, he look d with vengeance down 
Till beauty's glance dif -m'd his awful frown ; 
The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes, 
Compeli'd the conqu' ring god to quit the (kies, 
He feign'd the hurſband's form, poſſeſa q her charms, 
And puniſh'd his preſumption in her arms, 
| A IR. 
He deſerves ſublimeft pleaſure, 
Who reveals it not when won, 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 
Boaſt it, and che fool's undoie. _ 
> | Learn 


g 


Ee} 


Tons RR IEEIESD 
or == 
* 


! 
| 


Look'd at the nymph, and thus his rapture feds : 


Her thoughts ſhe thus expreſs'd in accents ſweet, 
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When your ſecret ſighs prevail, ' 
Not to let your tongue diſcover. 
EKaptures that it ſhould conceal, .. 
— 48 
RECITAT IVZ. 
8 her ſhepherd, once a fair one plac' 
A fa un rite Girdle round her ſle nder waiſt; 
This Girdle now ſhall par' me into two, 


Gay Phillis cries, and either half 's for you; [like, 


Mate then your choice, and take which ſhare you 
As paſſion or a: ſeatiment ſhall ſtrike. 
The artful Strep bon ſoon his filence broke, 


AIR. 
Then give thoſe looks that ſpezk and tell 
The harmleſs breaſt and heart ſince e, 
Where honour, truth, and virtue dwell, . 
And what can life itſelf endear 
That wit and wiſdom, ſtill be mine, 
The flowing tongue, the temper free : 
Below the Girdle I refign, 
The upper half, dear girl, for me. 
3 RECITATEY E. | 
Our nymph the ſhepherd's arguments approv'd, 
Strephon for this by Phillis muſt be lov'd ; 


* TATAS, Sc. 
Learn by 45 ama "I 9 | 


* 
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since you have ſo war they” * 
And ſuch judgment now have . 
By the Girdle undfvided, 
See 2 charm, l'm all your own. 
Greater is the ſkepherd's pleaſure, 
Who both mind ànd body gains; 
You who choſe the ſoul's beſt treaſure, 
Take my perſon for your . 
49 
RE c ATATIVY E. 
1 Damon lont had low 'd, and long had woo'd, 


* 


The nymph he lov'd, lov'd him, but Was a prude; 
At length reſolv'dy no longer to end ure 


| Thoſe cruel frowns, thoſe frowns that work 'd hit 
2. left the maid, and fought a kinder fair: eure; 
Now Daphne mourns her tolly in deſpair, 


Ie nymphs be-warn'd, and make your lovers ſure, 


[The heart your ſmiles can wound, your owe will 
3d... eure. 
Nymphe be kind, and you ſhall and, 
Your graces will i improve 3 
Gentle ſmiles, ſoft pleaſi ng wiles, 
Are all the arms of love! 


| Seorn to teaze the heart you've n, 


Quick take the favor d ſwain; 
Nor frown on thaſe by love unone, 


And dropp'd tne while the Girdle at her _ 


— — ” 


When ſmiles might ſooth their m_ 
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SOCIAL and CONVIVIAL SONGS. 


eee, e 


SONG Tr:. 
8 Bacchus and Ae aiherkier wire Tithe 
Diſcourſiog omſudjects their goo ſn ps beficting 
Quoth Mars. My friend Bacchus, I ne'er cou'd 
Why our favorite iſſand produces no wine: [divine 
Fur tell me what people on earth better merit 
This excellent drink of the Gods to inherit? 


That the Britons deſerve to have plenty of wine 


| 


And when they have wanted, I ah, * know, 
Since I, my good friend Babe ens'd- it below ? 
For tho” the rich clufters their iſſe don't produce, 
always take care to ſupply them with juice. [toil 


Their neighbours i in France, Spain, and Portugal 
70 compenſate this want, in tbe fam d Britiſp ſoil: 


* true, (nw er d Bacabus) becauſe they are thine; 


For you know that when - firſt created the ball 
Some defect he decreed Aan country ſhauld = 
| | 1 


And who can diſcover wall” waſhing but this, 
For England to rival een Beav' nin biſfs? 


Their women as 32 we often behold, 

As it form'd unh our clay in your miftreſs's mould; 
While their men ſ@ much valour diſplay in the field, 
That they make like yourſelf ev r enemy yieloſ ſhow 
Then what room for. zegret, tho* no grapes they can 
Since they always beat thoſe ĩn whoſe kingdoms they 


2 [grow. 
Y ov bia me my jovial companions forſake, 

The joys of a rural receſs to partake; 

With you, my good friend, I'll retreat to the vine, 
Its ſhelter be yours but its nectar de mine z 

For each "twill a ſeparate pleaſure produce, 

You cool in its (hade, whilft I glow with 1 its juice; : 
And own go delight with his rapture can vie, 

Who always is drinkicg, yet always is dry. 


The lover may talk of his flames and his darts, 
His judgment of eyes, and his conqueſt of hearts, 


50'd, 
de; 


1 his 
ure; 


ſure, 
s will 
cure. 


May ſmile with the wanton, and ſport with the gay, | 


Enjoy where he can, and deſert where he may: 
Yet the warmeſt adherents of love muſt deplore, 


That its favours when taſted, are tavours no more ; | 


Then how can ſuch joys with nis extacy vie, 
Who always is drinking, yet always is dry ? 


Ambition, they tell me, has charms for us all, 

But well I'm convinc'd they're charms that muſt pall 
The pageant of ſplendor may lure for a while, 

But ſoon we grow fick of its weight and its toil ; 
Nor can it with us be compar'd, my braye boyz 
Whoſe appetites ſtrengthen the mare we enjoy; 
Then deign, ye kind pow'rs! with this wiſh to com 
May 1 aways be — yet always be dry | [ply 


Warn by the Sadly gliding, fream, | 
On banks where budding 9 ſprings 
I ſee my Delia's beauties beam, 
I hear my lovely Delia fing; 
When lips cembine, © 
When arms entwine, ' 
When fond careſſes, amorous kiſs, 
Yield the height of — bliſſes, 


SU, 


18 


6 


3 Weil ind Conviviat. SoxGs. 


| 


In extacy I * and fav; 
Thus let me love my life away. 
Whene'er the jocund bowl we paſs, 
Ard merry ſong and tale go round 3 
When wine is ſparkling in the glaſs, 
And joke and ſprightly wit abound, 
With catch and ghee, f 
Good humour tree 4 ; 4 
While thus we find our joys increaſing, 
2 er roars with mirth unceaſintz, * 
- In extacy I pant and ſay, Dots 
Thus let me laugh my life away. | 
O lovely woman ! gen'rous wine! 
Theſe potent pleaſures let me quaff ; 
Thy raptures, wit, O make them mine; . 


Oh! let me love, and drink, and hugh! 


Each riſing thought, - . 
With muſic fraught, | 
Where all is pleaſure, nothing wanting, 
All harmonious, all enchanting, 
In extacy I pant and ſay, 
Thus let me ſing my life away. 


- | 

Sons of Ocean, fam'd in ſtory, 

Wont to wear the laurel'd brow ; 
Liſten to your riſing glory, 

Growing honouas wait you now z 
Think not ſervile adulation 

Meanly marks my grateſul ſong, 
All the praiſes of the nation 

Giv*n to you, to you belong; 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far 
Their plaudits to the Britiſh Tar. 


Tis not now your, valiant . 
Courage you've for ages he wn; 
"Tis not now 'your mil forbeating,- 
Pity ever was your own ; | 
"Tis your Prince, fo lov'd, ſo pleafing, . 
Spreads your fame thro' diftant lands, 
And the Trident nobly ſeizing, 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 
Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 
The v.rtues of the Britiſp Tar, 


When 


g20 | 
Men the times were big with danger, | 
See your Royal ſhipmate go, 
And to every fear a ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe : , | 
Now when ſmiling Pezce rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts; 
Chear his preſence with your voices, 
Pay his ſervice with your hearts, 
And be henceforth your leading ftar, 
The gallant, Royal Britiþ Tar. 


Wunz the lads in 3 ſhall merrily, ah 
Sound the tabor, I'll hand thee along, | 
And I fay unto thee, that verily. ah ! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
J. 4 then, when his youth who laſt year won the 
With his mate ſhall the ſport have begun,[dow'r 
When the gay voice of gladneſs is heard from each 
And though long' in thine heart to m. xe one. bow 


Thoſe joys that are harmleſs what mortal can blame, | 


"Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free, 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
Believe thou ſhalt preſently ſee. 


G 6 
H ! the days when I was young ! 
When I laugh'd in. fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night, 
Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reft a bumper drown. 
Oh! the days, Ce. 
Trath, they fay, lies in 2 well, ie” 
Why I vow 1 ne'er could ſee 3 we 
Let the vater-drinkers tell, 5 
There it a'ways lay for me : Eye 
For when ſparkling wine wery round, 
Never ſaw I f.\ſhood's mc; | 
But ſtiil honeſt truth J found, 
In the bottom of e:ch flaſk ! 


ay * 


[ſame | 


bf 


Oh! the little God of love is a roguith elf ! 


| 


Sock and Conviviar Soxes. 


True at length my vigour's flown, | 


HH 


a Selle 


Fa He makes us all 28 child 
„ Oh! the dens, Se. 33 ! | 1 _ 


I have to bring decay z 


Few the locks that now I own, 


And the few I have are grey ! 


Ver, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 


While thy ſpirits do not tire, 


Still teneath thy age's froft 


Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 


C : | 

OME now all ye ſocial powers, 
Shed your influence o'er us, 

Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enli ven thoſe before us, | 

Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us, 


Dtink and dance and laugh and ſing, 


And caſt dull care behind us. 
Friendſhip, with thy pow'r divine, 
Brighten all our features, | 
What but friendſhip, love, and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. | 


Love, thy Godhead I adore, 


Source of gen'rous paſſion, 
But will ne'er bow down before, 
Thoſe idols, wealth or faſhion, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. | 


Why the plague ſhould we be ſad, 


Whilſt on earth we moulder, 
Whether we're merry, grave,'or glad, 
'We ev'ry day grow older, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Then fince Time will fteal away, 


Spite of all our ſorrow, 
Heigh en ey*ry joy to-day, 
And never mind to-morrow , 
Bring the flaſk, &c, 
| — Y 
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iſh and blind as bimſelf ! 
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| Twang went the'firtig, | 


i2z-few the dart, 
| On a grey gooſe with,” £7 


1 1 


To an old man's heart. ba 


But Pl! be merry, ”. 
Hey dowa derr ; 
Dull ſorrow I'll drown, 
Derry down, down," 
Or laugh at them all,” wr 
Tol de rol o.. 
— — 2 — | 


By dimpled brook and fountain brim, 


The wood-nymph deck'd with daifies trim, 


Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep ; 
What has night to do wiih fleep?  -- 
Night has better ſweets to rote | Gy 
Venus wakes and wakens love; 

Come, let us our rites begin, 
'Tis only * _ on makes n_ 1 


1 
F ILL me a bow!, a mighty bowl, 

Large a» my capacious foul ; * 

Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 

Depth enough to be my grzves 

I mean the grave of all my care, 

For I deſign to bury” t there. e 


Let it of flyer faſhion'd be, | 
Worthy of wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, - 


Fill me;a bowl, Cr. 


As that bright cup ——e of the . | 


Now Phebus ATE in the weſt, 
Welcome on and' welcome jeſt, _ 
Midnight Route and revelr „ 
Tipſy dance aud jolli * 

| raid — era wi rofy twine, 


opping odours, dropping wine, 


*r a ev fert düse, 


She finks, beans, to the bottom down ſhe yoek. 


| Love, more learn'd than Arifttle,. 


5h 
Rigour now is got whe... 81TH 
And advice with Bo ous Bead; SIE 

t 

Rebar bes 


+S1ri& age, and four ſever: 
Wi ch bes grave oth @ 
ith, Sc. | 
* 1 

STAND to your guns, my hears of only." 
Let not a word on board he ſpoke, 3 

Victory * will crown the joke, | 1 ! 
— . * lent and be ready ; - * 
Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them ell; 4 


Let us be ſure the balls will tell, 
The cannon's roar ſhall ſound their knell, 


Be fteady, boys, be ffeady. 4 4 
Not pet, nor yet—relerre your * A 
I'do efire, bs 


Now the elements do attle, 


The gods am3z'd behold the battle, 


Oo broadſide, my boys, | ; f 
See the bload in purple tide, | 22 
Trickle down her Nuit. . 

Wigg'd with fate the bullets ly, ö 


Conquer boys or bravely die; 


Hurl deftru&tion on your foes. n 


11 ä 3 
Wun er m af. the tavern — 91 
Well d ſpoſed for t'other quart; 77 
Comes my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Teilliag me tis time to part; 
Words I knew were $navailing, 11 7 
Yet I ſterniy anſwer's; no! _ $i * 
Till from moti ves more prevailing, X 
Sitting down. ſhe treads my toe. 1 07 
Such kind tokens; to 1 to AE 
Moſt emphatically prove; ens 
That the Joys, Which flow from drinking, * 
Are averſe to thoſe of love ; 
Farewell, friends, and t'other bottle, 
Since I can no longer 1 


I F — 4 
* 


da KX 


Has to move me fonnd the way. 
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Herne" to.the maiden of baſbful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that s thrifty, _ 
Let the toaſt paſs, | 
Drink to the lafs, - 
T warrant ſhe'll. ———— ſc 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none, fir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one fir, 
Let the toaſt paſs, Se. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 

And to her that's as brown as a berry; | 

And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 

And here's to the girl that is merry. | 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young, or antient, I care not a feather 
Zo fill the pint bumper quite up to the — 

And e'en let us toaſt them together, 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
| Drink to the laſs, 
| * warent ſhe'll poove an excuſe for the galt. 


I Crave not Gype's boundleſs pow "oy 
Nor wiſh I for the pho men ſtore ! 

IT envy not the regal ſtate 

Of pompous kings, ſupremely great; 
For mirth and joy alone I care, 

And wreaths of roſes for my hair. 
Today I baniſh ev'ry ſorrow, 

Nor think I of the coming morrow. 


While chance permits, we'll drink and laugh, 


And Bacchus gifts in goblets quaff; 
For ſooner than we wiſh comes death, 


And tops our drinking, and—our breaths 


—16 — 


3 le tap ry lay, 


4 by the tedious might amay, 


. f#Þ.Uur DAwtll. tt. es _—— * 


| 


| 


| And envious glanc 'd, and look'd _ 


| 


| In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 


8 


No !—let me wafte the frolic May, 


 $SoctaL and Convivial Sonos. 


1 
I feem'd with virgins briſk as May 


Well warm'd within 
With ſparkling wine. 


To dance, and fing, and wanton play. 
The ſhepherds all together flew, 


And ev'ry ſwain 

Upon the plain. 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with virgins had to do. 
An am'rous kiſs I would have ta'en ; 


But, waking, found my hopes were win! 
Then curs'd the day, | 


| Whoſe glaring ray 
- | Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a pain; 
| And ftrove to deep and dream again, Bo: 
| 17—ñ Turn 
Bm me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ftore, A gal 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow: | la gre 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on, and free, | | 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps a TTY; 
Then bid me court ſobriety. A gle 
Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene. r 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, N 
Unerring guide, could only mean | Ang | 
That age ſhould reaſon—youth deſire. Here 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume Who 
(Inverting nature's law) to ſeize — 


The dues of age in youth's bright bloom, 
And join impoſſibilities ? | 


In wanton joys, and wild exceſs; 


And mirth, and jovial „ 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights | 

And wine, the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to joy incites, 


MY the, n is fair, 


Ba 


Pong delights, and beauty charms ! 


- 11 — 

0 accnus, ove's delightful boy, 

Cen rous god of wine and joy, 

Still exhilarates my ſoul _ 

With the raptures of the bowl. 

hen with feather'd feet 1 bound, 

Dancing in a feſtive round; 

Then I feel, in ſparkling wine, 
ranſports delicate, divine, 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms ; 


Debonaire, and light, and gay, 
Thus ] dance the houts away. 


I 
BoaTswain ! pipe op al hands hoy ! 
Turn cut ev'r man and 
Make fail, give _ 
Then ſplice main brace ! 
A gallant ſhip! my boys, ſhe's French? 
la grog and flip here's to each wench. 
Loof, boys, higher; 
Stand by— fire 


dne ſt ikes ] ſhe ſtrikes l our's is the day. 


A glorious prize! belay, belay ! 

20 
Give the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial & gay, 
And let the briſk moments paſs jocund away! touls. 
Here's the king=take your bumpers, my brave Britiſh | 


Who guards your fair freedom ſhall crown your tuil 


Let him live long & happy. ſe Louis brought [bowls | 
And taſte ali the comforts, noceres, of a crown | down | 


21 
GENTLY ſtir and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt : 
Get me, quick, tis my deſire, 
Ia the dripping pan a toaſt, 
That my hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 


On the dreſſer ſee it lies; 3 


O the charming white and red! 
Finer meat ne er met my eyes, 
On the ſwerteſt graſs 1c ted; 


4 


? 


| 


' $66rkt. 14 Conyrinkn Sonos. ; „ 
| $wiftly make the jack go round, | 


Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 


Let the knives be ſharp agd clean; 


| Pickles get of ev'ry fort; - 


And a ſallad criſp and green: 


Then with ſmall beer, and ſparkling wine, 


* ye gods? how I ſhall dine! 


Goo ſave great Garge, our king! 
Long live our noble king, 


God ſave the king 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 


{ Loug to reign over us, 


God ſave the king. 


© Lord, our God, ariſe, 


Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall; 
Confound their po nicks, 
Fruftrate their knaviſſi tricks z 
On him our hopes we fix; 
God fave us all. 


Th- choiceft gifts in ſtore, 

On Gezrge be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may he reign; 

May he defend our laws, 

And ever give us cauſe, 

ſo fing with heart and voice, 
God ſave the king. | 


2 — — 


Hou ſtands the glaſs around? 


For ſhame, ye take no care, my boys ; 


How ſtands che glaſs around ? 
L. mirth and wine abound. 
The trumpets ſound, 


The colours they are flying, boys, 


To fight, kill, or wound; 
May we ft:il be fo 1nd, 

Content with our hard fate, my boys, 
On ihe cold ground. 


2 | 
tn, ſoldiers, why, 
Shovld we de melandhalyy boys? ' 
Why, ſoldiers, why, EE, 
Whoſe bus*neſs tis to die ? 
What 6ghing, fie! 


Drown fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, s i 


Tis he, you, or. I! _ 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 


We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. 


"Tis but in o 
I mean not to upbraid ye, boys 5 
"Tis but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain; 
Should next campaign 
Send us to Him who made us, boys, 
We're tree from pain! 
| But if we remain, 
A boitle and kind landlady - 
Cure ati again. 
24 


Hair! Burgundy, thou juice divine ! 
Infpirer of my forg! 
The praiſes given to other wine, 
To hee alone be long; 
Of pognant wit and roſy charms 
1 hau can | the power, impri ve; 
Care oi it's ſting thy balm diſarm, 
Thou nobleſt gift of Fove. 


Bright Pfæbus on the parent vines, 
F:.um whence thy cutreat ſtreams, 
Sweet ſhining thro the tendeil ſhines, 

And lavich darts his beams; 


The pregnant grape receives his fires, 


And Il his force retains; 


With that ſame wroth our brains . 


And animates our ſtrains. 


From thee my Chloe radiant eye 
New ſparkling beams receives; 
Her cheeks 1mbibe a toſier dye, 
Her beautegus boſom heaves: 
Summon d to love by thy alarms, 
O! with what nervous Heat, 


weer. 


+ 


1 a. 


= 


. 
2 


5 
| 
| 


Canrengs, By once. 
Worthy the fair we fill their arms, 
„l. we And oft our repeat 4 — — 
| — 


The Stoic, prong to thought n 
Thy ſoftneſs can unhind, 
A chearful gaiety diſpenſ 
And make him tale a 


Forgets his penſive ſtrife; 


In honeſt ſocial life. 


Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, | 
Quue loſt to the deli shi that ſprings 
From ſenſe, thy pòw'r conteſe; 


oe?” 


|| The top, with chitty maudlin = 


That dares but deeply drink, 

Forgets his queue and Riff srimace, 

Grows free, and ſeems to think. 
— — 2 


5 
1 Heed not, while life's ou the wing, 


What fate or what fortune may bring, 
Nor think or ot care or of ſorrow; 


| I've liv's, my companions, to-day; 


I c+uid not repeat without ſorrow ?' 


A wix.iper came, ſtay till to- motrow. 
I'll live, for I'm wiſer at laſt, 
The preſent ſhall pay for the paſt, 

Ne moment of future Ill borrow 3. 
The cheat now I fairly deſery; 
| On to-day you muſt only rely, 

Look not for a friend in to-morrow. 
Pl! catch ev'ry ſwift-flying hour, * 
PII tafte ev'ry joy in my pow'r, 

And teach you to ſmile away ſorrow 
if iove now dids beauty be kind, 

Lf you've nectar :o gladden your mind, 


Have 2 to do with to-morrow. - 


" - ad * = 
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E'en beaux, thoſe ſoft nphidions er if 


4-1 


Would you know why-ſo-happy and gay; 3 


When eagerly brimm'd the briſk wine, 
When Fove, half-conſenting, was mine, 


. Þ 3. 4% iii + 1 
100 0 . 
His brow grows clear, he feels content, 


And then concludes bis time well . oy | 


i $ 


And wilt waſte not athought on to- morrow. 
What pleaſures already are flown, 
| The } 3. ys my fond heart might have known, 


—_—_ eien Sono? 323 


Cour, cling fon — 
0 ye party jan ai 
Leave your flocks and quit the plaink, - 
Friends to countfy, friends to court, 


| Bf Nothing bere ſhall ſpoil your * 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 


Welcome every friendly . 

1 Sprightly widows come away, - L 
Laughing dames aud virgin ber 
Little gaudy, fluttering miffes, © 


Smiling hopes of future bliſſes, 
Ever welcome, &c. 


All that ripening ſun can n 

Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow 

The green, the ripe, the RP the blow, 
Ever welcome, Cc. 5 


Comus jeſting, muſic Gains 

Wine inſpiring, beauty warming, 

Rage and party malice dies, 

Peace rRurnd, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome _-_ friendly gueft | 


2 


Cour, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer vp a hogſhead 
Unio aur maſter's ſhrine. 
And a toping we will go, Sc. 
Then let us drink; and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a reaſon why; 
"Tis a great fin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 
And a toping, &c, 
In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought *twas too ſevere, 
And a toping, &c, 


He $11'd a gobletto the brim, 


> OME Aad bade me take a ſup 3 


Bot, has it been 2 gallon hn 2 
By Joe I'd toſe' d it * e 
And a toping, G. 
And ever fince that happy * 
+ Good wine has been my cher 3 5 
Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 
But water or ſmall-beer, 
Then let us tope about, my boys, 


And never flinch, nor 4 
But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry. 
And a toping we = go, c. 
2 


| DisTaNT hie thee, carping care, | 2 5 


From the ſpot where I do dwell; 


I Rigid mortals. come not there, 


Frowns, begone to bermit's cell; : 
But let me live the life of ſculs, 
With laughter, love, and flowing bowls, 


Miſer, with thy paltry pelf | 
I give gainſt thee my hate it's feope g 
Wretch that liv'it but for thyſelf, 
Witch heart of ruſt that cannot ope : 
Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls 
That love and laugh o'er flowing bowls, 


Who can let the penſi ve go, 
Or the eye that drops a tear, 
And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not, dare not peep in here : 
Who can't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 


| | Nor e er hall quaff our flowing bowls, 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and mirth dwell in my gate, 
While with eaſe my ſand doth wafle, 
Wilſt I bleſs the book of fate: 
Then let me live the life of ſouls, 


With laughter, love, and flowing bowls, - 


29 
| Ler ſuſty old grey-beards of apathy boaſt, 


| 1 Vas and Bacchus revile z 


326 
In ſpite of their books, they are flaves to ſome toaſt, 
The dupes of a nody wink, or ſmile, | 


Some ſnug ſober citizens here may repair, 
Without an idea of guile; 7 5 7 
But what with the muſic, and what with the fair, 
They follow the nod, wink, and ſmile. _ 
Let men boaſt of titles, of honour, renown ; 
The females of this bappy ifle, 
Can vanquiſh the victors, nay kill with a frown, 
Or ſave, by a nod, wink, or ſmile, 


Theſe gardens of pleaſure the beauties approve, 
Who the dulleſt of moments beguile ; 

| Here Cupid unfurls the white flandard of love, 

And commands with a ned, wink, and ſmile, 


Lr a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, | 
And milk agree, 
To ſet cold brains a thinking; 
Power ard wealth, 
Beauty, health, | 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd 3 
Joys abound, 
_ Hleaſure's found 
Only where the glaſs goes round, 


The ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, 
In wine fix their dominian, 
Power and wealth, c. 


Wine gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 
Makes poets write, 
And ſoldiers fight, 
And frigudihip do it's duty. 
Power and wealth, &c. 


Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long · liy d fo 


I 


L 


* 


, 
; 


5 


] 


; 


| 


MasTzz 
And ſwore he'd pe'er be mar 

But 'gainft each huſbegd threw ſome wipe, 
Or dry jeſt drolly carried. 

Maſter Fenkins thought a wife 
The greateft mortal evil, 

And ſwore to lead a huſband's life 
Muſt be the very devil. 
Me. fter Jenkins ſmol d his pipe 

| At home, content, and married, 
| Regardleſs of each ſneer or wipe, 


| 


| 


| 


1 
— 


Social and Conviviat dars: 


"Twas no other main . 

Than briſk champaign, - #11 
Whence Fenn wis deriv'd tas 

Power and. wealth, Cc. os £50 


When heav'n in Pandora's box 
4 kinds of ill had ſear us, 


In a merry 
A bottle of good, 


Was cork'd up, to content us, 


Power and wealth, Cc. 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 


Of ev'ry vice deftroyer, 
Gives dullard's wit, . 
Makes juſt the cit, 


Truth forces from the lawyer. 


Power and wealth, Ce. 


Wine ſets our joys a flowing, 


Our care and ſorrow drowning, + 
Who rails at the bowl, | 
Is a Turk in's foul, © | 
And a Chriftian ne er ſhould own him 3 
Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown ds 
oys abound, 
leaſure's found- 


Oaly where the glaſs goes round. 


2— 


7 — his pipe, 


Or dry == | 


Maſter Jenkin ſwore a wife _ 
as not ſo great an evil; 
And any but a buſband's life 

Was now the very devil, | 
Maſter Jenkins (mok'd his pipe, - 

And has been ſome months married 
Severely now he felt each wipe, 

For horns the poor man carried: 
Myſter Fenkins curs d his wife, 

And ſwore of ſuch an evil, | 
To get well quit he'd part with life, 

Or ſend her to the devil. 

2 — 


Mon rats, learn — oP to meaſure, 

Not by length of time, but pleaſure; 

Now the hours invite, comply; 

Vhile you idly pauſe, they fly; 

Feſt, a nimble pace they keep, 

But in torment, then they creep. 

Mortals, learn your lives to meaſure, 

Not by length of time, but pleaſure g 

Sogn your ſpring muſt have a fall; 

loſing youth, is lofing all: 

Then you'll aſk, but none will give, 

ind may linger, but not live. 
33 

My temples with clufters of grapes I | 

ad bar er all joy for a goblet of wine; 

i ſearch of a Yenas no longer Lil run, 

ut ſtop and forget her at Bacchus tun, 

et why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 

is a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


is woman whoſe charms ev'ry ra impart, 
Ind lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart : 
he miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 

rows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 

the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, 
Ind poverty liſtens, well plear'd, from ber ſhed; 


ite age, in an extaſy, hobbling along. 


Seck and Conviviat Soxos, 


— 


8 bPiping hot then up we get, 


| entwine, 


not fill'd with the health of ſome favourite laſs ? | 


| ER 
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchur's hoard, * 
The largeft and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; ” 
"Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare, 
On, the foltry monch of June 
Sweating late and early ; 
Able ſcarce to hum a tune, 
Oh! we ſwelter rarely! 


All night long we're in 2 ſweit, 
Sweating till the morning; 


- 


- 


7 
* 


Breakfaſt bell gives warning. 


After tea we take a wall, 

In the grove or meadow? - 

Oh! how hot! is all our talk ; 
None e er ſweat as we do. 


Then upon the graſs we're laid; 
For a while, how clever 


{ 


Soon the ſun darts thro' the ſhade, 


We're as hot as ever. 


Panting with the noon-tide heat, 
HFHomeward next we ftroll Sir, 
All beſmear'd with duſt and ſweats 
Dolly brings the bowl, Sir, 
Cooling cream, our thirſt t' allay, 
Eager now we ſwallow ; | 


Cyder too, and curds and whey 


Still we melt our tallow. 

Chairs, ſtools, benches, reftleſs grown, 
Naw we try to eaſe us; | | 

Chairs, ſtools, benches, beds of down, 
Nothing now can pleaſe us, 

Dinner waity, and down we fit, 

Fiſh and fleſh invite us; 

Not a morſel can we eat, 

Nothing can delight us. 

From our liquors, ſtront or weak, 

We derive no pleaſure; 

Cooling draughts in vain we ſeele, 


| time wich his crutch to the tune of her ſong 


_ Sweating beyond meaſure, FI N. 
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. now eomes on apace, 
Now the ſun is ſettingz 
Shadows ſkim the meadow's face, 
| But we ſtill are fweating. 


Sweating thus from day to day, 
Pitying pow'rs befriend us! 
And, inftead of June ſo gay, 
Winter once more ſend us. 
4 3; — 
O 01 Zrgland's bieft ore 
We are landed once more, 
Secure from the ſtorms of the main; 
For great George, and his cauſe, 
For our country and laws, | | 
We have conquer'd, and will do again, 
Where the ſun's orieat ra 
Firſt opens the day, NE 
On India's extended domain 
The ſwarthyefac'd foes 
Who dar'd to oppoſe, . 
We have conquer'd, and will do again, 


Come, my biave hearts of oak, 
Let us drink, fing, and joke, 

While here on the ſhore we remain; 
When our country demands, e 
With hearts, and with hands, 

We ate ready to conquer again, 


O — . — 
UR glaſſes, waiter, once again ſupply, 


| Bring tother dozen, broagh the cellar dry; 


Let not yacuity the board diſgrace, 


Put with rich claret fill the horrid ſpace | 


Potent juice, that rules the earth, 
Inſpirer of wit and mirth, | 
Source of joys that ne'er decay, 
f Ever bubbling, 
Never troubling, | 
Always ſparkling, briſk and gays 
Recruit my goblet to the brink, _ 


Tu fig thy praiſes while 1 drinks 


Py * 


i 


7 
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N 


| * 5 
Ovr wives at home, your huſband g. 
To them leave care and thinking ; 
While gaily we the hours paſs on 

In laughing and in drinking. 


* 


The real joys of love are ſhar d 


By thoſe who are diſcreeteft 3 
And here's his beakh who firſt declar 4 
Stol'n pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, 


Pro! pox o this nonſenſe, I pr'ythee give o'er, 
And talk of-your Philks and Chlog no more; 


| Here's to thee, my lad, puſh the bottle about, 


Let finical fops play the fool and the ape, 
They dare not conſide in the juice of the grape; 


Of puling for love, while he's able to drink ? 


'Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure below j 
Our joys it entreaſes, and lightens our woes; 
Remember hst topers of old us d ta fing, 

The man that is drunk is as great as a king. 

If Cupid aſſaults you, there's law for his tricks 
Anacreon's caſes ſee, age twenty - fix: 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt, by my ſoul, 
Lay hold on and drown the young dog in a bowl, 


_ I What's life but a'fralic, a ſong, and a laugh? 
1 My toaſt ſhall be this, whilft I've liquor to quaff 


© May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound! 
Boys, ill up 4 bumper, and let it ga round, 


29) — 


»” oe - _- 


| : Ran. no more, ye learned aſſes, 


Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplies ; 
ound it's depth, and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the hottem lies: 
ill them higher Rill, and higher, 
| Shallow draughts perplex the brain 
5 n ö 
| Bumpers light it up gig, 


| Their face, & their air, & their mien; what a rout! 


| But we honeſt fellows—'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 


' $octar. and Conviviar. Sons. 


Praw the ſcene for wit ent placfere 3 
Enter jollity and joy; 

We for thinking have no leiſure, 
Manly mirth is our employ: 

3 in life there's nothing certain, 

We'll the preſent hour engage; 

And * death ſhall drop the curtain, 

With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage. 


— — en. 
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SAYS Plato, Why a es te vain, 


er Since baunteous heaven hath made him great? 
' E Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain 
a On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ? 
rodtiſ Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
| Or all the gems that deck the fair 
Nena all the glories of a crown 
pe; © Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 
Fn Wl The ſcepter's king, the burden's ſlave. 
BE Tna humble and the haughty die; 
owt { EW The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 
1 In duſt, without diſtinction lie, 
Go ſearch the tombs where monarcha reft, 
. Who once the greateſt titles bore; 
ks; Their wealth and glory are bereft, 
| And all their honour is na more. 
zl, ss flies the meteor through the ſkier 
owl, And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
7 When ſhot, tis gone, it's beauty dies, 
ava Diſſolves to — air again, 
k do tis with us, my jovial fouls, 


Let friendſhip reign while here we tay; 
Let's crown our Joy with flowing bowls, 

For when Jos calls we muſt obey, 
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SOULS wha in gay circles move, 
While from ſcene to ſcene ye rote, 
Seeking pleaſure, _ on me, 
Source of blifs, var 


See bright Pbæbus, 4 he ſhines ! 

o one ſpot E beam canfinesz 
Round the w d his courſers flegy 
dear Variety, 


= N 


4 


—_— 


Mi. 
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ge the wretch with gold poſſeſt; 
Let the fot with wine be bleſt; 


Laurell'd let ambition be, 
Give me dear variety. 


Would you lafting pleaſures tate, 


Such as ne'er can cloy nor waſte; 


| From folly, care, and diſcord, frees 


Seek them in variety, 


All ye powers of joy and mirth, 
Bring your choiceſt treaſures forth; 
Mufic, ſong, and dance, and glee, - 
zlended with variety. 


But when love demands the theme, 
Then I quite avert my ſcheme; 
Nancy's heart's enough for me, 

ſho' my name's variety: 


42 
SHOULD 1 gieby the foree of good wine; 


»Tis my will, when I fall, that a tun be my ſhrinez 


And for the age to come, 
Engrave this ſtory on my tamb: 
Here lies a body once ſo brave, 
Who with drinking made his grave. 


Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 
And raiſe an everlaſting name, 


Drink, drink away, and dare ta be nobly i in- 
Let miſers and ſfves — di 
Sneale into the r graves, | 

And rot in a dirty church- yard. 


Wale happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my countey's charter; 
['ll never baſely lend my hand, 

Her liberties to barter, 


1 The noble mind is not at all 


| 


Ry poverty degraded; 

Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 

And well I am perſuaded, 

| Each free-born Briton's ſong ſhould be, 


® Figs 


The” 


239 Socrat nd Canvivtan Songs. 


Tho- ſmall the pow 'r which fortune grants, 


And few the gifts ſhe ſends us; 


The lordly hireling often wants 


That freedom that defends us. 
By-law ſecured from lawleſs ſtrife, 


Our houſe is our caſtellum. 


Thus bleſs'd with all that's dear in life, 


For lucre, thall we fell em? 
No—erv'ry Briton's ſong ſhould be, 
Or give me death or liberty. 
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WeriL drink, and we'll never have done boys, 


Put the glaſs then around with the ſun, boys 


Let —_ s example iovite us, 
or he's drunk ey ry night, 
That makes him ſo bright, 


That he's able next morning to light us, 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 


Unknown to the Turk and the Perſian j 


Let Mahometan fools 

Live by heatheniſh rules, 
dream o'er their tea - pots and 
While the brave Britons ſing, 


coffee; 3 


And driak health to the king, 
And a fig for their ſultan and ſophy. 


er 
Ys mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 
For ever depriy'd of hope's all-chearing ray, 


Ne'er know what it is to be happy a day 
bey the 282 ſummons, the bar dell invites, 
ink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights, 


When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 
By beart- hearted duns too continually preſt, 
hen brars begin crying and ſqualling for bread, 


And wife's never filent till faſt i in 
| © Obey the glad ſummons, &c. 


ber bed; 85 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho? all Europe” 5 powers together combine, , 


Jurrounded by plenty of foch rare 
Obey t the glad ſummons, Ee. : 


Our brave Br+:fþ :ailors need ne'er care 4 jot, 


N 


, 


| 


Was each dull, pedantical, text-ſpinning vie, 

To leave off dry preaching.. and tick to bis liq 

O how would he wiſh for that power divine, 

To change, when he would, * water to wine ! 
Obey the glad ſummons, 


If wine, then, can miracles dere] ſuch as theſ 
| And give to the troubl'd mind comfort and eaſe, 


Deſpair not, that bleffing in Bacchus you'll find, 
Who ſhowers his gifts for the good of mankind, 


. | Obey the glad fummong, the bar belt invites ; 
Drink deep, and 1 warrant it ſets you to rights, 
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Tran was yan gt, is ſaid, 

When, —'tis out of my head; 

Aye, and bete tog——yet true is my tale; 

| That a round-belly'd Vicar 
Bedimpled with liquor, | 

Could flick to no text like good ale. 


He one night 'gan to doſe, 
For, under the roſe, | 
The prieft was that night non ſe ipſez 
Non ſe ipſe, you'll ſay, 
What is that to the lay? 
2 plein Engliſh then, parſon was Gpſey j 


When the clerk coming in, 
Wi:b his band-bcbbing chin, 
As ſolemn and fniv'ling as may be, 
| The vicar he gap'd, 
His clerk hem'd and ſerap'd, 
Saying,—pleaſe, fir, to bury a baby. 5 
Now our author ſuppoſes _ 
The clerk's name was Moſes 
Who look'd at bis maſter fo roly z 
He blink'd with one eye, 
And with wig all awry, 


| He hiccup' d out, — how cheers it, t e 


A child, fir, is carry'd, 
For you to be bury'd ; 


wa k me Moſes,=00 that won't = 


Tal de rol, Cc. | 


Lorly 


Tis 


t 


I a 


Lo! 


Lord, fir, fas the clerk, 
You areall inthe dark, 

'Tis a child to be bury d, not you, 
Well, Moſes, don't hurry, 
The infant we'll bury ; 

Put, maſter, the corpſe cannot flay ;=y 
What—can't it—but whz? 

For ence then we'll try 

If a corpſe, Mofes, can run away, 

But Mofes repty'd, 
The pariſh will chide, 

For keeping therm out in cold weather: 

Then, Mozy, quoth he, 
Pray tell em from me, 

I'll bury them warm, all together, 
But, fir, it rains hard, 

Pray have ſome regard; 

Regard, Moſes, that makes me flay ! 
For ng corpſe, young or old, 
In the rain can catch cold, 

But, Moſes, faith you or I May. 


Moſes begt d to be gone, 
Saying, fir, the rain's done; 
Pleaſe to riſe, and I'll lend you my hand; 
"Tis hard, quoth the vicar, 
To leave thus my liquor, 
And go,—-when I'm ſure I can't ſtand. 
At length, though fore troubled, 
To church=yard he hobbled 
Lamenting the length. of the way 3 
| For, Moſes, quoth he, 
ere | biſhop, d'ye ſee, 
I neither need walls, preach, nor pray. 
When he came to the grave, 
Says he Adgfer,—a flave j-— 

Lord, where's my tobaceo box hid? 
proteſt this faſl walking 
reveuts me from talking; 

do, Moſer, pray give mg a quide 


Thea he open'd his book, 


Lol Aud therwn frem'd to look, 


$og1at. and Conviviar Sones, 
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Whilſt o'er the page only he ſquinted 3 
Crying, Moſes, I'm vex'd, 

For I can't tee the text, 

The book is ſa damnably printed. 


Woman of a man born 5 
No— that's wrong the leaf's torn; 
Upon woman the natural ſwell is; 

Were men got with child 

The world would run wild, 


You and I, Moſes. might have big belliets 


Our guts would bepreſy'd hard 
Were we got with vaſtard; 
How wonderful are our ſuppoſes 3 
What midwife could do it? 
| He'd be hardly put to it, 

Lord bleſs us, to lay me and Moſes, 


So, Maſes, come forth, 

Put the child imo earth, 

| And duſt to duſt, duſt it away; 
For, Moſes, 1 iruſt, 

| We ſhould ſoon turn to duſt 
If we were not to moiſten our clay. 


Moſes, mind what I ſay jw - 
When tis night tis not day; 


| Now in former times ſaints could work miracles, 


And raiſe from the dead. 
There's no more to be ſaid, . 
For, Moſes, I've dropp'd down my ſpeRaclet, 
Moſes, — hear what I ſay, 
Life's, alas! but a day. 
Nay, ſometimes tis over at noon z== 
Man is but a flower, 
Cut down in an hour, 
' Tis ſtrong ale, Moſes, does it ſo ſoon, 
So one pot, and then ;— 
Moſes anſwered, amen — 


And thus far we've carry'd the farce ß 
"Tis the vice of the times | 
To reliſh thoſe rhymes 

Where the ridicule runs on a parſone 


"4 


333 


Bot Cary: deteſte | 23 
| Immorality's jeſts, | 
All prophane or immodeſt 3 
| So now we'll conclude, 
T And GE we ſhou'd, * 
o the good folks of ev'ry profeſſion. 
Tol de l, Oe. 


7 
CoxrENTED I am, 2 contented I'll be, 


For what can this world more afford, | { 


Than a girl that will ſociably fit on your knee, 

And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor d. 
My brave boys. 

My vault-door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that caſk ; aye, that wine we will try, 

"Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her cheek to the eye. | 

In a piece of lit hoep I my cancle have tuck, 
Twill light us each bottle to hand ; 

And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, 


We are dry where we fit, tho' the oozy drops ſeem 

The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch mouldy cob webs in Gotbic taſte ſtream, 
Like ſtucco work cut of moſs. 


Aftride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 


I fit my companions among, 


{ 


Like grape-blefling Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 


And a ſenciment give, or a ſong, 


1 charge ſpoil in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No aatient more patriot-like bled ; a 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead. 


Sound that pipe, tis in tune, and thoſe bins are well 
View that heap of old Hock in the rear IC fill'd, 

Yon” bottles of Burgundy, ſee how they are pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
Wen I caſt my eyes round I confider my caſks | 


| 


| 


| On their ftum 
Then my legs muſt be loſt, 


But pour on my co 


* 


_ . As kingdoms — 


Social and Conviviar Sons. 
Like Maceden's madman my glaſs Ill enjoy; 


Defying byp, gravel, or gout; 


He cry'd when he had no more worlds. to deſtroy, 


I'll weep when my liquor is out. 

ſome have fought & as ſtoutly will I, 
When reeling, I roll on the floor; 

ſo Pl drink as I lie, 
And dare the beſt buck, to do more. 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 


No hie jacet be cut on my tone 3 

boitle of red, 

And ſay that his ing is done, 
My brave boys. 


Wurn Britain firſt at heav*n's command 


Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe from. out, &c. 


This was the charter, the charter of the land, 


And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain : 
Rule Britannia ; Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 


Muſt in tbeir turns to tyrants fall, 
Muſt in, &c. 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh treat fret, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, Se. 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 


More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, 
More dread ful, &c. 
As the loud blaſt that tears, that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
Rule. Britannia, Se. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne er ſhall tame; 


All their attempts to bend thee _— 
All their, &c. 

Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen 'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown 


Rule, Britannia, 18 


* 


Ya 
Ll 


To 


Bleſt iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beautics 


n and Conviviar Sexos, 


To thee belongs the rural reign, - ed. 
Thy ſhall with commerce 4 | 
Thy cities, Cc. 


All thine ſhall be, fhall be the ſubjeR main, 
And ey'ry ſhore it circles, thine. ES 
| Rule, Britannia, Oe. © 


The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 


Shall to thy happy coaſt repair, 


Shall to, &c. { crown'd, 


And manly hearts to guard the fair, 


Rule, Britannia; Britannia, rule the waves, 
For Britons never will be ſlaves, 


Warn April wak'd the dawn wad lucky gales, 
Far ever be recorded the glorious eighty- two. 


Brave Rodney j joyous ſpied the Gallic fails, 
That an.the wings of morn before him flew: 


All hands, all hands aloft let Britif valour ſhine, 


Let fly a culverin— the fignal for the line, 

And vans the lightning of the guas ! 
Riſing winds, ardent minds, 

Tags to N Britain's warlike ſons! 


| | Chorys—Riſing winds, G. 


De Graſſe indignant plows the foaming main, 
And ſullen ſnuns in combat the dreaded foe to meet 
Tho? troops of generous heroes croud his train, 
And tho” out-humb'ripg cannon arm his fleet: 
Now ev'ry gallant mind to victory does aſpire ; 
The bloody fight's begun the ſea is all on fire ! 
And fate's dark brow porte n tous gleams! 
While a flood alt of blood, 


4 Thro' the dazzling Vile de Paris ſtreams.“ 
Cba.— While A flood, &c . 
Sulphur, ſnakes, and fire diſturbing the air, 


Their thunder hoarſe reſoundi ing from ocean? "Jy 
Proud Gallza's fhrinking genius hovers near 


ann wave | 


r cave, 


on 
Now Hood's intrepid foree right onward beary i 
To givethe ſecagd blow, a total overthrow, 
While death and hotrow madly reign 
Now they cry, yield or die, 
Britip colours ride the venquith'd main! 
. Cho.mNow they cry, Se. | 


See ! they fly amaz'd o'er rocks and fands ! E 

What dangers they graſp to ſhun a greater fate! 

In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands; 

The nymphs & ſea gods mourn their hapleſs ſtate ! 

Proud Ville de Paris! now, thy lot ſuperior know! 

In bright Britannia's line thy burniſh'd fides ſhajl 

E Hough chou mighty gud of war [glow 

{Now we fing, bleſs the king, 

Here' 8s a health to every Britiſh Tar, 
; Cbo. No we fing, LY 


Wies mighty roaſt beef La the Engiiſhman's food 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched our bd, 
Our ſoldiers were brave and our courtie 5 were good j 
O the roaſt beef of od England ' 

And O the old Eng/iſþ hes. 8 


But ſince we have learat fr ma!l-conq'ring France, 

lo eat their rag ut. as wel ag to dances, — 

We're fed up wi:b nothin: but vain complaiſanes z 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 

Our fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and firangs = 

And kept onen honſe with go d cheer all day long, 


Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this long 
O the roaſt beef, Ce. 


But now we are dwindlea to- what mall I name? 

A ſneaking poor race, helf begorten, and tame 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame z 
O the roaſt beef, Sc. 


When good queen Elizabeth fat on the throne, 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip- flops were knowſly 
The world was in terrorif er che did frown 3 

| Q the roaft beef, &c. 


r 
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* 


ln thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; 


In witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain: 
Q! then 


O the roaft beck, Sc. 


| | Hp 
Ol then they had ſtomacha to eat, & to fight, [right 
nd, when wrongs werea cooking, to do themſelve 
ut now we're a pack of I could—but good night i 
O the roaft beef of old England! ; 


| And O the old Engii roatt beef! 
4 3 * 51 
Cor, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 
To deftroy our pleaſure: 
Fill up the mighty, ſparkling bow!, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May drink and fing, without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure, | 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleaſure; 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And fing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


Tur Glver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 
I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher ; 
And if my miaute glaſs runs right, 

We've time to drink another pitcher, 

Bal "Tia not yet day, tis not yet day, 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor; 
_ Until the ſun beams round us play, 

Let's jocund puſh. about the pitcher. 
They ſey that I muſt work: all day, 
And ſleep at night, to grow much richer; 

But what is all the world can ſay, | 

Comipar'd to mirth, my friend, and pitcher : 
+ *Tis not yet day, Ce. | Fe 

Tho” one may boaſt a handſome wiſe, 

- Yet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her 

Vaver'd I hve a chearful life, 

And boldly call for other pitcher, 
7 ?Tis not yet day, Cc. 8 „ 
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| Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us fing, 


The Gothic mantle ſpread a night, 


— 
. 


| Where ſhould they wander, what new ſhore 


T dearly love a hearty man, i 4-064 7 
No ing milk ſop Fermy Twitcher j 
Who loves a laſs, and loves a can, 
And boldly calls for Yother pitcher. 

| 'Tis not yet day, Se. 

Cour, chear up, my lads, 'tis to glory we deer, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, nat preſs you like ſlaves 3 
For who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves? 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men» 
We always are ready, | LD 
S.teady, boys, ſteady; 1 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again, and again; 
We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to ſtay 
They never ſee us, but they with us away; | 
If they iun, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, &c. 

They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, & children & beaug, 
But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, Cc. 


We'll fill make them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels zaaette; [ſweat, 


Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king. 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, &c. 
4 
Warn all the Arric fire was fled | 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor freedom luſt her ſeat; 


| 


That dampt fair virtue's fading li | 
The loſt thes ng light , | 

Has yet a laurel left in ſtore ? 
| To this bleft iſle they fleeeg _ 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon virtue*s ſacred form appea d, 


As freedom ſoon was herd, 


Soctar and Convivrau Songs; 


The lazy, monk has left his cell, 

Religion rings her bailow'd bell, 

She calls thee now by me; 

Hark 1 her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 


956 
B 7 I 
r grimg nome lat night 
About two in the morning, I was put in a fright ; 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ftripp'd all to his ſhirt. 
See, the receives a thouſand wounds, And throws down poor Troguevaty chew im the dive 


qe Thea firing his piſtol direct on "my faiſh, 


| _ [Stand fill you damn d dog or you're dead on the 2 
er, FLOW thou regal — ID. 
ws) — — | | De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſh, 


For ne er was dear joy in mote ſorrowtul caiſh, 

n and 2 eyen Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold. as hero I cry'd, 

y brain, aſcend on fancy's wing, | Your rogueſhip will one day at Tyburs be try d, 
int me, wine, a jovial king. if Teague catch you again at ſuch, vile tricks as theſe, 


1 


iſle 1 tive, Fi lane my clay, He will ſwear, joy, upon you his Majeſty's peaſh : 
ns hen I'm dead, and gone aways Thus threaten'd he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, 
„ 7 thirſty ſubjeQts ſay— Il not hurt thee at all but preſent me thy money, 


My money, dear joy, tis Teague's foul—he's undone. 
wel een take it all for by Chreeft I have none 


month he reiga'd, but * was May. 


Damaſk it round with gold. 


lake it ſo large, that, fill'd with ſack 
Up to the twelling brim, 


5 
ULCAN, contrive me ſuch a cup 5. — \ 
As Nestor us'd of old; By _ I rays 10 
bew all thy fcill to trim it up, That I'm wrinkled and old, 


But I will not believe _ en 
I feel my blood mounting, ; 
Like fireams in a fountain, 

| That merrily ſparkle and yu 


aſt toafts on the delicious lake, For love 3 hove wail 
5 2 | 
** Like ſhips at ſea, ps ſwim. | And ability Rill 3 3 4 
„ WFograve no battle on his cheek, Oiſbobs I can  ſenreel refraing 

weat, f ! 
ung, With war l've noyght to do; My diamond, my pearl, | 
ag. m none of thoſe that took = Well, be a good girl, 

Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew, | Until I come to you again. 


t it no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ftars or conſtellations z 


g —; 


| 5 
F LY ſwiftly ye minutes till Camus receive, 


or I am not Sir Sidropbel, The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give; | 
Nor ane of his relations. The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 

t carve thereon a ſpreading vine, And ihe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 

Then add two lovely boys Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vaian, 


cir limbs in am'rous folds ent wine, 
The type of future joys, | 


ws and Bacchus my ſaints are, 
May drink and love ſtill reign ; 
uh wine I waſh away my care, 
And ten i lere again, 


i Pow'r and gran deur inſipid, and riches a pain, 
| The moſt ſ plendid palace grows dark 2s the grave, 
| -Love & wine give ye gods or take back what ye gave. 
1 — 
1 From tyrant laws and cuſtyms free, 

We fallow ſweet n 5 


- * 


"By turns we drink, and dance, and bing, | 4 
Ties for ever on the wing. | 
Why ſhould nigrurd rules controul, 
Tranſports of the jovial foul; EY 
No dull ſtinting bout we own, X 
- Pleaſure courts our time alone. 


Ir » wine be a cordial, does it torment, 

| If a poiſon, oh tell me, w ence comes my content? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
Or repentev'ry morn, when I know tis in vainſ plain 
Yet fo charming the glaſd is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both ond amd en ivens the heart, 


I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly condelackel I malee my joys known. 
But oh ! how I'm bleft, when ſo ſtrong it does prove 
By its ſovereign heat jo expel that of love, 

When in quenchingthe old, I create a new flame, 
Ad am wrapt in fuen pleaſures as ſtill want a name. 


2 
UPITER wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
| Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's ns happy as J. 
zo rates him | 
| And grates him, 
And leads his highneſs a weary life, 
| I have my laſs, 
And my glaſs, 
And froll a batchelor's merry life, 
Let bim flufter 
And blufter : 
Yer cringe to his harridan's furbelloz 
To my fair tulipe, 
| I giew lips, 
Asad clink the cannikin here below. 
| 63 
Ler care be a ſtrenger to esch jovial ſoul, 
Who, like Ariſtippus, his paſſions controul; 
Of wiſeſt philowphers, wiſeſt was he, | 
Who attentive to caſe, let his mind ſtill be free. 


The Prince, Peer, or Peaſant, to him was the ſame, | 


1 ad: Convivtat Sorcs. 


Reſolving to live alt the days of his life, | hits 
_ A friend t menkiin),: all mankimt was his fiend, 


| 'T would be ſemper 


But ſtill turn'd his bac on contention aid fits, 


And the peace of his mind was his ultimate endf him. 
He found fault with none, if none found fault with 
If his triend had a humour he humovr'd his whim, 


But ſtil! turn'd his back on contemion'and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live; ail the days of his _ 


If councils diſputHd, if councils agreed, | 


He found fault with neither, for this was his creed, 
That let them be nies led by Folly or ſenſe 

undred years hence, 
He — twas bags to be mal- content, [went 
If the tide went with him— with the tide too he 
But till turn'd his back on contention and ftrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life, 


Was the nation at wir—he wiſh'd well to the ſword 
If a peace was concluded—2 peace was bis word; 
 Diſquiet to him, or of body or mind, 


| Was the latitude only he never could find, 


The philoſopher's ſhone was but gravel and pain, 
And all whu had ſought it, had ſought it in vain 5 
He ſtill turn'd his back on contention and trite, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life, 

Then let us all follow Ariſfippus's rules, 

And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 
Let thoſe not contented to lead or to drive, 


[By the bees of their ſet be drove out of their hive 


Expeil'd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, 


May they never find out the bleſs'd art to pleaſe; 


And our friends & : ourſelves, not forgetting our wive 


By theſe maxims may live all the days of our lives, 


— — 64 
IN Jaciy Bull, when bound for France, 
The goſling you diſcover ; | 
But taught to ride, to fence, and prance, 
A finiſh'd gooſe comes overs - 


Fer pleas d, he was pleabag to all where he came; 


If wine was the D - hy. be bemper d his gloſs, 
If love was thetopic—he toaſted his la 


* 


25 With his tierte and cite, fa, ſa, 
2 And his cotillon fo fmiart, ha, ha, | 
He charms each female heart, oh! Ia! 
nd, Ar Jacty retutris from Hover. 
* For cocks and dogs ſee ſquire at home, 
p The prince of country tonies, 
o_ Return d from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
oſs, Our 'fquite 4 nice Adonis, 
fe, With his tierce and carte, ſa! ſa! 
a And his cotilton ſo fmart, ha! ha! 
He charms the female heart, oh la! 
The pink of macaronies. 
reed, O : 8 — 6 3 i 
Greedy Midas I've been told, | 
be That what you touch turns all to gold, 
went EY O! had | but a pow'r like thine, 
0 he 1d tura whatc'er I touch to wine. 
fe; Each purling ſtream ſhovld feel my force, 
55 Each fiſh my fatal powet mourn, 
word And wond'ring # the mighty change, 
rd; Should in their native regions burn. 
Nor ſhould there any dare t'approach, 
Unto my maatling ſparkhag wine, 
pain, Zut fi & ſhou d pay their rites to me, 
ain 3 And ftile me only god of wine: 
ite, — 66 
Sex, the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums 
| Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
3 Songs of triumph to bim ſing. 
r hive See the godlike youth advance, 
IEA Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; - 
eaſe;  Myrtles-wrea:he and rofes tu ine 


To deck the hero's brow divine. 


67 — 

VINCE pleaſure's in faſhion, and life's but a jeſt, 
u ſpite of misfortune, I'll Taugh with the belt; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weaknefs to ſmile, 
rraign niy opinion, my morals revile, 


Sotrat and Conviviat Son 65, 


Whiie I know that my doſom is free from a flaw, 
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Determin' d to leap o'er the bar of controul, 

No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul 

If care, or ill nature ſhalf come in my reach, 

And, foaming with tage, like a methodift preach 3 

While 1 know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 
I'll trip up their heels, and cry ha-ha- ha- ha. 

To be bappy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 

Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll dance; 
But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 

If Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there; 


I'She, knowing my boſom quite free from a flaw, 


Will join the ſweet tune of loves's ha ha-ha-ha, 
I'll laugh through the world, in defiance of ftrifez 


I For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 


Pl make daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 


| Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a taſte; 


Then, friends while your boſons are free from a flaw 
Swell round the gay chorus of na ha- ha- ha. 


VX mortals, whom fancies and troubles perp'ex, 
Whom foliy miſguides, and infirmities vex ; 
Wh ſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
W ho riſe without joy, and lie down without reſt 2 
Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your-care, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care, 


Old maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 

The rake bal! forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d; 

Odey then the ſarmmons, to Leibe repair 

And dtink an ob].vion to trouble and carey 

And drink an cbhvion, &c, : 


The wife at one dravght may forget all her wants, 

Or drench her ford fool to forget her gallants; 

The trourled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 

And yeiterday's wreteh be quite happy to day: 
Obey then the tummons, io Lerbe repair, 

Drink deep of the tream, and forget all your carez 

Drink deep ol the ſtream, Fc. | 


Wit In keep up the chorus of ha ha- ha · ha. 
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69 
| Wury Bibo thought fit from the world to re- 
As full of champaign as an egg s full of meat, I treat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 

He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
Trim the boat, and fit quiet! ſtern Charon reply d 
You may have forgot, you wardrunk when you dy d. 4 


cis 


How little do the landſmen know, 

Of what we ſailors feel, | 
When waves do mount and winds do blow ! 

But we have hearts of ſteel: | 
No danger can affright us, 

No enemy ſhall flout: | 
| We'll make the monſieurs right us, 
Jo toſs the can about. 

Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 
Then, France, have at your firſt-rates, 

For Britons never ſhrink: 
We'll rummage all we fancy, 

We'll bring them in by ſcores, 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, 

Shall roll © in louis-d'ors.. 


While here at Deal we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, | 

We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea tor more: 

In peace we'll drink and fing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly, 


Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


i —ůů——— 
Ve WWarrwickſvire lads and ye lafſes, 

See what at our jubilee paſſes ;. 

Come revel away, rejoice and be glad, 

Come revel] away, rejoice and be glad, 

For the lad of all lads was a Warwick/pire lad; 
Warwickſhire lad, 
All be giad, 

Far the lad of all lads was a Warwictfbire lad. 


1 


| For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſhire Wage 


1 


| 


Soca and Conviviar . 


Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty; 
Where much has been given, and ſome to be ſpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſhire bard; 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair'd, 
For the bard of all bards was a Warwickſdire _ 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; 
Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet fwan 
For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire man; 
Warwickſpire man, 
Avon's ſwan, 
For the man of all men was a — man. 


Old Ben, Thomas Otway, Fobn Dryden, 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in; | 
Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the ſſcill. 
But the Vill of all Wills was a Warwickfpire Will; 
| Warwickfpire Will, 

Maichletſs ſtill, 
But the Mul of all Wills was a Warwickſbire Will, 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, | 

To ſteal it our bard took delight in; 

To make his friends merry he never was lag, 

For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſpire "Y : 
Warwickſhire wag, | 


Hr 
w 


Ever brag, 


There never was ſure ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd nature; | 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 
For the thief of all thieves was Warxtſpire thief; 
Warwickſpire thief, 
He's the chief, 
For the thief of all thieves was a — | 
72 | 

W HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 

Joy exhilarates my ſoul; | 
To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 
Ever fair, and ever young: 
When full cups my cares diſpel, 


F 


Sober council then fare vel; 


Social and Couviviar Sox es. 


Let the winde, that murmur, ſweep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 
When I drink dull time away, 

olly Bacchus, ever gay, 

eads me to delightful bow'rs, 
Full of fragrance, fall of flow'rs : 
While I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks wich roſes twine, 
Then J praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequef.er'd, and ſerene 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fr-grance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely ny mph detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain; 
When f:om gob:ets deep and wide, 

I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 

All my ſoul unbends——I play 
Gameſome with the young and gay. 


Hence with care, complaint, and * 
Welcome jollity and joy; 

Ev*ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 

| Mirth this happy night employ. 

Let's to friendſhiþ do our duty, 
Laugh and fing ſome good old rain; 

Drink a health to love and beauty, 
May they long in triumph reign ! 


74 
OME Roger and Nell, come Simkin and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
ith finging and dancing, in pleaſure advancing, 
To celebrate Haveſt Home: 
Tis Ceres bids play, to keep holiday, 
To celebrate harveſt- home, harveſt-home, &c. 


ur labour is o'er, our barns in full ſtore 

Now ſwell with rich gifts of the land 

t each man then take, for his prong and rake, 
His can and his laſs in his hand : For _ Se. 


0 courtier can be ſo happy as we, 

In i 15nocence, paſtime, and mirth, 

ſhile thus we carouſe with our ſweetheart tt 
And rejoice 0 —_ fruĩts of — When, Ec. 


vag . 


rief, 
-thief; 


ethief, | 


Lat 


| 


l 
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—ͤ — 7 
THESE mortals ſay . in their 7 ne abodes, 


| That a'glaſs of good punch is the drink of the TR 


Take only a ſmack of 
The nectar we crack of, 
You'll find it is punch, and no more: 
The ingredieats they mingle, 
| Are contraries, fiagle ; 
So are ours, they're the elements four. 


Then, Bacchus, for thou art the drunkard's pro- 


And let who dare deny it, near, 


Iſſue inftant a fiat, —— 
That nectar's guod punch, and that good punch is 


7 
Tux truths that I fing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 
Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 
By the force of our Engliſh good ale. 


The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, 
They are what we expected, and ftale ; 


Your troops, and your fleets, our diſdain are, 


By the force of our Engliſh good ale. 


| When Beſs, that brave queen, rul'd the nation, 


"Twas Spain's great Armada did fail; 


| She dealt to the Dons tribulation, 


By the force of our Engliſh good ale. 


And thus we will ſerve them for ever, 


Tho' their loads on our necks they'd entail ; 
There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
By the force of our Eng/iſþ good ale. 


Free-born, we ſupport our defender, 

To our ſons we hand dowa the detail ; 
Defie the de'il, pope, and pretender, 

By the force of our Engliſh good ale. 


| 77 | 
Tur lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn, 


The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 
The yellow-harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil 

The flowing bowt ſucceees the flail, 
Oer which he > the jocund tale, 
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War think you, my maſters! tis wondrous to 
That puffs are encourag d to ſuch a degree. [me, 
But poffs I deteſt, ſo live quiet and huſh; 
I ſell you good wine, and good wine needs no buſh, 


Pofts, penſions, and votes, are oft got by a puff, 
Bar, pulpit, and theatre, thrive by the Zar, 
But puffs I deteſt, & c. 


I laugh at the newſpapers till I'm half blind, 


To ſee bob by puffing men tickle mankind ; 
But puffs I deteſt, Cc. 


When great ones negociate matters by puff, 
To ape them mechanics are ready enough ; 
But puffs I de teſt, fo live quiet and heſk; 


1 fell you _ wine, and good wine nerds no buſh. | 


79 
Warn peace here was reigning, 


And love without waining, 
Or care or complaining, 
Baſe paſſions diſcaining z 
This, this was my way, 
Wuh my pipe and my tabor 
1 laugh's down the day, 
Nor envy'd the joys of my neighbour, 


Now fad transformation 
Runs thro* the whole nation; 
Peace, love, recreation, 
All chang'd to vexation; 
This, this is my way, | 
With my pipe and my tabor 
I laugh down the day, 
And vity the cares of my neighboyr, 


While all are ecligning, 
Their friepds underminings 
Reviling, nne 
To miſchie ingiiningy ; 
This, this is my way, 
With my pipe and my tabor 
1 oy down the day, | 


LEI 


_— 


Social and Convivial Songs. 


F — ͤ  —— 
ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring relief, 
Joy from drinking will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled care, 
Change what nature made ſo fair? 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reff, 
Of a bad bargain make the beſt, 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honaqur do aſpire ; 


| Give me freedom, give me health, 


There's the ſum of my deſire. 
What the world can mor: preſent, 
Will not add to my content; 

Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


|Bufy brains, we know, alas! 


With imaginations run, 
Like fend within the hour-glaſs; 
Turn'd and turn'd, and ſtill runs on, 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 
But uneaſy every way; 
Drink, and iet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or fnow, oc thine, 

Still the fame thing tis wi.h me, 
There's no fence again our fate, 


| Changes daily on us weit; 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reft, 
Of a bad bargain make —_ beſt, 

k 
Lavcuins Cupids, bring me ruſss, | 
And my wreath, ye graces, twine 3 
I'm. this night diſpgs'd for tagture, 
Having beauty, wit, and wine. 
Let the ſober ſtgics wonder, 
And their acathy defige; 


Aud pity-the cares of my neighbour, 


ru not follow ſuch dull dactrine. 
N hi IT yt * * 


8 * 
„ 


such old dotards well may cenſure, 
Call me thoughtleſs libertine; 
Sour's the grape when we can't reach it, 
So is beauty, wit, and wine, 
come, ye briſk Arabian laſſes, 
For that heaven you ſeek is mine, 
Upon beds of roſes lolling, 
Bleſs'd with beauty, wit, and wine, 


And when this gay life is over, 
Pour libations on my ſhrine ; 
I've a paradiſe hereafter, 
Full of beauty, wit, and wine. 
82 — 
Ler ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 
And money be the miſer's with, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 
And gluttons glory in their diſh. 
Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl, 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 

Who in a lover's look delight, 
And artificial colours wear, | 
Pure wine is native red and white, 
Tis wine, pure wine, Ee. 


The backward ſpirit it makes brave; 
That lively, which before was dull 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, | 
And kindneſs flows from cup brimful, 
is wine, pute wine, Fe- | 
Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want nothing who are drunk; 
1s wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul ; 
herefore give us the charming bowl. 
| | — 8 
HE ſwain with his flock by a brook loves to reſt, 
With ſoft rural !ays to drive grief from his breaſt ; 
The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold, 
ſhe Briton his foe, and the miſer his gold; 
The pleaſures I chuſe yield more joy to my ſoul, 
ae delight of my heart is a full lowing bowl, 


Sec1aL and Conytyiar Soxcs, 
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1 5 huntſman, fatigu'd with the toils of the chace, 
By the fide of a fountain delight to ſolace ; 
At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine, 
| The beaux at the play or aſſembly to ſhine, 

The pleaſures, &c, 


My Chloe's in rapture to hear herſelf prais'd, 

The courtier to find that his income is rais'd, 
Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels to ſhine 
And ſome ſpiritleſs lovers in filenceto pine. 
The pleafures, Sc. | 


tea 
Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and ſome 
Same talking, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 
Their choices are dull, there's a ſpirit in wine, [play 
Which always enlivens with rapture divine. 
The pleaſures I chuſe yield more joy to my foul, 
The delight of my heart is a full-flowing bowl. 


my ſoul, 


4 
WII r I am caroufing to chear up 
Oh how I triumph to ſee a full bowl! 
This is he treaſure, 

The only pleaſure, 


The blefling that makes me rejoice and fing, 


Thus while I am drinking, 
Free from dull thinking 


| Then I am greater than the greateſt king, 


W air 1 cha with idle 
For a jilting, cruel fair, 

Tbracia's god forbade to pine, 
And preſcrib'd his roſy wine. 


Quick tormenting Cupid flew, 


. 


And to love I bade adieu: 


Bacchus came with jolly face, 


And ſupply'd his vacant place. 


Ev'ry joy on earth was mine, 


| Social friends, and mirth and wine; 


Thea I ſwore by Scygian Fove 
Ne'er to taſte the cares of love. 


But how frail the vow that dies 


At a glance of beauty's eyes | 


Cblce taught me wine was vain, 
And I turn'd to loy uf. Cgy 


WINE 
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W. — 86 — | IN 12 wow ap au may read 4 
INF, wine in the morning | Of Charley — great Swede, 
Makes us frolick and gays And many more braye wa“ riors 5 
That, like eagles, we foar - That have great conqueſts made: 
In the pride of the day; But the Pru/{'an moſt renown'd. E 
. Gouty fats of the nit ht | | The trump of fame dpes found | 
I Oaly find a decay. | _ We'l} all agree, in bravery, | V 
4 | Tis the ſup riges the grape. His match n . er be found. 
And to drinking gives light; No dangers did him ſcare A 
We imitate bim Amidſt the Huſtriaa war, | 
When by aoon we're at height ; Where troops of righted heroes 1. 
They ſteal wine, who take it Stood glittering from afar ; 
| ' When he's but of ſight, At the rattling of their drums, Y 
. | And thund'ring of their guns, | 
Rag, fi Yall the 3 fi He ſcorns to yield, but 3 the field, B 
them up dow he ſhines ; * And from no dange b : | 
The higher he riſes, a 5 : TOW 
The 'more he refines ; | His troops they gre but few, 
For wine and wit fall n 3 beg be — | 
| : 1 . - 
As their maker declines, | As ever weapon drew : L P. 
87 In the midſt of ſmoak and fire, 59 
WII. 100 jolly fellows, ld | He cri-e, bovs, ne'er retire, . 
| | But fight while e er a vein your blood contaigg 
By this bowl you're alt welcome, I ſear? | 10 free the loſt empire. So 


See where on the table“ tis ſer, | 
Then may the great Jebovab, 


And defign'd for the grave of our care, | 
From this ſocial convention, | The God of peace and love Ms 
*Twill drive all contention, | Protect cur Pruffran hero | 
Save only who longeſt can drink ; And all his deeds approve: Ex 
Then fill up your glaſſes, 0 And when heay'n does him difplace, . 
Aud drink to your liſſes. | E May one af his great race, Th 
The head-ach take him that ſhall ſhrink. Hold iy good, to ſpare our blood, 4 | 


And crown his days in peace. 
BY — — 


Do but look at this glafs! here boys, band it around; 
Why it ſparkles like Philii;'s eye; | Tax town's à rates Go ſome lay, 
Bur tis better by far, boys; for when ber eyes wound | A rare ſbew jar projectors: | Wi 
This balm to the wound will ſupply; | What pity 'tia, we ſpoil the play l 
Then a fig for all thinking; Far want of better aQars. *. 
Fil, fin, and be drinking; But ſometimes in, and ſometimes out, » 
Let us drown all aur cares and our ſarraw ;  'Tig ſo opon all ſages ; | Li 


Come, the toaſt boys, the toaſt | - | Folks will Dat mind what ys dy 


| There's no uche to be lol, 1 Rus. only ming the e, 
Far our cares wall daten l $' led an on Her ii 0 12 Jo 3" 
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Amonz the imitative arts, 
Chief is an actor's ſcience; 
Expreifve heads, and feeling hearts, 
With nature form alliance, 
Behind the ſcenes, tho party rage, 
Caprite, and adulation. 
With 
Shou'd repreſent the nation. 


A repreſentatiye indeed | 
As players make believe, Sir, 


Ia this world's drama, to ſucceed, 


"Tis as you can deceive, Sir. 


You may be caught, by face or dreſs, 


Before you come to know folks ; 
But then the counterfeits coofeſs, 


They're all—-but merely ſhew-folks, 


Moſt aim great characters to bit, 
Pride ſpouts as public ſpirit, 
Pert duilneſs is miſtook tor wit, 

And ſilence want of merit. 


| Some ſtudy the informer's arts, 


Then power their fide eſpouſes ; 


Some play the pimps, and flatterers parts, 


In hopes to have full houſes. 


We title this ſame droll we ſhew, 


The bumours of the nation 
Extremely high, extremely low, 
Endemie diſſipation. - 


The ward! — What by that word we mean, 


Is ſelf and ſelf's diſguiſes ; we 
A buſy, lazy, lottery fcene, 
Where fo.ly fills up prizes, 


Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſay, 


Whate'er we are purſuing, 
Is o'er and oer thelſelf-ſame play - 

Of doing and undo'ng. | 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 

Till duſt to duſt returning; 
$0 let us ſprinkle well our ſpots 


: And yriak from night to morning. 


flander—vut we know the ſtage 
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On ! what pleafures will abound, 
When my wite is laid in gronnd, 
Let earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her, | 
When my wife is laid in ground. 
Oh ! how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me, 
| How I'd mumble her, 
| Touze and tumble her, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
1 
Oxe day with my Friends, all jallity rife, 
They aſk'd me to prove the true medium of life, 
Thus cloſely put to't, I determia's to try, 
When I thought that I hit it, between you and I; 
"Twas Punch I averr'd, and I think you will on, 


| Not far from the mark I ſo much had not flawn, 


Good Punch is the liquor, as ſure as a zun, 
A bowl of that ſame and the medium are one. 


When lemon and ſugar together do meet, 

The acid's corrected by mixing the fweet ; 

While water and ſpirits moſt happily blend, 

And each from extremes daes the other defend. 
All ſtirr'd up together, the ſparkling full bow] _ 
Brings ſmiles on. the face from the jay of the ſoul ; 
With me then you'll join, that, as fure as a gun, 
A bowl of good punch and the medium are one. 


Let us, my good friends, be all jally and gays 


The roots, without wat'ring, will ever decays 


| So life without liquor muſt come to rebuff, | 
| Then drink white you may and make ſure of enough 


"Twill keep our trail ſtate in à temper that's meet, 
Contented with taking the ſqur with the ſweet 3 

Hang party and faction, ſpleea, ſorrow, and trite, 
A bumper fill up to the medium of lite. 


Taz cards were ſear, the muſes came, 
| "Twas Ceres gave the fealt + | 
| To J Jene majeltic dame, 
Fa Habs hail'd ach gueſt, 
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With Pharbus, Bacchus, wit and wine, 
Like man and wife, ſhould ſocial Hine. 
With 1 fall, lall, la. 
Th Olympic dance, Minerva wiſe, 
With grateful ſleps mov'd round; 
Blue was the fillet=—like her eyes, 
Her ſapient temples crown d; 
That girdle Jooſen's, falling down, 
Buck Bacchus caught the azure zone. 


Upon his breaſt the ribbon plac'd, 
By Styx, avow'd the truth, 
What had the throne of wiſdom grac' d, 
Should grace the ſeat of truth: 
His robe he inſtant open threw, 
And on his boſom beam'd True Blue. 


„Kings, taught by me, ſhall Garters give, 
4 In inſtallation's ſhow ; 

«© What ſubjects merits ſhould receive, 
Their monarchs ſhoule beſtow, 

«© This ſymbol, lov'd, celeſtials view, 

« And ſtamp your ſanctions on True Blue.“ 


The roſy God, Urania prais'd; 
The tuneful fiſters join; 

The Sov'reign of the Sky was pleas d, 
To conſtellate the ſign, 

. Along the clouds loud Pzans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail'd True Blue.] 
This order Iris bore to earth, 

Minerva charg'd the fair, 
Where firſt ſhe found out ſons of n 
To leave the Ribbon there. | 
From clime to clime ſhe ſearching flew, 
And in 0% England left True Blue. 


93 
IM tells me with claret ſhe cannot 


And ſhe thinks of a hogſhead whene'erſhe ſees me 


For 1 imell like. a beaſt, and-therefore muſt 1 
Reſolve to forſake her, or claret deny : 


And I bope will A ſo to my life a t 
Muſt I leave it for her & tis a verg hard taſk 3 
Let er go to the devil, ing Coker ull dl 


- [friend, 
Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was always my | 
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Had the tax'd me with gaming and bid me forbear, 
Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an ear; 
Had ſhe found out my Cblaris up three pair of ſtairs, | 
I had baulk'd her, and gone to Sr. James's to pray'rs, 
Had ſhe bad me read homilies three times a day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with lutle to ſay, 
But at night to deny me a cup of dear red, 

Let her go to the devil, there's no more to be ſaid, 


SINCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me you jolly dog ; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, 
You ſhall daintily be fed; 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter milk, and oaten bread. 


Come, ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get you once at home, 

And when daily labour's over, 

| "ES all dance to N hum, ſtrum. 


95 
1 all the profeſſions in town, 
| Each toper his tavern has got, 
The courtier repairs to the crown, : 
The rummer hangs out for the ſot, . 
The ſoldier is found at the gun, | 
The mitre, reclaimer of evil ; 
The cit to the horn will ſure run; 
The lawyer he goes to the devil. 
— 
THERE was a jolly miller once, 
Liv'd on the river Dee, 
He work'd and ſung trom morn till _ 
No lark more blythe than be. 


| 


And this the burthen of his me -. t 
For ever ui'd to be, 5 
I care for nobcdy, no not I, „„ 
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. Tue honeft heart, &. 


From fraud, diſguife, and guile, 


Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 


Nor court the harjot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 


Is but an empty thing; 


The chearful man's a king. \ | 


| —_ | 
Tux man who i his breaſt contains, 
A heart which no baſe art arraigns, 
Enchanting pleaſure's ground may tread, 
Where love and youthful fancy lead; 
May toy and laugh, may dance and ſing, 
While jocund life is in ter ſpring, 
When cynics rail, and pedants frown, 
Their rigid maxims I diſown ; 

I ſmile to ſee their angry brow, 

And hate the gloomy ſelfiſn crew; 

In their deſpite I'll laugh ang fing, 
While jocund life is in her tpring. 

Be mine the ſocial joys of life, 

And let good nature vanquith ſtrife, 

So ianocence with me refide, 

And honour reigns each action's guide; 
I'll toy and laugh, and dance and ſing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 
Then Phillis come, and ſhare thoſe joys 
Which no iatemp'rate uſe deitroys; 
While you remain as kind as fair, 

My heart defies each anxious care; 
With thee I'll toy, and laugh and fing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 
Yes, yes, I own I love to ſee, 

Old men facetjous, blith and free ; 

J love the youth that light can bound, 


But when old age, jocoſe tha? grey, 
Caa dance and frolic with the gay, 


* 
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| | . "To plots to all the eie throi 
ſe thoughts are e lear is plain to all the Jovial throng, 


What more than mirth would mortals have 


Or graceful ſwim th harmonious round 


Tho? hoar the head, the heart is young» 


ES 2 

One night having nothing to do— gor to drink, 
began a new practice, and that was to think 
What my ſubject ſhould be, kept me ſome time in 
| conficer'd, at laſt-what we all were about, [doubt 


Such ſrauds and ſuch fractions, ſuch follies, ſuch fic 
Such out- of- door clamaurs & in contradiQtions| tions 

What muſt this be owing to? Why, or from whence ? 
What is it we want—why, we want Common Senſe, 


Oyes!-whocantell us where Common Senfe dwells 
Does it burnith gold roofs, or ſtrew ruſhes in cells? 
Does it beam in the mine? does it iwim in the ſea ? 
Does it wing the wide air? does it bloſſom the tree? 
If folks would accept Common Senſe as their gueſt, 
| With meum and tuum at home they'll be bleſs'd, 
Not like lunatic lackeys run mad up and down, 
Nor mind any buſineſs but what was their own. 


But which is the way to fi d Common Senſe out ? 
She feafts not on turtle cuts in at no rout; [pence 
Get the tub cynic's lanthoarn, we won't mind ex- 
But look by its light, till we ſpy Comman Senſe. 


If chance ſhe is ſeen, tho? for fear we miſtake her» 
She's natively nea!, like a layely young quaker. 
Pure beauty, deſpifing falſe drapery's aid, 

And Common Senſe ſcorns all pedantic parade. 


|| Let us firſt call at court, but, perhaps; we intrude, 


»Twas told ſo by Miſs Affectatian, the prude; 
There faſhion forbids the free ufe of the mind, 
What can Common Senſe ſay in a place ſo rena d? 
Then at church, to be ſure, Common Senſe there ſuc- 
Unleſs ſuperſtition ſhould choak it with weeds| ceds 
And tho' infidelity dares a pretence, 

She's eaſily vanquiſh'd by plaia Common Senſe, 
When I mentian'd the church, you expetted at leaſt 
In the common place mode, ſome ſtale joke gainſt a 
That a laugh I muſt raiſeat the clergy's expence[ prieſt 
_- he who wou'd with it, myſt want Common Senſe 
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As to trade, no accounts can be well kept without her 


The ſtock jobbers ſay they know nothing about her. | 


Bear witneſs Change-alley—the Omniums declare, 
Common Senſe ſhall for ever be under par there. 


101 —-= 
Smce at laſt I am IRE, 
Contented Il! be, | 
- O'er briars barefooted to go, 
Or loft in the rain, 
Upon Sal ſbury Plain, 
Or left without clothes in the ſnows 
Or if I ſhou'd perch 
On top of Paul's Church, 
The hotteſt day, juſt about noon, 
Aftride the crols fat, 
Without hood or hat, 
I'd whiſtle off pain with a tune, 
For now I am 71121, 
No low ſpirits for me, 
J laugh at all croſſes I find; 
I think as I pleaſe, 
And reflect at my eaſe, 
For liberty lies in the mind. 
To my fancy I live, 
And what fancy can give, 
I enjoy, thv? it is but a dream; 
Obſerve the world through, 
Do others purſue 
Ought elſe than a fanciful ſcheme ? 
Some fancy the court, 
Some fancy field-ſport, 
The chace of a beauty ſome chuſe ; 
The topers with wine, 
The miſers with coin, | 
And poets are pleas'd with their muſe, 
Ls Mancha's mad knight, 
With windmills would fight. 
Like him our attempts are ajeft 3 
With envy inſane, 
And with projects ſo vain, 
Fach ſneers at the ſchemes of the reſt. 


| 


This extravagancy 
On folly or fancy, 
Appears to be rather too long; 
With ſomething that's ſkrewd, 
I wiſh to conclude; 
And make this an epigram ſong. 
In a Point it muſt end, 
On a Point I depend, 
And like a ftaunch pointer I'll ſtand, 
I appoint you to fing, 
I appoint you to ring, | 
And a Scotch Pint of Claret command. 
102 
Bacchus, one day, gaily ſtriding, 
On his never failing tun, | 


Sneaking _"—_— deriding, 


Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon 3 


| Praiſe the joys that never vary, 


And adore the liquid ſhrine, 


All things noble, bright, and a'ry, 


Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 
Priſtine heroes crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me, 
Homer wrote the flaming tory, 

Fir'd by my divinity : 


If my influence is wanting, 


Mufic's charms but flowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till I fill the ſwain with love. 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 


Mortals ? this way bend your eyes; 
From my ever flowing treaſure, 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe ; 


Here's the charming, ſoothing bleſſing, 


Sole diſpeller of all pain; 
Gloomy ſouls from care releafing, 
He who drinks not, lives in vain, 
103 


1 In good King Charles's golden days, 
When loyalty had no harm in't; 
A zealous high-churchman I was, 
And ſo I got preferment ; 


o teach my flock I never miſe'd ; 
Kings are by God appointed; 
And thoſe are damn'd that do refiſt, 
And touch the Lord's anointed. 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, fir, 
That whatſoever king ſhall 
I will be vicar of Bray, fir. 


ſhen royal Fames obtain'd the throne, 
And pop'ry came in faſhion, 
be penal laws I hooted down, 
And read the Declaration , 
ze church of Rome I found would fit, 
Fu'l well my conftitution z 
d had become a Jeſuit, 
But for the Revolution. | 
And this is law, &c; 


wen William was our king declar'd, 
To eaſe the nation's grievance; 

ich this new wine abvut I fteer'd, 
And ſwore to him allegiance 3 

a principles I did revoke, 

Set conſcience at a diſtance; 

hfive obedience was a joke, 

And piſh fer non- reſiſtance. 

And this is law, Sc. 


gen gracious Anne aſcends the throne, 
The church of Exgland's glory, 

Inother face of things was ſeen, 

And I became a tory: 

ccafional Conformiſts baſe, 

I damn'd theit moderation 

d thought the church in danger was, 
By ſuch prevarication. | 
And this is law, Cc. 


ſhen George in pudding-time came o'er, 
And moderate men look'sd big, fir, 
turn'd a cat-in-pan once more, | 
And then became a whip, fir. 
nd ſo preferment I procur d, 
By our new faith's defender; 

Ss | 


Ta 


- 


Soc1a L and Conviviar Sonos. 2 


| — 10 
| Wira ſw ? 


And always, every day, abjur'd 
The pope and the pretender. 
And this is law, Cc. 


| Thiilluftrious houſe of Hanover, 


And nt ſucceſſion ; 


To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 


While they can keep poſſeſſion : 
For, by my faith and loyalty, 
I never more can faulter, 


And George my lawful king ſhall be, 


Until the time ſhall alter. 


104 —— 18 


| Wuar a charming thing's a battle! 


Trumpets ſounding, drumsa beating ; 
Crackle, crick, crack, the cannons rattle, 
Ev'ry heart with joy elating. 
With what pleaſure are we ſpying, 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 
Heads, and limbs, and bullets flying ! 


Then the g-oans of ſoldiers dying, 


Juſt like ſparrows, az it were, 
At each pop, 
Hundreds drop; . 
While the muſſcets prittle prattle: 
Kill'd and wounded, 
Lie confounded, 
What a charming thing's a battle! 
But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall ; 
Like mad bulls each other burting, 
Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting; 
Horſe and foot, | 
All go to't, | 
Kil!'s the word, both men and cattle ; 
Then to plunder, 
Blood and thunder, 
What a charming thing's a battle. 


10. Lccen, 
ords on their thighs the bold yeomen are 


80 their country they arm, their religion & queen, 
— | vw 


e 


To mingle ſweet pleaſure with ſearch after treaſure, 5 . 
Indulgent at night for the toils of the day; The ſcience of drinking is better by half, 
And while the dull mifer eft: ems himſelf wiſer, | 


Our ſouls we enliven, our fancies we brighten, 


We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
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Haw glorious their ardour to lay down their lives, | 
In defence of their freedom, their children & wives ' 
Ye tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, [ fields? 
How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all out 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ftrong, [ ſong. 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our} 
To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ftrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main. | 


Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 
Shall drive each invader far out of the land, 


106 | 
Wuar Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is, | 
Not alu ays to labour, but ſometimes to play, 


7 
a 


His bags will decreaſe, while his health does decay 


And paſs the long ev'ning in pleaſures away. 
All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 


With ſome tender fair each full bumper is crown's | 


Then Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd : 
See here's our phyſician, we know no ambition, 
But where there's good wine & good company found: 
Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
Lis ſunihine and ſummer with us the year round. 


17 ———— 
BRIsk wine and women are 
The ſource of all our jays; 
A brimmer ſoftens ev'ry care, 
And beauty never cloys: 
Then let us drink and love, 
While yet our Hearts are gay; 
Women and wine, by all approv'd, 
Are blefings night and day. 
18 — 


glaſs 


By the gaily-circlirg 


By the hollow c2ſk are told 
How the waning night grows old: 
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| Should fickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 


Of a youth who but lately fell—out of the ſnare, 


Seon, too ſcon, the buſy day 

Drives us from our ſport and play: 

hat have we with day todo? 

Sens of care, twas tnade for you; 

Sons of care, u made for you. 
USE the bampers about, drink my toaft & away, 

Round the brim jet the kever be flowing; 

We're robbing of life while we drinking delay, 

So prithee, dear brother keep doing: {none, 

Here's a health to the man who for ftrength teareth 

Who values no mortal for riches alone, 

Who re'er uod on the weak, or gave ſorrow a frown, 

He he's a true ſon of the bottle, | 


Finds 1 
No mo 
Convid 
Enjoy 
The pr 


Than the Etbics of old Arifforle ;; 
1 look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except in the life of a bottle; 

Let ſcholiafts with ſcholiafts explain and confound 
The motion ot matter, the world's wheeling round 
For make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found, 
Such wonders are, work'd by the bottle. 


I'd equal the ancients in thinking; 

No cordial, no comfort I'd aſk for but wine, 
No freedom demand but for drinking: 
Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 
Or bailiff Fke durft he puth into the room, 
I'd try for a moment to tip him the hum, 


Tin I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 1 

4 W 110 Is 
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Th' enjoyments of life and its pleaſures degrade, G 


And draw from pure nature, men gudgeons by ſho 
By that orthodox humbug—tbe ſaving of ſouls: 
Permit me a wonder mioſt ſtrange to declare, 


From wh»fe early workings and manner ſo quaint, 
The faithful, with pleaſure, bad mark'd for a fain 


*Twas paſt ten o'clock by that watehman old Time 


How the waning r.ight grows old: 


/ 


| When Satan wou'd have it whopromptedthe _ 


belag open, 5. 


stet fd Eonvreran BoB“... 
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A tiferh Phys wanting be dog wheii polled 

To-preach to the wii ed and rail agaj > finz Of mutzontherbeft, . - _ % 

dome Jolly choice 1 oſe only den, A bone he may leave at his pleaſure; 

Was to beighten their mirth by the help of gaod wi But if to bis tat b 

His fancy Io tickled and touch d to the guck, "Tis ty'd, withourfant / | | 
| That it cur d his ſore conſcience of h=-11 & old nick He is barraſs'g gnv-playu's beyond meafure, = 
af rom 7 ad derbe Now aber his note, Poor cur, Cr. "na 5 
; And a catch of good humour, he n got by rote: 1 | oy — 
ol From ſighing and groaning — 5% thus won, Tao envious old age ſeems in part to iipaty ne, 
weth (fi2ds relief in the glaſs wi good humour & fun ] And make me the 


No more of 


your cant, 
eyes: 


— 7 — 


"Tis 


for landmen to prate, 
| Such trifling I hate, 
ound to wheedle and cajole is their plan: 
ea For a licence let s haſte, 


ind, 


heart 


J 


We have no time to waſtez 


is ations that Veſt ſpeak the man, 


I'm a rough, honeft tar, 
Juſt landed from far; | 
cannot change like the weather; 
As the needle tis true, 

And points only to you; 


| let the yu then, ſplire us together, 


je, 
ho 
3: 


Are, 

aint, 
ſain 
Time 
ime 
At 


T x2 man who for lite 
Is plagu'd with a wife, 
ſure in a wreiched condition 3 
Go things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, 
ad death is hie only phyſician, 
Poor man, &:, 
To trifle and toy, | 
May give a man joy, | 
den paſſion*s promoted by denuty? 
But where is the blifa 
Of a conjugal kifs 0 
ven paſſion is 
Poor man, & 


prompted by duty. 
6 


int, the new convert now cries, | 
Convict ion and reaſon has open d my 
"Enjoy what you can, boys, fince die we 

The prefect We're ſure of the future Ell truſt 


all muſt, 


| Who by muſty dull rules, _ 
| Pretend your fierce paſſions to tame; 


port of the wanton a gay; 
Br.ſk wine ſtall reerüit, 20 Ufe's winter Rall wear 
Ard I ſtill have a heart ro do what I may. Lme, 
| Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome damſel of beauty, 
As Bacchus ſhall lend me a cherifhing glaſs ; 
| To Selena the Great they ſhall both pay their duty, 

We'll firſt elaſp the bottle, and then claſp the laſs; 
1 5 bottle and laſe, ö * 

The laſs and the bottle; | 

We'll firſt Tlaſp the ho tle, and chenclaſp the hiſs; 
| T — — 144 1 | — . 
| HE month of September | 

I well ſhall remember, | 
On account of the flames and the fi re, 
Muh which Juliet the nun, | 
Full of frolic and fun, 
Singe d the heart of the am'rous friarz 


The foree.of ber kiſſes, 
And melGng careſſes, 


Pl with pleaſure and extaſy o.; 
For moſt certain it is, 
That one balmy kiſs 

From her lips, would enliven a ſtone, 
| Then be 6lent, ye fools, 


For without the bleſt aid 
Of a Kind-hearted maid, 
Life is nothing but ſorrow and pain, 


| & 
— 11 — — * 
Tar ſages of old, ID — 
In prophecy told, : * 


* 


of à agtion's undoipg z 


% 
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But our new Engliſh breed 
No prophecies need, 
Far each one here ſeeks his own ruin, 


With grumbling and jars, 
And preach up falſe tenets to many; 


We ſnarl and we bite, 4 


We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet nu man has any. 


Then him let's commend, 
| That's true to his friend, 
And the church and the ſenate would ſettle; 
; Who delights not in blood. | 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtands brunt to the bottle. 


Who rajls not at kings, 
Nor politick things, 
Nor treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow; 
But takes a full glaſs 
To his country's ſucceſs; - 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow: 


116 
and all the gay throng, 


To Phillis and Che, 
Too long the ſoft lay has been rais'd ; 


Too long to their beauty has flow'd the vain ſong, 


Too long has their beauty been prais'd: | 
Great Bacebas, repentant, thy pardon I aſk, 
Forgiveneſs 1 bumbly implore ; 
Tf Cer for a female I quit a full caſk, 
May I never enjoy one drop more—great god; 3 
May I never enjoy one drop more, 


Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title I own 

+ Ta fing all the charms of the fair; 

Their beauties 40 praiſe is your province alone; 
Alone make their beauties your care: 

For who in his ſenſes what mortal can blame 
Who ſtrives his own merit to raiſe ? 

For wumen and fops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
In theirs that he ſings his own praiſe—ſweet Mifs 
In theirs, S.. 


! 


Soctat and Conviviat Sonos. 


| Good-nature and ſmiles have a bumper no leſs, 


With virtue unſully'd adorn'd tho? the be, 
We promote civil ware, 4 


| And if ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, 


| 


| May (greateſt of curſes!) my hogſheae run dry, 


| One day at her toilet 


Tho' wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rare females poſſt 


Tho? kindneſs may add to their ſtore ; 2 


And 
hook | 
Of th 


And ſparkles an hundred times more: 


Tho" modeſty blooms in each feature, Wy 41 


A bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, 


It's virtue ten thouſand times Ran boys _ 

It's virtue, &c. * 
Their beauty attracting I freely confeſs ; gland 
Their ſex, I muſt own, has it's charms ; In pr 

| I own for a moment they” re able to bleſs, Natron 
And melt us away in their arms: And 


Yet laſting the pain is, and tranſient the joy; 
The raptures are infleacly paſt ; 

But wine, happy juice! is ſure never to cloy, 
It's pleaſures till doomſday ſhall hu brave ſouls 
It's pleaſures, Sc. 


Then adieu to their charm, to their dne adier 
All thoughts of the ſex | reſign; 

I fight in thy cauſe, to thy int "reſt am true, 
And yield me eternally thine: 


h weat 
Two 
Y Page 
As tl 
e N 
Anat 
fac! 
Bene 
t an 
That 
Vebauc 
And 
Ab hor 
Whi! 
ne P. 
Thoy 
won, 
Wha 
[ zilt | 
Un f 


If e'er like a rover I pine, 


Nor more be repleniſth'd with wine—bleit wine 
Nor more, Wes | 
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as Venus began 
To prepare for her face - mak ing duty, 
Bacchus itood at her elbow, and ſwore that her pla 
Would not help it, but binder her beauty. 


A baitle young Semele held up to view, 
And begg'd ſhe'd obſerve his airections— 


This Burgundy, dear Cytharea, will do, lurch 
"Tis a rouge that reines all complezions. The 
Too polite to refuſe him, the bumper ſhe fps, ” 7 
On his knees, the buck begg'd ſhe's encore; ” 
The joy-giving goddeſs, with wine-moiſten'd lips"! pe 
Declar'd the would hob-aob once more. And 


| 


ot In 
has 


Jut of window each waſh, paſte, & powder. ſhe hurl'd 
And the God of the grape vow'd to join; 
khook hands, fign'd & ſeal'd, then bid fame tell the 
Of the Laion twixt . and Winx, | world 
7 11 
Va whirlwind methoup ht I through Æther was 
Electric mong ſpirits of air ; [hurl'd, 
pborn by the clouds, we look'd down on the world 
And odd exhibitians ſpy d there. 


England's Genius was there, bearing Monarchy's crown 
In proc eſſion round Liberty Hall; [ down, 

Fuficn - (eiz'd her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd 
And Fefly broad grinn'd at her fall. 


þ weather-houſe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, 
Two figures keep veering about; 
„ pageants we ſaw, and ſmil'd at their glare, 
As they turn'd, with the times, in and out. 
e Met hodiſts, maſk'd with Hyprociſy's face, 
Anathemas thunder'd aloud ; 
© [ack Pudding's joke, with diſtorted grimace, 
Benetting their gudgeons, —the crowd. 
i: and Humour were there, drove from Dignity's 
That Stu idity's coach might have room; | door, 
auch we faw open Temptation's baſe tore, 
And Diſcaſe taint Simplicity's bloom. 
horn Will againſt Prudence was waging a fight, 
While Defire oppos d Duty ftrongz 
ie Paſſions conſeſs d Reaſon's dictates were right, 
Though themſelves ftill ieſolv'd to be wrong. 


| wonder ful troop towards Weftminſter bore; 

What wonders there are 'mong mankind ? 

gilt chariots Latoyers paraded before, 

On foot. Juſtice follow'd behind. 

lurcb Preferments we ſaw—but reſpect ſhall with 
The abuſe that's pour 'd forth on the cloth; | ſtand 
t 7ohbert and Stateſmen we ſaw hand in hand, 


oy. 


U 
ſouls 


adier 


—* And Pride ſtood zt par between both. 
d lips"! per Cent had lain fiege to Integrity's head, 


And Beauty was battering his heart; 
ft India ſucceſs ſtruck Humility dead, 
Aud Tile wok Yanicy's part. 


'Seciar and Conviviar Sons. | 
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Crafty Care ar d pale Uſury, two ſſeepleſa hags, 


Wealth o'erwhelm'd, yet untired with toil 3 


=] 


Their heir Difipation we ſaw at their bags, 

With Flattery ſharing the ſpoil, 

The myſt'ties of trade, but no longer I'll dwelb 
On either the mighty or mean; : 

From an emperor's court to a penitent's cell, 

Life's all the ſame laughable ſcene. 

"Tis a pitiful piece, like a farce in a fair, 

Where ſhew, noiſe and nonſenſe miſrule, . 

Where tinſel paradings, make ignorance flare, 

Where he who acts beſt is the fool. 


| 


| 


| - 11 ö 

Lr us laugh at he cams diſtindtions of ſtate, 
When merely from title, men hold themſelves great; 
f merit wins honours, the wearers we praiſe, 
But only the mean, homage heraldry's blaze. 


If you are a lineal deſcendant from Adam, 

Or ſpouſe can collateral claim from his madam; 

Oer acres of parchment, tho' pedigrees ſpread [ bred, 
Boaſt not how you're born, Sir, but ſhew how you're 


You laurels diſplay, which your forefathers wen 3 

We allow they did great things, but what have you 
The cuver & ſtubble, your conqueſts proctaim, ¶ done 
| And your country's preſerv'd by the latus of the game 


| Ye lords of large manors, your flatt'rers diſband, 
What are ye but tenants for life to the land; { plate, 
Your lakes, gardens, grote, temples, buſts, pictures, 
Are things of the inn, where in life's-ſtage you bait, 
Awhile you the labours of luxury bear, 

Till time tells you out, to make room for your heir; 


| The ſame rund of riot, he runs for his day, 


His ſucceſſur's ſummons, ſends him the ſame way. 
But uz who exiſts in infinuy's Rate, 

Whoſe hand holds the ſun, and whoſe fiat is fate; 
To ſome has ſent power, to others give wealth, 
And to us, who are humble, his be4 bleffing, bealth, 
To the graces, we nightly, a ſacrifice make, 
Wit & humour, the chairs, as our toaſt maſters take; 

By ſuch ſocial converſe, our time we improve, 
While tenderneſs lends us the daughters of love. 
Hhsz | Joh 


A SoerAL and Conyrylal SonGs, R 
A n | he grave, and o'er the gay, 
olly welcome attends hoſpitality*s call, Fe n *. 
ä ſenſe is sur cat ter in ert hall; * — 232 nr 4 Wu 
For one diſh dreſs'd there, all court treats we reſign FR "the C PR Fd in 3 
Keep your diſtance, ye Kings ! independant we cine. 3 the God moſt * 


He ma. 


Bending them unto his law ! __ 
A BUMPER of good liquor Sly the urchin deals his darts, for ch: 


Will end à cunteſt quicker 
Than juſtige, judge, or vicar ; 
Sa fill a chearful glaſs, 
And. let good humour paſs 
Bug if more deep. the. quatrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow 


Without pity, —piercing hearts: 


Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 


Not regarding modes or faſhions. 
Birmly fix'd is Capid's law ! 
Ha! ha! Ee. 

zome may think theſe lines not true, 


But they're facts— twixt me and you: 


Od En 
Where 
Whate' 
| can | 
My tin 
| nave 


A bumper, &c, How you meet beſore you marry : ] want 

8 | a | Cupid's will is ſolely law ! Im - 
h y/ g 

AcGgam Britannia fmile, Ha! ba! Se. oY 


Smile at each threat' ning foe : 
To fave this drooping iſle, 
. See Rodney firikes the blow; 
For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy ſov'reign empire o'er the maige 
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| Now the ſon is gone to bed, 
Let each lift his roſy head, 


All our pain is o'er and care, 


Let us haſte to better fare; 


; Try with nectar to repay Fe 
Againft thee treach'rous foes, All the mighty toils of day. Se 
| And falſe allies combine; Who at ills can meanly pine, Sl 
Ant vainly —_——_— O'er the brimming joys of wine; 
For 1 wr 2 Who can dare a coward prove, dh 
—— ant OW) — atain In the field of war or love, | F; 
riciſd empire o'er the —_ Fear and ſpleen, that ſhakes the ſoy], R 
mou may he 22 the main, | i All lie drown'd within the bowl. u 
won Spares e Wine then, balm and friend of lif, Ri 

_— — 1 Baniſh thought, and baniſh ſtrife, = | 
ray $3 ty * Arm the mind gainſt ev'ry ill, XII 
h _ _ adwey = ee Make us happy, come what will he ſh4 
2 it iſb empire o'er the main, Taſte the preſent, ſcorn the y lad 
5 1 — Live as tho” to days the laſt, de ſus 
Now: 'he time for micth and gle, Here's the charm againft deſpair, ays Ca 
Sing. and love. and laugh with me: Jee it Jaughs at ſorly care; bey l 
Cupid is my theme of ffbry: | come, my boys. and nobly join, emonſ 
*1'% his Godfhip's fame and glory, | In the praiſe of ſparkling wine, ut that 
How all yie'd unto his law! | Fill the glaſs and raiſe the ſon ttuto 


Ha? hat ha! ha! Ba! ha! hat 


= 


Keep che revels all night. los. 


WH t maj 


nd 
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Wuo thirſts for more knowledge is welcome to? 
He may ſeck a new clime, who is wretched at home, 
Who of pleaſure or folly has n»t bad his fill, 

May quit poor Old England whenever he will; 

But nothing ſhalt tempt me to crols the ſalt main, 
fur change l'm too tteady, and rambling is pain. 


0/4 England, brave boys, 2 enough is for me, 
Where my thoughts i can ſpeak, where by birthright 
Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call,[I'm tree 
| can ſport in the field or can roar in my hall; 

My time is my own, I can do as I will, 

| have children that prattle, a wife that 18 ſtill, 


[feel that I'm happy, tho” taxes run high, 
| want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I; ED 
Im alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 
Vith party and ſtate I ne er trouble my head; 
(ontention I hate, and a bumper love e end 
You'll pledge me, I'm ſure, for Old England s my 
125 
WELCOME friendly gleam of night, 
Form'd for revels and delight, 
Form'd ſublimeſt joys to prove, 
Seafon choſe for wine and love. 
Slumber ſtill, ye ſons of care, 
Duom's the toils of life to ſhare 
Partners of my ſocial bowl, 
Wake to bliſs th'enchanted ſoul. 
Fill the ſparkling goblets higher, 
R uſe, Qh ! rouſe the dormant fire, 
M hile the fleeting minutes ſhine, 
Rich with lovc, and rich with wine, 
| 126 | 
XTINGUISH the candles, give Pbæbus fair play 
he ſhutters unbolt, let us honour the day; | 
y lady Lucina we've drove from her poſt, 
ie ſun ſhines upon us, we'll give him a toaft, 
vys Caution, the neighbours are paſſing along, 
bey Il look thro? the ſaſhes & tell us we're wrong: 
monſtrance avaunt— what is all they can ſay ? 
ut that all night they ſlept, whilſt ve drank it away, 


t tutors, diſputers, ye dignified doors, 


SOCIAL and Convivial SoNGs, 
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What ſenſe is it, prithee, which tells us to thiak, 
When all our ſeven ſenſes declare we ſhou'd drink? 
Our patron is Bacchus, and Jove was his fire, 

He was born in a burſt of celeſtial fire ; [charms, 
Manma begg'd the god would come worthy her 
The lightning of love prov'd too much for her arms. 


From her, in a moment, the baby was ſnatch'd, 
And into a buck by Nurſe Fupicer hatch d; 
Th'immortal to expiate Semele's rape, 


Beſtow'd on his foundling the gift of the grape. 


Ye love-fick who live on the ſhine of an eye, 
The red of a cheek, or the tone of a figh ; 

Impreſs'd by the ſmiles or the frowns of a fair, 
As weather glaſs ſhews variations of air; | 


In country or town you have ſeen, without doubt 
A dancing bear led by a ring in his ſnout, 
While Pug plays his tricks if ye ſhew him ſome fruit 
Theſe emblems, ye ladies, will moſt lovers ſuit, 
If girls won't comply why we never run mad, 

But away to the next, as enough may be had; | 
If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang, nor deſpair, 
But in wine comfort ſeek, we are ſure of it there, 


Draw your bows ye Crochetti in muſic's defence, 
| With ſcund I'm for having a portion of ſenſe ; 


Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 


With a good fellow's bellow, Bring fix bottles mare, | 


Six bottles ! we'll have them, and bumper away, 
Weve drank up the night & we drink downthe da, 


Here's his health who to wine & bis word will be JF 


Here's tae girl that we love & the friend we can truſt, 
127 


As W, Joke, and Humour, together were fat, 


With liquor a plentiful ftock, 
Still va:ying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, Paſt twelve o'clock, 
At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affrightz; ' | 
ſuſt then, in that inſtant, one enter's the room, 
An ancient, pale-face, meagre ſprite, 


t majors, Je minors, with prebends and protors, 


H h 3 The 


1 'Soctar and Convivian Songs, 


The ph zar d, and the candles burnt blue, What mortal man would be able e 
Wit NA began for to ſtare ; | _ Ac Wine's half an hour to fit? 4 
| Cries out Joke —Look'e, friends, this is nothing] Or who could bear a tea table, 4 
Behold f—ſce, tis only old Care. [new ; Without taking trifles for wit. ] 
I know he would tell us, 'twas Time ſent him heile * court is from _ n ] 
And tell us tis time to he gone; ald keys are no trifles, we ſee, 
But we'll tell him this, let him think what he dare] White rods pts no _ I'm 8 
We'll finiſh him ere it be one. | Whatever their bearers may be, | 
They quickly agreed, and about it they went, But if you will go to the place, ; 
R ſolving of Care to get free; | Where trifles abundantly breed. = 
Wit mov'd it—and trait they all join'd in conſent, The ou will ſhew you his grace X 
To lay the ghoſt in the Red-ſea, | | Makes promiſes trifles indeed. 
Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, A coach with fix footmen behind, ? 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round; | I count neither txifles nor fin ; } 
When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet up a laugh, | But, ye Gods! how oft do we find, 
Quoth he, How Care looks now he's drown'd! | A ſcandalous trifle within ? , 
When loud ſhouting began, huzza they allcry's, | A flaſk of Champaigne, people thiok is 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt; | A trifle, ar ſomething as bad; 
Fill your bumpers 9 let this be our pride, | But if you'll contrive how to drink it, H 
To ſing, laugh and dr nk to the bęſt. | You'll fing it no triſle, by gad. E 
No their blood running high, at a conqueſt ſo A parſon's a trifle at ſea; N Sound 
To fiuging and crinking they fix [great, | A widow's a trifle in ſorrow ; | From 
With the lun they aroſe, wich ſpirits elate, A peace is a trifle to · day, | | He's \ 
And cecently parted at * | | Who knows what may happen tq-morraw Prepa 
— 128 —ʒ eg | 0 Loud 
A TRIFLING Gong you thall bear 8 na - Na per yr EI R From 
Arg ett | Beifecceriganpbinls en 
„ hall be nob'y attended, . We Held have more Uiies than ever. ] 
Were it not for triſles a few, | TW * a trifle, they of , 8 
That lately have come into play, | | Bec 5 - 4 nne we, | E 
Ta: men would want ſamething to da, | ok ” < n wig 6 : 
And the women want ſomething to ſay, 2 1 * wm a wa . 1 a I 
What makes men trifle in drefling ; he'd people W Sy | 1 
| Becauſe the lagies, they know, | The author of this is a trifle, 
Admtre, by often poſſeſſing, PS. f 
That e nd n a henn, And his ſong is atrifle to boot. 
When the loner: his moments has trifled, 8 . Sh, . 5 
The trifle of trifles to gain, % 5 5 Baccuvs, god of joys divine! 
No ſooner the virgin is rifled, De thy pleaſures ever mine! 
| mil 


da a wifls hall pa them gain. 


| Soctar, and Conviviat Sons; . 355 
Smile on this thy votary's prayer, 


| 8 | — 132 ä— 
All beſides not worth my care: EE Bacchus aſcending aſtride on his tun, 
All our griefs briſk wine diſpels, Like Perſeus of old, who Axdrameda won, 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quells, 5 To kill the fell monſter call'd ſobriety, 
Drinking ev'ry trouble quella. That bane to the. pleaſures of ſociety. 
All our griefs, &c. — he _ upon the table, 1 
When the goblet full is fill'd, | 4 Drink, e cries, while you are ad a, 
From the clyſt ring vine diftill'd 3 . _ when you can no more contain, 
| Then indeed I'm truly bleſt, | | | hen let it out and fi ll again. 
And ev' ry anxious thought's at reſt t Lave i, 733 1 
While its potent juice I quaff, JJV 
Still 1 ſing. and dance and laugh, ant orrow, baniſh care 3 
1 Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Would you be for ever gay, Age has had his ſhare of play, 
Morrals, learn of me the way z | But youth's ſport begins to day. 
Tis nat beauty, tie nat love, 1 From the fruits of ſweet delight 


Will alone ſufficient prove; 


If you'd raiſe and charm the faul, 
Deeply drain the ſpicy bowl. 


Let no ſeare- crow virtue frightz 
Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we 
| Rove, like birds, from tree to tree 
- 130 | Careleſs, airy, gay and free, 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes, | O 129 * ö 1 
Found, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drums, | NCE the Gods of the Greeks at ambroſial feaſty 


From port to port, let cannons roar, | Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffi ntz, 
He's welcome to the Britiſo ſhore, Merry Momus among them appeared as a gueſt, 
„ Merepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; . ſays the celeſtials lav'd laughing. 
Loud, loudly rend th'echaing air: This happen'd fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 
From pole to pole your joys reſound, While Nature diſorderly lay; 5 
For virtue's his, with glory crown'd. While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 
= | | And uproar embroi!'d the loud fray. 
131 | | 
| Ler the waiter bring clean glaſſes, On ev'ry Olympic the humouriſt droll'd, 
With a freſh ſupply of wine; Hence none cou's his jokes diſapprove, 
For I ſee by all your faces, | He ſung, repartee'd, many ſage ftories told, 
In my wiſhes you will join, And at length thus addreſs'a father ove. 
V2 | FI | Sire, Mark. how yon matter is heaving belo 
0 . . Were it ſettled twould pleaſe all your court, 
We awhile will-leave that dut ö [Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know, 
For a more preyailing th OY | | Pray people it juſt for our ſport, 5 
1 | aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down, 
| To the health I'm now propoſing, Fove nodded t, a iy mpits * down, 


5 At his fiat creation took birth; 
Nom r 8 _ at 4 The cloud-mantled deity ſmil'd on bis throne, 
7 ; 1 po Bo ' 5 1 0 
'Tis — of our fealt, © And annqunc'd the production 12 
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To honour their ſow'reign each God gave a boon ; 
ollo afforded it light ; | 

The goddeſs of chile -d preſented a moon, 

To filver the ſhadow of light. 


The queen of ſoft wiſhes, foul Yulcan's fair bride» 
Leering wiſtful on her man of war, | 
Took a pity on beings who wanted a guide, 
So ſhe ſparkled the morn and eve ſtar, | 
From her cloud, all io ſpirits, the Goddeſs up ſprung 
In ellipfis each planet advanc'd; 


| The tune of the ſpheres the Nine Siſters ſung, 


As round Terra Nova they danc'd. 


Cen Jeve himſelf cou'd not inſenſible Fand, 
Bid Saturn his girdle faft bind, 


The expounder of fate graſp'd he globe in his hand | 


And laugh'd at thoſe mites call's mankind. 


From the hand of great Fo: into ſpace it was hur}'d 
He was charm'd with the roll of the bal', 

Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the world 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs pleaſ'd with the preſent tevie wd the globe round 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies and plains; 


The ſelf balanc'd orb in an atmoſyhere bound, 


Prolific by funs, dews, and rains. 


With filver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught viney-rds to rear, 


What ſuited each climeon each clime ſhe beftow'd, 


And FartzDom the fou: d fl :uriſh'd here. 


That blue - ey d celeftial, Minerca the wiſe, 
Ineffably ſmil'd on the ſpot; 


My dear, fays plum'd Pallas, your laſt gift I prize, | 


But, excuſe me, one thing is forgot. 


Licentiouſneſs Freedom's deftruftion may bring, 
Unleſs prudence prepares its defence ; 


The Goddeſs of Sapience bid Iris take wing, 


And on Bza1Toxs beftow'd Common Senſe. 
Four Cardinal Virtues the left in this ifle, 

As gua:dians to cheriſh the root, _ 
The bleſſom · of liberty garly gan ſmile, 

And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit, 


* ” 
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Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty fo rare, 
| Oh ! preſerve it as pure as twas giv nz 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in 
And return it untaiated to Heay'n, [death 
3 


T avs 1 fend, like a Turk, with my doxies around 


| From all fides their glances his paſſion con found; 


For black, brown, and fair, hisinconftar cy burns, 
And the different beaut es ſubdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth her chaoms to provoke his deſitet, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires. 
But think of this-max*im, and put off ail ſorrow, 


| The wretch of to day may be happy to-morrow, 


But think, &c, 


136 — 
To tell you the truth, 
In the days of my youth, 

As rgirth and nature bid, 

I li\k's a glaſs, 
And 1 los'd a laſs, 
And I did as younkers did. 


But now I am old, 

Wi'h grief be it told. 
1 muſt thoſe freaks forbear; 
5 ſixty-three. 
*T wixt you «pd me, 
A man grows worſe for wear. 


15 
M asTter Tommy's KD 
Pray what ſays Sr, Paul, 
It 'm not miftaken, | 
Marry not at all, 
Boys, beſore you marry, 
| Mind the golden rule, 
Look before you leap, 
Or elſe you'll play the fool. 
If I take a wife, ., _ 
Whoſoe er the be, 
Tho ſhe prove an angel, 
Still ſhe's wife to me, 


Boys, Ss, 


If the brigg me money, 
Will it be forgot ; 


| It the brings me nothi » 


Can we boil the par 
Boys, Cc. 


f fn beauty, . 
Then the Speniards ſay, 


| She'll be ever gadding, 


Very like ſhe . 
| Boys, Se. MP ; 

She'll hase beaux to ogle, 
Or Gallants to prate . 

This is Madam's friſking, 
I am Mal de Tere, 

Boys, @c, 

If ſhe be a@ wit, 

Lord have mercy then x 
When her tongue is fileat, 
She'll employ her pen, 

Boys, e. 
If ſhe's weak and filly, 
Why am to blame, 
If I take the folly, | 
I'm to take the ſhame, 
Boys, Cc. 
But if in domeſtics, 
Madam is no foal 3 
All the night I'm lectur'd, 
Every day at ſchool, 
Boys, Sc. 
Thus fooliſh Tommy married, 
Counſels all in van; 
ay gave me freedom, 
reedom I maintain. 
Boys, Cc. 


Thus, Sir, I've run dyer, 


All the marriage ſtate; 


When I more diſcover, 


n communicats/ :-. 


— 
— 
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TT His world is a fair, where thecrogd is hegt wholly 
On gew - gave and rattles, noiſe, nanſeaſe, and folly, 
Where higgledy-piggledy, pell-meli, and confuſion, 
We're barn, take a peep, vie, and loſe the illufion, 
And there we ſee whirligigs. roung-abouts, 

Ups and downs, ins and outs. 

Fal-lals, drums, trumpets, globes, fge and 
Hot ſpiced gingerbread & merry · go [crowns 
Wich wonders wonders & wond:14 enough to make 2 
O don't you think it a wonderful fajr{blind man ſtare 
Here are all ſorts of toys for all ranks & gradations, 
Gilt ribbens for ladies, for Lords—inftaNations; 

| Wigs firſt worn at Veſtminſter, after on May days, 
On judges & chimney- ſweeps high-days & play-day$ 
And there you ſhall ſee maſf d faces, falſe noſes, 
| caſtenets, and ſalt boxes ; [ doxies 3 
Jack-puddings, with zridirons, dukes, devils, and 
With a ſtrange medley of tythe-pigs and biſhops, 
| lawyers, hailiffs, and priſons; . [reaſons 
Fanatical preachers, who have many more words than 
Wiſe dogs, learned horſes, illiterate aſſes, and many 
| other ſtrange beaſts there, | 


| ; O, don't you think it a wanderfyl fair ? 


In this fair you will find, Sir, the wart wares we 


As knav'ry is getting what folly is ſyendingſ vending 


Here ti les and honours are trades moſt prolific, 
And gold is the one univerſal ſpecific. [ſpeeches z 
And here you hear many fine promiſes in many fine 
But if you love liberty and property beware of ſuch 
With their legerdemain tricks, hey, Preſto, fly quick 
They are here, there, and every where, on all ſides, 
ANL 

| yeeze their beat their b rave 
Oh! dens fon hk Ls eee MN 
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Warn Bricais on her fea-girt bee, 
Her white rob'd Druids erſt addreſs'd, 


| What aid (the ery d) hall Fimplore, © . 
| What heſt defenge, by numbers prefs'd / 


- / 2 2. | 


Thus ſpake the bearded ſeers of yore, a 


, 
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«© Tho" hoftile nations round thee riſe, 

(The myftic oracles reply d) 
% Ang view thine iſle with env'ous eyes, 

« Their threats defy, their rage deride;z 
Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauli, 
& Britain's beſt balwarks are her Wooden Walls. 


« Thine oak deſcending to the main, 
4 With floating forts ſhall ſtem the _— 
4 Aſſerting Britain's liquid reign 
„ Wheeler her tNund'ring navy rides; 
4% Nor leſs to peaceful arts inclin'd, 
„Where commerce opens all her ſtores, 
& Ta ſocial bands ſhall league mankind, 
% And join the ſea - divided ſhores : 
« Spread then thy ſails where naval glory calls, 


| « Britain's beſt bulwarks are her Wooden N alles. 


@ Hail happy iſle ! what tho! the vales 
« No vine empurpled tribute yield, 


Nor fann'd with odour - breathing gales, 


« Nor crops ſpontzneous glad the fie. d. 
«&" Yet liberty rewards the toil 
« Of induftry, to labour prone, 
4% Who jocund ploughs the grateful ſoil, 
* And reaps the harveſt ſhe has ſown : 
« While other realms tyrannic ſway inthral's, 
« Britain's beſt bulwarks are her Wooden Walli. 


In vikoos wrapt of Britain fame, 
Ere yet Iber ia felt her pow'r, 
Or Gallia trembled at her name; 


Exe vet Columbus dar d t' explore 


New regions riſing from the main; 


From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to tho e, 


Bear then, ye winds, the ſolemn fliain! 


| The ſacred truth an awe-ftruck world appals, 
_ Bruain's beſt bulwarks are her Wooden Walls 
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Cxasx, rude Boreas, biuſt ' ing tailer, 
Lift, ye land ſmen all to me, 

Meſs-mates hear a brother failor, 


| Kg the danger of the ln 


Socrar, and Convivrart Sons. 
N Pay bounding billows, firſt in motien, 


When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, + 
To the tempeſt-troubled ocean, 
| Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarfly bawling, 
By t'p-ſail-ſheets, and haulyard ſtand; 
Down top-gallants quick be hawling, 


Now it freſhens, ſet your braces, 

The top-ſail ſh. ets, now let go, 
Luff, boys. luff, don't make wry faces, 
Up ycur top-ſails nimbly clew, 


Now all you on down- beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 
Freſn enjoyments, wantan courting, 

Safe from all but love's alarms: 


R und us roars the tempeſt louder, 


Think what fears our mincs enchrall; 1 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 
| Now again the boatiwain calls, 


The top-ſail-yards point to ihe wind, boys, 


See all clear to reef each courſe 
Let the fore ſheer go, dod't mind, boys, 
Tho the weather ſhould be worſe Z 
Fore and aft the ſprit-ſail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſce Al clear; 


| Hands up each preventer brace ſet, 


Man the fore yard, cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring. 

| Peal on peal contending claſh; 

On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightaings flaſh ; 

One wide water all around us, 

All above us one black ſky; 

Different deaths at once ſurrounds us, 

Hark! what means that dreadfui cry. 


| Orer the lee, twelve feet *bove 9 
Call all hands to clear the wreck 3 


Down your flay-ſails, hand, boys, hand! 


The fore-maſt's gone! cries every tongue out, 
A leak beneath the chefſt-tree's ſprung out, 2 


Quick 


Wick the lanyards cut to peices,” - 
Come. my hearts, be ftout and bold 

Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water in the bold! 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn; 

Alas ! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! from henee there's no return: 

Still the leak is gaining on us, 


Both chain- pumps are choak d below; Le 
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Ve trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, [the ſky 3 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſweep 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 
Co root out he natives at prices ſo dear, 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 

The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt 
preſerv'd once our king, ana will atways our coaſt 3 
Ot her we make ſhips we have thouſands can fight, 

But one, only one, like our Spakeſpeare can write, 
| All ſhall yield, &c. 1 


Heav'n have mercy here upon us, Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 


For only that can ſave us now. 


Oer the lee-beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry band, boys, 
See our mizen-maſt is gone, 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faft, 
We've lightn'd her a foot and more; 
Up and rig a jury fore-maſt, = 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore, 


Xow onee more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the can, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives: 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel ir, 

Cloſe to your lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels i“, 
Now, our danger's drown'd.in wine. 


N — 7 

D Ehold this fair goblet. 'twas carv'd from the tree, 

Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was planted by 

 arefique I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, ſ[thee; 
hat comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine; 

hat comes from thy hand mull be ever divine. 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree, 
All ſhall yield to the mulLezrry tree; 
Bend tv thee, bleſt mulberry, | 
bend to hee, bleſt muiberry; 
Matchleſs was he who p amid thee, 
And thou like him immintal thai! be, 
And chou like vim immortal thai be. 
0 | b 


] 


Pomona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers; | 
The garden of Shakeſpeare all faneies will ſuit, 


= With the ſweeteſt of flowers and the taireſt of fruit, 


| With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd birc 
Supplies law and phvſic, and graces the church 3 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 


| And he gives the beſt phyſic tor body and mind, 


Al, ſhall yield, Se. 
The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 


For him ard bis merits tis takes its d gree; 
Give Phebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
Che tree of our Shakeſyearp is ill more divine. 


All ſhall yield, Ec. 


As a genius of Shateſperre outſhines the bright day, 
Mor: rapture thanwine to the heart can convey; 
So the tree which he plantes, by making his own, 
Has the laurcl and bays and the vine all in one. 
ns Al} ſhall yield, Sc. ; 


Then each take a relique of this hallow'd tree, 
From fully and taſhion a charm let it bez 
vill, fil: to the planter the cup to the brim, 
i'9 honour your country, do honouc to him. 
All ſhall yield, &c, : 
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| Pusu a bout the briſk bowl "twill enliven the heart, 

3 While thus we fit round on the graſs : 

une lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and \ma-r, 
-Deterves ta be reckon'd an aſe, an aſs "Y 

D:lerves to be reckon'd'an au. 


& * 


7 
1 
1 
% 
S$; 
3 
Tj 
. 
" 


The beau, who fo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair 


The lawyer a grave, when he puts in hit plea, 


W ITH woman and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe, &c. | 


Each helping the other, &c, 


Let em have their own hum, &1 will bays nunc. | 
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The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, | 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himfelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an afs, an aſs; | 
Deſerves, &c. 


An angel beholds in his glaſs, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, | 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves, &c. | t J 
The merchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cra ſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the trerns of an ox on the aſs, the aſs; 
Claps the horns, Cc. | ; 


With forehead well fronted with braſs, 


Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you. my good friend, are an afs, an aſs; | 


There you, &c 5 
The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs 4 
The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, an aſs; 
But death, Ec. 0 | 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who bis pieaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to b: reckon'd an aſs, 
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For li'e- without theſe is a bubble of air; 


Each helping the other, in pleaſure I rol}, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul; 


Let grave ſober mori als my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall a ter my coduct for them; 
I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Sottkt und Corviviit Bowes: 


| U mounted my mule, and we rode away, 


Wine prudently asd Will our fetfeh itnþrove, 
'Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the Tull bf Yove; 

And Venus neter Jook'd with a ſmile mort de, 
As when Mars bound his head with a fÞrik of the vine 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou yirl half divine, 
irſt pledge me with kiſſes next pledge we with wine 
Then giving and raking, in mutual return; 
The torch of our loves ſhall eterinilly burn. 

But ſhould'ſt thon my paſſion for wine Uifapptovs 
My bumper I'M quit, to be bleſt with my love; 
For rather than forfeit the Joys of my Vas, | 
My bottle I'll break, am demolifh my graſs, ' 


* 
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A Maſter I have and I am his man, 
| Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll ge: a wife as fait as he can, 
With a baily, Gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giegling, 
Niegling, 
Galloping galloway, draggle tail dreary dun, 


1! ſaddled his fteed, fo fine and fo gay, 


Galloping dreary dun: 


With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, th N 
| Galloping dreary dunn; Her c 
The nightinzale lung inffead of the lark, ng 0 
| With her haily, &c, - Cried 
We met with a friar, and aſk'd kim our ways * 


Galloping dreary dun; 


By the lord, ſays the friar, you are both aftray, Sand) 


With your haily, &c. Like 1 


Our Journey, I fear, will do us no good, "are 
Galloping dreary dun; 5 N 

We wander alone, like the babes in the wood, "Ig 
With our haily, &c. . Id * 

My maſter is fighting and I'll take a peep» Cou'd 


Galloping dreary dun; 


_— 


But now I think on it—I'd beiter go ſleep, 


With my haily, Sc, 0 
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No, independent quite of theſe, 
Life's pain or — he muſt fond, 


No ſun can ſcorch, no froſt can 28 
The joys of a contented mind, 

Vmror bias us conquer paſſion, 
Hard the victory we obtain ; 

Hard to vanquiſh inclination, 
But the pleaſure pays the pain, 

If a moment virtue waver, 


Sbe, reſtor'd to former pence, 
Proud that vice cold not enſlave her, 


— _ increaſe. 


4 — 


Warn ſwallows hy their eggs in ſnow, 
And geeſe in wheat-cars buiid their — 
When roafted crabs a hunting 
And cats can — at golltp* »jefts; . 
When law and conſcience are akin, 
And pigs are learnt by note to ſque 
Your — then rr {rk your — 
And teach am o to whiſtle Greek, 


Till when let your wiſdom be dumb; 
For ſay man of Gotham, 
What is this. world ? - 
A tetotum, 
By the finger of folly twirl'd ; 


With a hey go up, and about we come; 
| While the Tun a good poſt-borſe is found, 


So merrily we'll run round. 


* 1 400 


"RE hin 


Rangers that rove throughout the North country 


Lovers of veniſon and liberty, 
That values not honours or money. 


We three good fellows be, 


That — ran from three times three, - 


broad- (word, Ox bow 
r giow ut bir play for . 


0 


* 
— 


1 Ss. 
| 


: 1 ph ee eo he cry'd, 


| Ar the 8 
| e — 


We three men be, 

At a laſe or a under green wood "= 

Jocundly chavnting our auncient gles, 

Though we bave 1 
— 

Ox Thames fair bank, a geatle youth 

For Lucy figh'd with eſs truth, 

Even when he ſigh'd in rhyme 

The lovely maid his flame return d 

And would with equal warmth have burn's, 

But that ſhe had not time, 

Oft he repair'd, with eager feet, 

In ſecret ſhades his fai: to meet 

Beneath the accuſtom'd lime 

Oſt times the maid wou'd meet him 

But when he begg's ſhe'd exe his care, 

She ſaid ſhe had not time. 


{It was not thus, inconflant maid, 


You ated ence, the ſhepherd ſaid, _ 

- When love was in its _ > 
She griev'd to hear him 
And wi's the could ave car's bis pain 
- But ftill he had nat time. 


a. 


is day I'll make young Fare my bride, - 
Since you think love a crime; 
| No, no, the ſ- id, my geatle youth, 
P've try'd Dr and conftant er 
And now fr love have time. | 


n i 
Then our careful watch we keep. 
While the wolf in nightly proul 
Bays the moon with idevus hoi; 
Gates are barr'd, and vain re 

Females ſhriek, but no affiflance, 
Silence! Glence | or you wont L 


- | Your keys, your jewels, cath 


la 
Locks. bolts, and hars, . 


6 W F 


- 


Mrcertianzous Soxcs, | 
| | 


On ty 


Piſtols mo? * 
Courage firikes on — 2 wh 
Whilſt each ſpark thro' the dark gloom of aight, 


Lends a clear and chearing light, 
Who a frarer thalitocn feel? 


EAS 
Then on our prey 

Calvetti to the onſet lead us, * 
Let the weary traveller dread us; 
Struck with terror and amaze, 
While our ſwords with lightning blaze, 
Thunder to our carbines 
Burſting clouds in torrents pouring, 
Waſh the fanguine dagger's blade, 
Ours a free, and roving trade 

To the onſet let's away, 
Valour calls, and we obey! 
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9 
. 
And ſweet are the waters that flow; 

Yet ſay if your throats, or this water's to blame, 
As we drink, the more thirſty we grow ? 
Tet the court to be fre ls v fine place 
A gay, polite, a divine place: 
1 am the man can tell how, 
If there you'd wiſh to 
With your ever ſtep a bow! 
On your tongue a thouſand lies; 
- Submiſlive be your ſtile ! 
A great man's frown's a rod, - 
| A penfion in h s ſmile, 
A ribbon in his nod. 
Strict care and cloſe 
> * a wy on, 
| ut to guard * — IDs 


. 


Pe 
Of the thing fo ſtrange andre, 
The beautiful ſublime in great nature's , 


" 
4 


g W at « 


| 
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A 
And why they cannot tell; 


| Tis the my tical charms of «Fe ne ſcai oi. 


| 


The lovely town-bred dame, 
Dear cauſe of many a flame, 


ach ſmart ſwedrs he ne'er ſuch a beauty ſaw, - 


Say what the lovers prize, 
Coral lips or brilliant eyes ? 

No; the myftical charms of the 7. ne ſcai quei. 
Behold the vi lage maid, 
By nature s hand array d, 

With her flockings green, and her hat of _ 
Is love in dimple ſleek, | 
Or the roſes of her cheek ?' 


Noz the myſlical charms of the . Fe ne ſeai quoi.” 


Warm gen g Arey jon maid 
Of all the ſeen, . 
Her air is coarſe and groſo— a; 


Sti, formal, arch, reſerv's, and coy, 


She ſeems a very prude——a : 
And while the courtier tempts to joy, 


Crier, ** fie! you ſhan't be rude—a F. 


Bot ſoon as caſt in faſhion's mould, 
She's made a dame of honour 3 
Politely frank, genteely — 
| No ſhyneſs reſts upon 
She paints, coquettes, and firts ber fao 3 
For now (the caſe revers d, Sir,) 
She's grown a match for ev'ry man, 
And eries, (pray do your worſt, Sir “' 
—— ¶ 11 — 
lover's in the wind, 
| Tho' miſs is coy, we always 


find 
At laſt the turns out — kind, 


Nor thinks a man ſo ſhockintz; 
A woman's frowns are bat a j 
She's angry only to te preft, 
And then ſhe 

D 


grants her frignd's* requeſt, 
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364 Mrseniianzcys Jones: 


While pudding - fee ves unites their hands, But there, too, uperiſitica » bad. 
bn fetters both in marriage bnd, | Hed ficklied ev'ry feature o'er, - 
Nen are Molly fookh lands, And made me ſoon regain the land, 
the neighbours flock | in; W here beauty $1's the weſtern more. 
8 atter ſuppet Jon is led, 5 5 | Whete with teleſftial pow'r 
With love and liquor in bis head,” = Connubial tranſport doth adota; 
Tutk'd with bis Molly into bed, 5 Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
Then hey, to throw the flocking! That . is nod Jong morn. 
| he night ſoon at the mornin 0 5 Ye dauphters cf old 131 De, 
The couple lobking queer and — Where er I go, where er I ſtray, 
He ſays but little, the is dumb, O charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
The chamber dovr unlocking. | | To cheer a pilgrim on his wa. 
But 75%, who was once ſo coy, h — 5 — 
No longer now conceals her joy ; 4 5 | Tar great folks are noble, and proud let em b 
She vows all day—for her dear boy Of title, of honour, and wealth; 
She's trudge without a — | | ThatT am a Prien is title to me, 
1—— | And I'm rich in a ſtock of good health, 
Exe round the huge * —— mill, p Lads, ſtop the mill, 
The ford ivy had dard to entw ine | Be the hopper till ; 
Ere the church was a ruin, that aods on the bill, | When low the fun, 
Or a cook built her veſt on the pine, Our werk is done; 


Could I trace back the time.. a mach enter date, [ET of ind uſtry. Jl 
Since my forefathers toil'd in yon field; 
For the farm I new hold on yourlordthip's rftate, Tuo in ſumme: I copied the provident ant, 


grand fp "= For winter ſome grains to provide | 
H ee * my a = 4 * 1 3 Yet, what I could pare to 2 friend when i in wan 
mo op anfully 4 * —— 0 — og — Ine er was the friend who denied. 
For my child I've preferv's it, onerimſon'd with „ Be 
And 9 ame, Whan tow the tha. | 
| z | Our work is done; no! 
I 1 Then we'll fit to our homely beard with gee, is 
But * the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, | For Font hy war ot 3 
And Sion's daughters were no more. * 
In Greece, the held impariousmien, | Is greenwood Made, or wiading dell, 
The wanton lo K. the leering aye, We merry maids and chert dwell y | 
Bade love's devotion got be ſeen, — In quiet, free ] weng rife, 
Where done, is never nigh, | | We paſs a chearful rural life, _ | 
From thence to Haly'g fair how, | And by the moon's pale 2 ing _ | 
1 bent my gever=ccaking ways 3 We friſk it near the chryſtal Rreams. ... 
And to Loretta's temple bore | a PER | Our ftation's near the King's highway, 
r | m 


— 


=” 


The woe-worn wretch, we ſtill protect, 

The widow——grphan—-ne'er negleGi— | 
Fat churchmen, proud, we cauſe to Rand 
And whiltle tor our Keady band. 


— atic ie ans 
The 's martial ſound; 
Eager to ſcour the field he rears, 

And ſpurns th' indented ground— 

He ſnuffs the air, eres his flowing main, 
ins the big wer, alls foie chng the plea. 1 
thus, my ardeat foul £ | 
8 forth on wings of wind, _ 
Da Capo. 


wt 


And ſpurns the moments as they 
With tagging pace behind. 


TURN gentle hermit of the dale, 
And guide our lonely way, 

o where yon taper chears the vale. 
With hoſpitable ray : 


For here forlorn and lo I trend, | 
With fainting ſteps and flow, 
Vhere wilds, vnmeaſurably ſpread, 
Seem length"ning as they go. 


and waſhes and painting afide, 

burn all the glaſſes that ever were fram'd, 
The gewgaws of faſhion, & lnicknacks of pride, 
noſtrum to call from the toilet of reaſon 

is eaſy, tis cheap, and tis ever in ſeaſon, 
Þy allto be found, and with all ts be plealings 
When art has in vaia her coſmetics applied. 
ood nature, believe me, 's the ſmootheſt of varniſh, 
| Which ever bedimples the beautiful cheek ; 
No time nor ao tint can its excellence tarniſh, 
| It holds good ſo long, and it lies on ſo ſleek. 


The white of the lily is not ſo adorning, 


M 1$CHLLAnzOUS ones; 


Tie —＋ the radiance Aurora is 


_ {Oh1 wear it, ye laſſes, on 
' 1' Tis thenobleft 


| 


. Wr is a 


| Now in the 


E beauties, or ſuch as would beauties be fam'd, 


'Tis more than the bluſh of the roſe in the morn- 3 
ſing, | 
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m 


The graces, her handmaids, all proud 


froun's wi 'd 1 
Wha, ſmiling, ariſes, and waits for 
oecaſion, 


every 
55, tis the ſtrongeſt et dee 5 
'T will keep, nay, twill almoſt retrieve 


i And lat, and look lovely, when beauty is gone 


Gems ſound the martial trumpet, 
Now the din of war is o'er; 
Peace, fair maid, prepares a banquet,) 
Laurell'd heroes pant no mare. 
A calm retreat, where myrtles twine, 
With moſſy roſe, and ſweet woodbine, 
Sball recompence your toil. and care, 
ed now guard the fat. 


Me F won Sir ? n0, Sir low 
'Tis this, Sir, I'd have you to know. 


| Conſtantly writing, Sir, 


And his nails bitiogs Sir, 
Oh, he's a wondroys fellow 1 © 
gar, Si—bigh, t. Sv! 
Now in the cellar below; 
| Pen, ink, and paper, Sir, 
Oh, he's a wondrous fellow | 


His pockets tu fill, Sir—ftill, n Sis | 
His noddle he empties O ha! 
Scribbling and ſcrawlir g, Sir, 
| Starting and —_— > 14 any 
Ob, hen wondrous fellow „ 


impartial our art is, 
We fide with all pa. ties 

No qualms of the conſcience awajt vs; 
For an author well paid. 
If he's true to the trade, 


All accident proof, and all ſcrutiny ſcorning ; 
Tweaks i the wit and wit —— 


| , "Wl and Þs erage pews | 
i 3 


With 


1 
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Wich deliberation 


We Marr reputation; 


5 Oer muſe never ſgueamilh or nice 12 ns 


W; can mend it again 
With a dalh of the pen 


There is praiſe and abuſe of all prices, 


The rogue to applaud, - 
And make virtue of fraud, 
Fur a tr.fle we always ale willing; 
We neer run a man down 
For lefs fhin a crown, 
But give a ſly cut for a b-lling, 
; 33 — 
Tur fittle bark by tempeſt toſt, 
With joy cogeins the (hore, 
But we by move almoſt loſt, 
Enjoy this calm no more. 


Misforturie hence, with all chy train, 

Ot cares and qe doe, and pain; 

Fenceforth the pureft jeys we H prove, 

Springing from virtue, ruth and love. 
24 — — 

Lir ru mules come and cry, 

Put your finger in your ey2 5 

Join the macazogi king, 

Demn the weather, demu the wind. 

Winds that rumple-poweer's hair, 

Winds that fright the feat hei”'d fair, 

Winds that blow our hats away, 

And ryde'y wiih-our zufflas plays. 
Wines that drown' the gentle note, 
Fritter'd through a gentle throat ; 
Winds that etouds around us throw, 


And ſpoil the glitter of our ſhow. Fa 


Demn the viads that us have ſtirt d, 

On F, iday June the twenty- -thud, 

To pligue the macaconi x ind: : 
Demu the rain, and demn the wind, 


25 — — 
You gave f re laſt week a y-ung linne“, 
Shut vp in a fige * erge; 


- 


It is e 

Yet how ſag the poor thing was ibis it, The \ 
Oh how did it fl utter ard rage ! They 

| Thea be mop's, and he pig'd, ure 
That his wings were config d, W My c 
Till I open'd the door of his den; Theft. 
Then ſo merry was he, 'Tis | 
Ar.d becauſe he was free, : For u 
He came to his cage back again, 0h m 


— — 26 — — - 


Wu, Jobn, Ra pb, Sall—why don't yoy com Fes 


Are ali the ſervants deaf and dumb? _ 

We won't obey—we have our cue 

We're maſters all, as well as you. Off p 
But ſome muſt rule, while fome muſt ſerve: We 

And ſome maſt work, leſt all ſhould ſtar ve. Can 


27 — 
Fig k. flies your eyes, and your jetty bt ack hair 
Co beetles, as black as my hat, I compare ! 
Softer than moſs is your 21 what hel 
Can your teeth, that are II than 1v Ty, £xce] 
| My rattleſnake, my cockatrice, 

My little bird of Paradiſe, 

My fofſil of ten thouſand dyes, 

My pretty box of butterflies 1 


You are more precious than Opbir's gold duſt, 
Your features may vie with a medal's green ruſt ; 
Unique is your form, then an Otho more rare, 
And a true dilletante muſt make you his care. 
My rattiefaske, my cockatrice, 
My lietle bicd of Parudiſe, | May 
My foffid of den thuuland dyes, Wh 
My pretty box of butterflies! 


— 2—ͤ—ͤ— — 23 —— 

To a ſtage - coach we aptly may liken this nation 
Where paſſenge rs ſeluom are pleas d with their flatior 
But wrangling, & jingling, & joſtling, & jumbling 
The infide-folks grin & the outſides are grumbling 


The inns they are in, and the outs they arg out; 
To be in is the ridgle, which makes this tout. 


= 


. 


The cuts call the miaiſtr ry infamous elves ; 


And the inas, when they re out, ſay * thing On 
taemſelves. It | 


It is cunging credulity ever enſlayes ; 

The world ie a hot-bed, to raiſe fools and kae 
They pull this & that way, ſometimes pull together; 
Bu! common-ſenſe ſcorns to go partaers with either. 


My country, my freedom, and oh, my religion | 4 
Theſe tickle the ear, faith, like Mahomet's pigeon : 
"Tis the time's cant, the farce, the ſi neſſe ot all ages 


For what the beſt actors of, get the belt wages. 


0h my country F—but hold, Sir, on which fide the 
Wa worth tel your words, if yedinna tak heed. [ Tweed 
We give praiſe to one fide, the other abuſe, —- 
Can the unbern their place of nativity chuſe ? 


OF prejudice, off, to oblivion's cave; 

We boaſt we are Britons, as Britons behave: 

Can this, or that fide of a ſtream alter nature? 
No, waſh thoſe refleQions away in the water. 


Get, pet, is the cry now, and pet all ye can; 

If ye can get, get honeſtly ; get, though's tae plan. 
Get ore thing, and ev'ry thing elſe you'll obtain + 
For honeurs are now humble ſervants to gain, 

The African ſlave- dealers ſome may think baſe ; 

But what muſt they thirk—if at home tis the caſe? 


The Guinea trade here keeps a market 'tis certain; 
And yes & no' bought & ſold; more's the misfortune 


When a þeauty's enjoy'd by a man of the town, 


ny; 


The felf ſeJlers thus, become thoſe people's ſcoff, 
Who firſt turn them praſtituies, then turn them off. 
May all be turn'd off, who thoſe dealings befriended 
Where hogefter folks have been ſometimes ſuſpended 
May they die as they liv'd by all good men abhurr'd, 
We 3 _ thee to hear us gcod Lord, 


2 
Wir. love, and — walk'd 
One ev ning out of town, 


Till night came darkling on. 
Love wilſul geads wou'd be their guide, 


And ſmil'd at loſs of day, 
thing On her the kiodred pair relied, 
It And loſt with her their Waye 


. 1 MiscxTT AU $0863, 
Damp fell the dew, the wind blew cold, 


« No calling back, my triends, 


What he doted laſt week on, this week he'll diſown 


They ſung; they laugh'd, they toy'd, they talk | 


All bleak the barren moor, 


Acroſs they teil'd, when ve, grown bold, 
Knock'd leud at /abour's door. 


| Awhile within the reed-roof'd cot 00 


They ſtood, and ſtar' d at care, 


But long cou'd not endure the ſpot, 


For poverty was there. 


The twain propos d next morn to part, 
And travel different waysz 


Quoth love, I ſoon ſhall find a heart; e 


Wit went te look for praiſe; 


But reputatiap, fighing, ſpoke, 


„ Tis better we agree, 


„% Though love may laugh, and <vit may joke, 


Vet friends take care of me. 


„% Without me beauty wins no beart, 
« Without me wit is vain 3 

« If, head ſtrong, here with me you part, 
40 We nel er can meet again, 


% Of me you both ſhou'd take great care, 


&© And ſhun the rambling plan, 
len bear, 
© So keep me while you can.“ 
Love ſtopt among the village youth, 
ExpeCting to be crown'd, 
Enquiriag tor her brother crutb, 
But truth was never found. 
She ſought in vain, for love was blind, 
And hate her guidance croſt; 
'Tis ſaid, fince truth the cou'd not find, 
That /ove herſelf is loſt. 


Goop people all, both great and ſmall, 
And eke, and aye, and alſo; ; 


Pray lend an ear, and you ſhall hear, 


And then IT need not.bawl ſo. 
There was a time, when times were good, 
The antient bard in rhime fings ; 


So uſe time well, *rtis time we ſhould, N 


We Mould ſo, did we time things, | But 
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But out of time, and out of tune, | | On all exhiditions give ſentence by gueſs, 
We hehter ſkelter go forth | 
Sometimes too late, ſome:imes too ſoon, 
Good lack-a-day, and fo forth, 
We give gr at folks the greateſt crimes, 


| With ſErugs and ſtolen phraſes that ſentenee expr 
Sing tantararara taſte al 


The money you ſquander your judgment confirms 


They can afford to father 'em, 
But ſo impartial are the times, 
We're guilty, omnium gatberum. 
For fox-hunting boldly bucks embrace, 
But ſpoitſmen of diſcernment, 
Abroad will chu ſe a nabob's chace, 
Or hunt at home preferment. 
To bunt the Rateſmen who's in play, 
When patriots caſt about Sir, 
A penfion tops the hark. away, 
And ſo the fiele's flung out Sir. 
In ſuch place-tempting times as theſe, 
Upright be our intentions 3 
Ill fare the loon who firſt took fees, 
And him who firſt paid penſions, 
Yet fine-cures we'll not abuſe, 
Nor their illuſtrious givers, 
We quarrel now, *cauſe we can't chuſe 


You're the ſlave of conceit, and low forgery 's dup 


You need not know ſciente, repeat but the terms. 
The labour of learning belongs to the poor, 

Do but pay—;hat's enough for a true connifſeur, 
At to Shakeſpeare, or Pureell, why you may allow 
They were wel]-enough once but they will not do nc 
Admit Newton elever,-juſt clever, that's all; 
And formerly, faith, we-might fancy White ball, 


When lord of the feaſt, *midft your para ſite grouy 


All arfiſts (but Engliſb ones) praiſe and procure, 
By your band of bear-leaders you're dubb'd Connoiſſe 
For words when you're loſt, fill the blank with gri 
And pantomime ſcorn by your power af face. [mac 
If merit dares ſpeak, and he's known to the poor, 
Knock him down with a bet & your triumph's ſecur 


Your houſe, like a toy ſhop, is lumber d in taſte, 


With high- varniſh'd maſters, & brona d buſtos grace d 


| All, all are antiques, Ciceronio procures, To 
Wo ſhou d be the receivers. For who dares deceive ſuch compleat Connoiſſeur: ? 
Dear Engliſpmen and country-folks, | The worth of a maa, ſay the wiſe, is his pence: {Whi(a: 


Don't give yourſelves uneas'neſs, 
Nor mind the flouts, the ſhouts, the jokes, 
But only mind your bus'neſs. 
Wou'd one mind one, the kingdom thto', 
And work within his ſtation, 
At home hell find enough to do, 
And not undo the nation. 


So to conclude, and make an end, 


"Twas ſaid fo, and ſo it will centuries hence. [cure 
Then money's the thing; the grand pimp that pre 
Full work for the wits, when ſhe forms — 
8 Sing tantararara taſte all 

| 3 | 
THAT the world is a ſage, & the ſtage is aſchoo 


Was ſaid, and again ſo we ſay; [fac 


Where ſome ſtudy knave's parts, and ſome play the 


e For as the world's round, and rolls round about, wn. 
1 . : : 
Indeed 5s dn thr homes ork mend, Ola falhions come in, and new faſhions go out, Meu.) 
In country, court, and city, | 4 As vanity dreſſes the play. Cho 
For our good Queer cur ſong we'll fing,— Do not ſecioufly think of theſe whimſical times, 
May the ne er wake nor ſleep ill ; But fiag or ſay ſomething in whimfical rhimes,— Ne _ 
And next my lads, — God bleſs the King, g The world's but a whim, and all that; 3 
And all his faithful people. | | mean not the world which revolves on the pole | 
1 - 31 | But the animal world, made up of odd fouls, But 
O excel ia on ten both as genius and critic, | The foas and the daughters of chat. 


And be quite the thing, Sir, immenſe ſcientific ; 


for a new exhibition their portrai-s we'll lan, 

And pen and ink likeneſſes ſkatch if we can, 

Where all may their ſembliances fee ; 

Tho' folks of fine breeding, immenſe! y polite, . ; 

Their oon faces finiſh with rouge and flake white, 
And leave no employmeat for me. 


Let us tenderly take off thoſe moſks, and their cures 
Attempt. by expoſing ſuch caticatures 
In impartia/ity's hall; 
But if tte gall'd figner ſhou'd wince at a line, 
And cry,** curſe the fellow! the picture s nat mine. 
The prime- ſerjeant painter we'll call, 
Come, ſatyr, afifs me, 124 i NEW. 
be 707 A range of reeds blew, 
And this was his ſymphony's ſong:— 
Should I fing of theſe times, or in proſe or in verſe 
„ Weak things, but not wicked ones I ſboy'd reheat ſe 
« A medley betwixt right and wrong. 


This era is much too infipid for me, 
u Futility's only in practice I fee, 
« Unworthy one ſtroke of my laſh; 
The faſhion is folly, let folly go on, 
To ſhe. ſenſe ſubſrdes, and irue taſſe to bon ton, 
« And genius is baniſh'd for traſh.“ 
Diſdain from n'd his brow, redd'ning rage his eyes 
Contempt o'er his countenance ſpread as iz paſt, { cafi 
No more diſſipation he“ Sal, 
We'll be qui'e the thing then, as life's but a toy, 
bubble in which we can only enjoy 
The pleaſure of playing the fool. 


ay the 

33 
[fac Orp pon ut wi h tim whatheve weto do? 
ut, MW hat ate Grecians, or Trejans, to me or to you? 
ut, Such he at hen ſh heroes no more I II invok e, 


Choice ſpirits aſh& me, attend hearts of oak. 
nes, | Derry down, | 
_— Sweet pesce, beloy'd handmaid of ſcience and art, 
pole Unanimity take your petitioner's ns; 
Accept of my ſong, tis the beſt I can dawn 
Put frfl, may it pleaſe yemy lerxice to you, 


MiscrLLangevs Sound. 


| Recauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink; 


For life is not life out of Liberty-Hall. 


| trymany 
| God bleſy bim, and bleſs up, in Li 


4 


| 
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perbaps my addreſs your may premature think, ' 


* 


There are many fige toaſte, but the beſt of em all | 
Is the toaſt of the times; that is Liberty - Hall. 

That fine Britiſþ building by Alfred was fam d. 
Its grand corner-ſtune Magus Charta is nam dz { 
Independency came at integriiy's call, by 
And form'd 1. front pillars of Liberty Hall. 
This manor our forefathers bought wich theis hlaad 


And their ſons & their ſons ſons haveprov'd the deeds 


By that title we live, with that title we'll fall, [yoad 
In mantle of honour, each ftar-ſpangled fold, 
Playing bright in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold 
Truth beams on her breaft : ſee, at Toyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty Hall. 

Ye ſweet ſmelling conrtiings of ribband and lace, 
| The ſpaniels ef power, and bounty's diſgrace, 

Is ſupple, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall, 
"Twas peffive-obedience loſt Liberty- Hall. 
"But when revolution had ſettl'd the crown, 
| Acd natural reaſon knock'd tyranny down, 
No frowns cloath'd with terror appear'd to appall, 
The doors were thrown open of Liberty Hall. 


See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her Randard isjuffice, her watch-word be free; 
Our king is our coun Ernpirhmen all, 


ty Hal. 


Ox were is des all- monſieur wants to know, 

"Tis neither at Mari, hex grows Fontaindieau ;- 
"Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, | 
For Liberty Hall is an Englihman's heart, 


| * — 34 | 

A Wender! a wonder! a wonder [I'll ſhow, 
You'll wonder indeed when this wonder you know 
We are wonderful high, and as wonderful low. ' 

| ; HW, lia ao can deuy. 
We always are wand ring at ev ry thing new, 
The good things we wonder at rich people do, 
Co * 
tome 


— 
. 


| 
| 


—— 


9 


- 


Tis a wander indeed if ſuch wonders are tru 
* ITE ; „ 6:4 99 


To be ſure we muſt own it is curſed provoking, 


While virtue- but neighbours don't think Iam joking 


Tos in vain ſhe obſerv'd to oppoſe ſuch connexions | 


370 
Some wonderful folks male a wonderful rout, y 
While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder out, 
We wonder what blunderers can be about, 


One fide ſays the times are ſo gocd they are glad; 
The times, ſays the other fide, nę'er were fo bad: 
Na wonder if this fide or that fide is mad. 

For the time I ſome patriot changes propoſe, 
That our taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloaths 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes. 

Imprimĩs reflect on the taxes on wheels, 

On ca de, and the claret we waſteat our meals; 
Theſe grievances both parties equally feels. 


To ſee how ſame people their vices are cloaking, 


For my grandfather ſaid, and his name is rever d, 
That his father's father had oftentimes heard, 
How virtue, when he was a ſchool-boy, appear'd. 


She fled without leaving behind her directions, 


As turtle- feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections. 
You may think me ſevere, but indeed you think 
I promis d à wonder at firſt in my ſong, wrong, 
And the wonder is—How cou'd you liften fo long? 


Which nobody can deny. 


Now, now, is the ſeaſon for pleaſure and love; 
Yet let no delights on our moments intrude, 
But ſuch as are fimple, and ſuch as are good. 


Far bence be the love that's by wantonneſs bred 
Far hence be the pleaſures by vanity led! 
But joys, which both reaſon and virtue approve, 
Such, ſuch are the glory and pride of the grove, 
| 6 2 
Tnouon from place — place I'm ranging, 
No relief my breaſt can find, Fog 
Though esch enn the ſcene Fm changing, 
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23S = | 
| Sort breathing, the zephyrs awaken the grove, 


How can I be peace enjoying, 

Or in valley or on hill ? . 
Love his power is yet employing, 
Paſſion is my maſter till. 


7 
BREbeid on the brow che leaves play in the 
While cattle calm feed in the vale; 
The church · ſpire tapering, points thro? the tree 
As lord of the hill and the dale. DE 
The playful colts ſkip after lambs to the brook, 
The brook flow and filently glides ; ; 
The ſurface ſo ſmooth, and ſo clear, if you loo 
It reflects the gay green on its fides. 


By his feather'd ſeraglio in farm-yard careſs'd, 

The King of the Walk dares to crow, 

No Nabob, nor Nimrod enſlaving the eaft, 
Such proweſs with beauty can ſhew. 


Beneath the ſtill cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, 
Her face like the raddy fac'd morn; 

Loud ftrokes in the barn the ftrong threſhers 
Or winnow for market the corn. | 


Induſtrious, their wives, at the doors of their cc 
Sit ſpinning, dreſs'd neatly, though. coarſe, 
To their babes, while unheeding the traveller 
They ſhew the fine man and his horſe, 


At the heelzof the ſteed bark the baſe village whe 
Each puppy rude echo beſtirs ; [4 
Eut the horſe too high bred, bounds away frum 
Diſregarding the clamour of curs, | 
Illiberal railers thus envy betray, 
When merit above them they view ; 
But Genius diſdains to turn out of his way, 
Or afford a reply to the crew. 


To contempt and deſpair ſach inſanes we comm 
But to generous rivals, a toaſt 
May rich men reward boneſt fellows of wit, 
Here's a health to thoſe dnnces hate moſt, 

33 - 

| Hirnza turn thy wand' ring eyes, 


Reſtleſs thovghts diſturb my minded. 


| Here the vale of pleaſure lies; 
1 


The trilling flute, and warbling grove, 
Wake the melting ſoul to love. 

Come and tafte the golden hours, 
Cooling fountains, moſſy bow'rs, 
Meagre looks, nor raking noiſe, 

Shall difturd thy peaceful joys, 
Care, nor thought, nor fear you'll ſee, 
But young-eyed hope and'liberty ; 
More than wiſdom, more than 

| give, for pleaſure is my name. 


Hair jotnencts, yow'r divine, 
Pleas'd we bend beneath thy ſhrine, 
Studious of the true bon, 

Lovers of the Cotillon. 

Hail politeneſs, &c BY 
Flaunting belles, and powder'd beaux, 
Houſe-wives dreſt in Sundays cloaths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 
Leara to dance the cotillon, 
Lawyers, doQors, leave your fees, 
Careful but to dance with eaſe, 
Nimbly how they trip along, 

Ia the charming cotillon, 

High and low, and rich and poor, 

Think on humble joys no more; 

All with dancing magneſs ſtun, 
"Vath and Tunbridge Welk, adieu! 

Now no more we think on you ; 

True politeneſs is our own, | 

Since we've learh'd the cotillon. 

EE yon fair proſpe&, how lovely it ſeems, 

ow bright on the river ſhines So/'s filvzr beams, 

hat a concert is here with the larle and the thruſh 

ith linnets that warble and ſing from each buſh ? 


ut well may they warble, and nature look gay, 
nce Damon was wedded to Pbillu to day. 


is now juſt a month, that 88 croffing the plain, 
tat Phi firſt ſaw, and was ſeen by the ſwain 


- 


— 


"Up 


2 
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Some glance: 


Not like a coquet, voĩd of feeling and ſenſe, . N 


War are outward forms and ſhows, 
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they ehang d, the youth ſaw her home, 
And ſoon, very ſoon, did they lovers become; 
He preſs'd her to marry, ſhe bid him to ſtay, 
If ſhe found him in earneſt, ſhe'd fix on a day. 


She prov'd he was faithful, both tender and kind, / 
For ſhepherds are not like the great, falſe inclin'd 3 


The nymph. ſcorn'd to keep him too long in f 
The next time he aſk'd her, ſhe did not ſay nay, 
So Damon and Phillis were wedded to-day. _ 


*Tis here in the village true peace reigns dose, - 


Here only the ſweets of contentment are known 5 
The ſwains are fincere, the nymphs all are kind, 
True love only wins them, to int'reſt they're bliad 3 
Whene'er that iavites them, its call they obey, 


| Uniting like Damon and Phillis to-day. 


Warn 


1— — . 

once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 

A paſſage to the female breaſt, 

Ruſhing, like lightning, thro the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thoughts poſſeſs d. 


| | | To heal the pangs our minds endure, | 5 


Reaſon in vain its ſkill applies; 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


42 


To an honeft heart compar'd; 4 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 


| Has the nobler portion ſhar'd, 


Oft we ſee the homely flow'r, 
Bearing, at the hedge's ſide, 


| Virtues of more for'reign pow'r, 


Than the garden's gayef pride. 


* 6 $3 — 
' I OUNG Lubin was e ſhepherd boy, 
Fair Roſalie a ruftic maid ; 


| They met, they lov'd ; each other's joy, 


Together o'er the hills they ſtray . 


* 
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Their parents ſaw, and bleſs's their love, 

Nor wovid their happineſs delay; 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prove, 

To-morraw be their wedding · day. 
When as at eve, beſide the brook, | 

Where ſtray d theis flocks, they ſat and ſmi! d, 

One luckleſs lamb the current took, 

Tas Roſalic's—{he fiarted wild. 
Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave ; 

Too fatally the youth obey'd : 
He ras, he plung'd into the wave, 

To give the little wanderer aid. 
But ſearce he guides him to the ſhore, 

When faint and ſurk, poor Lubin dies: 
Ah Roſalie! for ever more, 5 > 

In his cold grave thy lever lies. 
On that lone bank - Oh ! fitt be ſeen, 
Faithful to grief, theu hapleſs maid ; 
And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, 
For ever ſcoth thy Lubin's ſhade, 


Ou 1 never be one of thoſe {ad filly fellows, 
Who always ate ſaappiſh, ſuſpicious, and jealous, 
a Who live but do doubt, 
To pine and 10 pout, 
To take oneto taſk, 
Examine, and aſkr 
A hundred trols queſtions, 
Oh! never, Se. 


If by chance he ſhou'd come, 
And not find her at home, 
Tis, “ Madam, why fo late, 
« Where the devil could you wait ? | 
« What's been done? what's been faid ? 
„ Zyurds Þ I fee) it on my head,” 
Ob! ncver, Sc. 5 


* 


— 
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Ar the cloſe of the day, when the bamlet 
And mortals the fweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 
When novght tut che torrent is hemd on the hal 
Ans £04: ht builke r ithtirgale's ſorg in thegro 


to pick ſomething out. 


_ 


ly 


is fall, 
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| 


= In beauty's manly mould, 


Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 

While his harp rung ſymphonious a Hermit begin 
o more with hingfe}f or with nature at war, 

Hie thought as a ſage, though he feit as a man, 


Ah why! all abandon'd to-Earkneſs and woe, 
Why, alone Philimela, that langniſhing fall? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 
And ſorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. 
Bur if pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, [mourn; 
Mourn, ſweeteſt comrlainer, man calls thee to 
O ſocthe him, whoſe pleaſutes like thine paſraway, 
Full quickly they paſs—but they never return, 


{ Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, 


The moon half extinguiſh'd hor creſcent diſplaze, 
But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high, 

She ſtone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze, 
Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſus 

The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again, 
But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew? 

Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain! 


*Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more, 


I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for you 


For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore; 


Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and glitt'ring with 
Nor yet for the zavage of winter | mourng {dew. 

Kind nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave ; 
But when ſhall ſpring vifit the mouldering urn ! 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave! 


— — — 


——— | 
His form by nature's hand was cat, 


His heart a coſtly jewel was, 


I Cas'd in a fhrine of gold, 


The gods in heav'niy ſynod met, 
4 each a blefling gave, 5 
ale, valiant, virtuous, be became, 
| Bur ob! hows flare, 925 
He ſerv'd as flave yet never ſerv'd, 1 

A proud unwerihy dame; 


7 


He lov'd as youth ne'er bow d deſore, 
But fed a bope le flame 1 


For * 


gin 


Fer hard the heart of her be tov'd, 5 
One ay ſhe drove him from her ſight, 
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And ſtübborn was ber pride, 


He bow'd, obey'd, and aied. 
And never ſhall his mournful tale, 
Soft pity fail to move; | 
Nor was there one who ſaw the youth, 
That ever fail'd to love. | 
And was it then that fortune”s blind, 
Or was iz ſortune's. ſpite, 
Oh! take away her pow'r, ye gods! 
Or give her back her fight. 


Waar a lover is he that has nothing to give, 
Rut a look, and a vow, and. a figh ! [live, 


filly maid, take my word, you ſhould know how to | 


Before you're ſo ready to die. | 
How ſtupid a pair are the bridegroom and bride, 
Who wed but for cooing and billing; | 
Oh! how dull will they be, as they fit fide by fide, 
If it happens they're not worth a ſhilling. 
At firſt, by good luck, every hour of the day, 
'Tis my darling, my ſoul's deareſt pleaſure; 
But at laft, ſays the wife, I want money to pay, 
Come, give itz my heart's richeft treaſure | | 
u But I have it not, ſweating !'-— This theme may 
Come let us be cooing and billing” | breed ſtrife 
Go, barbarous huſband—zo, termagant wife— 
So it happens when not worth a ſhilling, 
Ve fair, ye lovers, at my _ 
Young, grave, and gay, come hither, 
All take me, take me while ye may, 
Fortune comes not ev'ry day. 
Ye fair, &c. | : 
I know you a child purſue, 
Who from her tyrant father flew, 
. Go on to find her rack your brains, 


2 
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Yau to his ſchemes aſſiſtance lend, | 
Bet little think how things may end; 
Regard bur in this magic glaſs, 
You fee a goole, and you an aſs, 
An aſs, & Os 


{ 49 
Nicnr and day the anxious lover, 
Is attentive to the fair, 
Till the doubtful courtſhip's over, 8 
Is ſne then ſo much his care? 


Warm as ſummer; his addreſſes, 
Hope and ardour's in his eyes; 
Cool as winter, his careſſes, \ 
When the yields his captive prize. 

Now the owner of her beauty,* 
Sees no more an angel's face; 
Half is love, the reſt is duty: 
. - Pleaſure ſure is in the chace, 


30 | 
Lr court lovers pay adoration to erowns, 
That man is a monarch for me, | 
Who cheerful improves the few acres he owns, 
Unenvving,. induftrious, and free, | 
At night, in high health, from his labour he refts, 
His bouſhold fit round in a row, | 

Wife, children, and ſervants, domeAical gueſts, 
Such circles in town can ye ſhew, 


| He ſmiles on his babes, as ſome ſtrive for his knee, 


And ſome to their mother's neck cling, 

While playful the pratrlers for place diſagree, 

The roof with their ſhrill trebles ring. 

Thoſe cynics who brood o'er a fingle life's ſpleen, 
T he offspring they have dare not own, 

But happy-wed pairs can enjoy the fond ſcene 

To you wretched mortals unknown. 


His dame the good man of the houſe thus addreſt d, 
« Twas ſo with us when we were young.“ 


[Her hand within bis he with gent leneſs preſi d, 


And wear the fools-cap for your paints 
4 know, Sc. 


While ſentiment prompted his tongue. 


KA 1 re- 
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10 1 remember the day of my falling is love, 
„ How fearſul 1 firſt came to woo ; 

«© J hope that theſe boys will as true- hearted pro 
« And our laſſes, my dear, look like you.” 


A tear of joy ſtarting, he kiſs d from her check, 
Love gratefully glowing her face, 

Too full ber fond cart, not a word cou'd he ſpeak 
But, fighing, return 4 his embrace. 


'Tis by ſuch endearments affeftion is ſhewn, 
In flence more gobly expreſs'd, 

Than all the cant phraſe, the Bon Ton of the town, 
Where Love is a Monmouth ſtreet gueſt, 


Go on, ye high births, and pretend to geſpiſy, 
Thoſe ſcenes which to you are unkopwn ; 
But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wiſe, 


And compare ſuch a life with your own, 
Vain jeſters be mute, I'll a ſentiment give, 
A — which eſleem will not ſcorn; 
May they who can taſte them, Love's kiſſes receive, 
And tenderneſs meet a return. 


1—ů—ů— — 
Fam Sally tov 


2 ſeamaa, 
. With tears ſhe ſcat him ent to roam; 
Young Thema: lov'd no other woman, 

Bug left his heart wich ber at home. 
She view d the ſea from uff the hill, 
And as ſhe turn d ber ſpinning wheel, 

| She ſung of her bona) ſeaman. 


The wind blew loud, and the grew paler 
To ſge the weather: cock turn round, 
When lo! the ſpy'd her bonny failor 
Come vip a o'er the fallow 
With nimble hafte be leapt the flile, 
And Sally met him with a (mile, 
And hugg'd her bonny failor. 


This kniſe the gift of lovely Jahn. 
I fill have kept 3 it for her ſake; 
A thouſand times in am'rous folly, 
Thy name Þ'ye carv'd upon the deck 1 
Again this happy pledge returns 2 
To ſhew how truly Thomas burns, 
6 New my bums for — 
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. } To beat quiek at the fight of a man; 


- 1] | 


| 


h | And get married as faſt as you can. 


4 


The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; ; 


This thimble 4id'ſt thon inet hag 
While this I ſee I th 
Then why does Tom ſtand 4010 7 
White yonger ſteeple is in view 
Tom, never to occaſion — = 
Now took her in the willing 3 
And went ts church with Sally, 

Ye vugi 


— 32 —— 
ns attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, * 
There goes an old maid, 
But get married as faſt as you enn. 


As ſeon as you find 
Your hearts are inelin'd 


1 


] 


Then chooſe ont a youth 
Wich honour end truth, 
| And get married as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, | 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 

And this whimſical life's but « ſpanz 
Then, maids, make your hay, - 

While Ss darts bis ray, 

And get married as faſt as you can. 
The treacherous take 
__ tfully * . 

Ev" od poor girls — 

| "But befle their ſnare, p 

Make virtue your care, 


| 


And when Hymen's bands 
Hare join'd both your hands, 


Ne et harbour the fiings 
That jealouſy brings, 
But be conſtant, and bleft while you can. 


53 
Tae mind of a woman can never be known, 
You never can * N 


2 


rn tell you the reaſon—the knows hot her o 
It changes ſo often ere night. 
'Twoulsd puzzle Apollo, 
Her wh'imſies to _ $ 
His oracle wou'd be 4 | 
She Nl frown whew A bins, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She''l change «ith the wind, 
And often abuſes 
The man that ſhe- 
And what ſhe refuſes 
Likes beſt, 


—ͤ —u— 54 — — 
NarugE gave all creatures arms, 

ai hful guards from hoftile harms 3 
aws the lion brood defend, 

Horrid jaws that wide diſtend 3 

jorns the bull, refiftleſs force ; 

zolid hoofs the vig'rous horſe ; 

Nimble feet the fearfa} bare; 

Fings to fly the bieds of ir. 


To the for did wiles ordain, 

The craftieft of the fylvaa train 
ſuiky the gave the grenting { 
wills the freefal poceupine; 

ins to ſwim, the wat ry kind; 
lan the virtues of the mind; 
ature, leviſhing her ſtore, 

nat for woman had ſhe more? 


ſelpleſs woman f to be fair 

auty feff ro woman's ſhare ; 

etuty, that nor wants or fears 

vorde, or fl mes, or ſhields, or fpears; 
leauty — aid affords, 

'ronget for than ſhields er — 
tronger far than fwords or ſhields z 


lam himſelf tw beauty yields, + 


5g —— 
Wurt the maid whom —— no entrea 
Who'd lead a wad wo, 


[ries xa move, 
ber chernts wiff encu the nd A you uſe, 


Away with * 
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Nu: of dullneſt, rais'd by pride i 


373 
| Never ſtand like 2 fool with looks theepith 2nd 


Such baſhful love is teazing ; 


cool, 
But with ſpirit addreſs, and you're ſure of cel 
For honeſt war meh is pleaſing, Fe. | 


And tho wedlock's your view, 
Like a rake if 0% woo 
Girls ſooner quit their coynefs, 
They know beauty inſpires, 
Leſs reſpe@ than defires FA 
Hence love is prov'd by boldneſs, 
| So ne'er ſtand like a fool, Se. 
65— 
Cour come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here | 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Buzzing flanders, words and Ks 


; 
; 
a 


Ila my preſenee witt 


Love ad harmony & opt here; 
Sighs to a tous fighe returniag, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning: 
Boſoms with warm wiſhes panfings 
| Words to ſpeate thoſe withes wanting 
Are the only tumults here, | 
All the woes you need to fear 3 
= and harmony reign here. 
; — — 7 cow 
Tas i: # pevit thditre's dey 
Awake at noon, 
| Or ſcarce ſo ſcon, 
See him to his ſofa creep, 
Sipping his tea—half aſlgepan 
Cur'e the vapour: ! 
Reach the papers 
What's the opera? - dema the 1 


Air my boots, I think Il nde 
Tho rot it, no! 


1 le figkevone ſou 


Let them bring the vis a vis: 

Lounging therey his lordihiy ſoc, e 
| ; With Vacant air, ; . 
And ſullen ftare, 
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Stop at Betty's !—whats the news ?— 
A battle they fay— | 
Have you pines to day? 
Yes, my lord —we ve beat the Dutch, 
Ha-jome ice—T thought as much: 
What, and nothing more ? 
| That's a monſtrous bore | 
Well, drive to IJſachar the Few's, 
Laſt at Brookes*'s—deep at play; 
Iſachar's debt, 
At Faro ſet, 
Win or loſe, ſererely ſad, 
Calm he fits, nor vex'd, nor glad 5 
| "Tis balf alive, 
He cuts at five— 
This is a petit-maitre's day. 

8 
| Zounps Sir! then Pi; tell you without any jeſt, 
The thing of all things, which I hate and deteſt; 

A coxcomb, a fop, 
A dainty milk ſop; 
Who, eſſenc'd and dizen'd from bottom to top, 
Looks juſt like a doll for a IE: s thop, 
A thing full of prate, 
And pride and conceit ; 
All faſhion, no weight; 
Who ſhruge and takes ſnuff, 
And carries a muff; 
A minikin, 
Finiking, 
French powder puff; 
And now, Sig, I fancy, I've told you mn 


VE mortals who ſearch tur content, 

Aud yet the ſweet path never find, 

Come learn how your cares to prevent 

And give trouble and care to the wind, 
Give, Sc. 


They tell me no man e'er was bieſt 
With ſpirits ſo even before; 

That grief has no place in the breaſt, 
Tam happy and can be no more, 
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Why tis true, and I tell you the cauſe 


That makes me thus j vous appear; 
ſho? my plan ma not meet with ** 


| Tis uſeful and 1 am fincere. 


My bliſs is not founded on wealth, , 
For that would my pleaſure d-ftroy 3 . 


The great re but happy by ſtealth, 


And few are the ſweets they enjoy. 
It is not from love that I boaſt, 


A life that's unclouled with woe; 
Ah! that is a dangerous coaſt, 


And love is felicity's foe. 


Hygeia, ſweet goddeſs ! from thee - 
Our delights are made firm and ſecure; 
Yet thouſands are healthy as me, 


Who lament what they all might endure, 


E mployment's the charm that will * 
Embrace it and ever be glad; 

For ſurely that mind is at eaſe, 

Which never has time to be ſad, 
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ir a daughter you have, ſhe's the plagve of you 

No peace ſhall you know tho' you've bi ri ed your wife 

At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught her, 

O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter, 
Sighing and whining, dying and pining, 

()! what a plague is an obitinate daughter. 


When ſcarce in her teens, they have wit to perplex 
With letters and lovers, for ever they vex us, [us 
While each till rejects the fair ſuitor you ve brought 
O! what a plague is an o bſtinate Eaugbier, her 
62 and wrangling, flouting and poutings 
what a plague, &c. | 


Gl — 
Ward a tender maid is firſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring ſwainz | 
How her bluthes riſe if ſhe meets his eyes, 
While he unfol des his pain! | 
If he takes her hand the tremdles quite! 
Touch her iips and ſhe ſwoon- - outright . 


While a pita pit a pit a pat a pit a pit a pat 
Her heart avows her fright, But 


tly tl 
"The 


But in time appear fewer figns of fear; 
The youth ſhe boldly views : ; 

If her hand he graſp, or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues! 

hen to church well pleas'd the lovers move, 

While her ſmiles her contentment prove, 

And a pit a pat, Cc. : 

Her heart avows her love ! 
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HE wand' ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
competence in life to gain; 

Indaunted braves the Rormy ſeas, 

[o find at laſt content and eaſe; 
la hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


ſhen winds blow hard, and monntains roll, 
dthunders ſhake from pole to pole; 

ho? deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 

ill flatt' ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes, when foil and danger's o'er, 

To anchor on his native ſhore. 


ſhen round the bowl the jovial crew 
te early ſcenes of youth renew; 
ho* each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
his is the univerſal toaſt ! 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt * on our native ſhore 


life; 
your 
wife 
I, 


rplex 

[ us 63 ; 
vgitOON as the buſy day is o'er, 
(ner And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 


e gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 
Merrily ply our jovial trade. 


nd while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 
And as ſoft muſic breathes around; 

he featheriog oar returns the gleam, 

And dips in concert to the ſound. 


wn by ſome convent's mould'ring walls 

Oft we hear the enamour'd youth; 

tly the watchful fair he calls, 

a pati Who whiſpers vows of love and _ 
Bull - 4 And while che moon, Cc. 
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1 And oft where the rialto ſwells, 


# 


| Y omne Colin having 
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With happier pairs we circle round; 
Whoſe ſecret fighs fond echo tells, 
Whoſe murmur'd vows ſhe bids reſound. | 
And while the moon, Sc. 
{ Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
| That fearful love muſt own its ſighs ; 
{Then ſmiles the maid, to hear reveal'd 
How more than ever ſhe complies. 
| | _ while the moon, Vc. 
muck to ſay, 


In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th* embow'riag ſhade 
And after roving with his mate 
Where none could hear or ſee, 
Upon the velvet ground they ſat 
Under the greenwood tree. 
Your charms, ſays Colin, warm my breaſt, 
What muſt I for them give? 


| Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 


I can't without you live. 
My flocks, my herds, my all i is thine, 
Could you and I agree, | 


O ſay, you to my wiſh incline 


Under the greenwood tree. 


Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwaing. 
The wary laſs replies, 


| A lad who muſt not ſue in vain,. 


Now for my favour tries; 
He bids me name the ſacred day, 
In all things we agree; | 
Then why ſhould you and I now ſtay 
Under the greenwood tree. 


All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
He knew not what to do; 


„Till to bis ſuit ſhe would be kind. þ 
He would not let her go; Eos 


His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay'd, 


No longer coy was ſhe; 
K K 3 


At 


378 
At church the ſeal'd the vow ſhe made 
Under the green wood tree. . 


0 — 
—— 
Do da in the town, 

Of their freaks and. vagaries 11 — 

| The folks I iam there 

| Two faces did. wear, 

An boneft man ne er has hut ane. 


Let others to London go roam, 
I love my naghbour 
To fing and to labour, 
To me there's nothing like.country and home. 


Nay the ladies, I vow, 

I cannot tell how; 
Were now white ava: curd; and now red; 
Lal how would you ftarey 

At their huge crop” of hair, 
*Tis a hay-aacls. o'tap af their head. 


Let others, Sr. 
Then tis ſo dizer's-out, | 
And with trinkets about, a 
Wich rib bande and-Mippets between 
They ſo noddle and tofs, 
__ _ Juſt like a fore borſe, 
With taſſels, ac.d bells * 


Then the fops are ſo fine, | 
With lank waifted chine, 
And x little ſkimp bit of a hat; 
Which from ſan, wind ant rain, 
Will not ſhelter their brain, ons 
The there's no need to take care of that 
TN; Let aifers, Ic; 
Would you the creatures 
In looks and their _—_— 
Teach a calf on bid hiad legs to 30; 
Let him waddle in gait, 
A ſkim diſk on his pate, 
And hel} look all 9-4... OVERS 
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| Is the city of Phadus = widow there #welt, 
Of her honour (6 nice and & jealbus,, | 
1 war cdear as the ſur that whatever the felt, 
She'd no feeling for un honeff fellows, 
p It war, Cc. 


For ſhe flouted and TY and. lool d ſa demure, 
On her knees the was ever wag ng 

Her blood was as cold as December I'm ure, 
When other young bloads were a maying, 


This widow a challenge. to. Yenus would ſend, 
. . 

| 1 nile penn d, 
* ſmil*d. at has ſaucy defian 


n — anli_ti tes dope, 
Then, aimid at. har heart and let ſty; 


no widow he cried foeſwear marriage again, 
One and all fram this hou: ſhall comply. 


| 67 
IMy name's Tal Blarney Ell be bound, 
— man and boy upen this ground, 

ull twenty years Le beat my round, 
Crying, Vauxhall w_ 
And as that time's. a little ſhart 
With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort; 


To be ſure L hene not ha noms ſpertz 


| Crying, Vauxhall watch, 

Oh | of pretty wenches dreſi d ſo tight 

And eee what a ſight "onde, 

Of a moon-light morn I've bid t 
Crying, Yauxball watch. * s 


With his precious prey, 


No padbon his prudecice ours,” — 


Wild W paſſion and trun 

So oppolite' never agrees | 
Be p 
Drew wit from old 

Be wiſe as the humble 


— SY 
Great * — — 

For a mighty arm and. a laurel'd brows 
With his veni, vidi, vici, came, 


5 And can de worm with bis row dow: dow. 


And conquer d, &c, 


Thus ſhould our vaunting enemies come, 
And winds and waves their courſe allow, 
In freedoms cauſe we'll beat our drum, 


ry, ſhare, 
valour avon, 


Then came my lids our 
hens per apa gt 
At honor's calf to camp repair, 
And follow the beat of my row, dow, dow. 
Row, dow, dow, Cc. 
— 70 
—— cho the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 


Johnny liking, tun d bis reed, 
And . wiy'd her bonny mou, 
Dear ſhe loo'd. the. well: known. ſong, - 
While her 11 * bonny, | 
| Sui praiſe the whole day long,. 
IN Don the bourne, c. 
Colly cliths ſhe had but few, 


riggs.and jewels. nac great ftore, - 
He —— fair, her love. was true, 
And wiſely wiſh' d no more; 
Love's the the ſhepherd's prize, 
Oer the mountain; near the fountaia,, 
* Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 
Don the bourne, Ce. 
Gold and titles tire not health, 
And Jabnay cov'd nas theſe impart z 


Ye. 


And they'll fly at the ſound of our row, dow, dow. 
Row, dow, Sc, . 
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Youthful Mary Mary's greateſt wealth | 0 
Was ftill her faithful. * heart 5 
Sweet the joys the lovers find! 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure. 
Where the heart ie always kind. 
Down tlie bourne, . 


— mn renee ne. 


Tar miſer thus a ſhilling ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd. to pay; 
With ſighs reſigns it by degrees, 


And fears 'tis gone For aße. 4 


te boy thue, when his ſparrom a h, 
The bird in. filence eyes ; 
But ſoon a out of fight tis gone, | 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and cries. 
72 
HERE: was a maid, and ſue went to the mill, 
Sing troll, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo. 
ne mill. tara'd round, but the maid ood ſti li 
Oh oh !. did the ſo? did ſhe ſo? did the ſo ? 


| 
| 
| he mllawhe: Hil's her, away the: wens 5 
Sing: trolly,, &c.. | 
| aid was well plens'd, nd the inller contents. 
Oh ho! was he: ſo? Se. 


e dane and he ſung, while the mill went clacktz 
Sing, trolly, Cc. | 
nd ke cheriſfi d his Heart with a TO 
Oh ho.! did he ſo ? Cc. 


— — —— — 


HE ſweets of peace Halt bir our own, 

And ſmiling plenty crown the plains; 
Tis peace adoras the monarch's-throng, 

2 chears the cottage of the ſwains, 


Itrne rifog fun mall bleſs the mead, 


— the mountain olive ſpriag; 

be vine its richeft clufters ſpread, 

| When glory crowns 2 patriot king. 
74 4 — 

Weary the head. of poor Tumnmas-was broke 


By Roger, who play d at the 
fs {> ickons. or hrgag eg 


g a ro T , When 
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When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout 3 
O theſe were the times to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about. 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 
And we all were as happy as kings; 
Each lad in his holiday clothes, 
And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
What merriment all the day long ! 
May the feaſt of ove Colin prove ſuch 
 Odzooks ! but I'll join in the ſong, 
And I'll hobble about with my crutch, 


7 | 
A Fond father's bliſs is Le Rane his race, 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their face; 
With their prattle he'II daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſure be mute, this is life's lovely view; 
When we look on our young ones our youth we rentw 


Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy; 

No deceit here diſtract e, no debauches deſtroy; 

From the may-morn of youth unto winter's white age 

Hand in hand, witk contentment, we ſing hro' life's 

When desth bids up ſtop we end our eaſy ſong, { Rage; 

And give the Gods thanks that we liv'd well ſo long. 

| 76 | 

Tux poachers fer fortune who damſels enſnare, 
With dreſs and addreſſes deceive 

To laſſes of wealth how thoſe miſcreants ſwear, 
And, alas! how the laſſes be ie ve. 


Nay, ſome ladies ſeem to expect being loft, 
They truſt hom they know are for ſworn; 

They liſten to him who has ruin'd the moſt, 
And hope to be ruin'd in turn. 


Can this be believ'd ?—no !—the ſong- maker * 
*Tis the tale of a flanderous crew 3 

A figh !—tben I fear that there may be ſome folks 
Who-are ſorry to ſay it is true. 


But when love for love is rereiv'd on each ſide, 
How tendexneſs imi les on the pair; | 
This, this is a triumph; and this is my pride, 

1 enjoy ſueh a favourite faire 


| 
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From principle faithful. from 


N 


No paint on her face, — no art in ds mind, 
Her thoughts are erxplain'd by her eyes; 
atitude kind, | 

And ſcorns the deceit of diſguiſe. 


All along on the ſlope, by the ſide of a ſtream, 


Our hours we happily paſs; 
My head on her lap, while my love is her theme, 
And my leoks I lift up to my laſs. 


Enjoying the breeze from the fields of new hay, 
We gather the ſummer's ſweet pride ;- 

Or point to the brook where the ſmall] fiſhes play, 
And count them beneath the clear tide. 


In rooms rich embelliſh'd with luzury's ftore, 
Let wealth-pamper'd indolence yawn 


| Let wantonneſs act her deliriums o'er, 


Till dupes to her dungeon are drawn. 


Let common - place fondneſs her blandiſhments 
And tempt by the toilet's parade; [ſprea1, 

The ſqueeze, the ſoft ſigh, wanton glance, and fly 
Are pantomime tricks of her trade, [tread, 

I have try'd, and can tell, I have frolick'd away, 
And follow'd the faſhion of fun; 


The ſame farce have acted that's play'd at this day, 
And while the world wheels will be done. 


77 
How brim full of nothing's the life of a beau! 
They ve nothing to think of, they've nothing to do; 
And nothing to talk of, for "nothing they know: 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a * 
Such, Se. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their hair 
And do nothing all day, but fing, ſaunter and ftare ; 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 

Such, &c. 


For nothing, at night, to the playhouſe they croud; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 


| But to bow, and to grin, and talk _— aloud ; 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, Se. 


For 


For nol 
And fo 
For th. 
duch, 
Such, 


ſy 
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for nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 

And for nothing, at cards; à fair partner they call; 
for they ſtill muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all 
Such, ſach, is the life of a beau, | 

Such, Se. 


For nothing, on ſundays, at church they appear; 
They have nothing to hope for, and nothing tv fear ; 
They can be noching no where, who nothing are 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, [here : 
Such, Se. 


— 


3 — 
Wurd daifies py d. ee blue, 
And cuckow- buds ot yellow hue, 

And lady. ſmocks all filver white, 

Do haint rhe meadows with delight; 

The cuckow then, on ev'ty tree, 

Mocks marry'd men; for thus fings het 
Cuckoo! cuckow! oh ! word of fear, 
Unpieafing to a marry d ear, 

Unpleafiny, @c, 


When ſhepherds pipe on oaten ſtraws, 

And merry lars are ploughmens clocks; 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws, 
And maidens bleach their ſummer ſmocks ; 
The cuckow then, on ev'ry tree, 

Mocks marry'd men; for thus fings he: 
Cuckow ! cuckow | oh ! word of fear, 
Unpleaſing, Cc. 


Hove, thou ſource of every bleſſing, 
Parent of each joy divine, 

Every balmy ſwe:: poſſeſſing. 
Every promi d bliſs be thine, 


Softeft friend to hear! - felt anguiſh, 
Lend, O! lend chy powerful aid; 
Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 
Cheer the fond deipaiting ma d. 
© — — 
JME live with me, and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hill, or field, 
Or wood, or ſteepy mountain yield. 


There will we fit upon the rocks, 

And ſee-the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds fing madrigals. 


| There will I make thee beds of roſes, 


With a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle _ 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle, 


A gown, made of the fineſt wool, | 
Waich from our pretty lambs we pull z 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold; 
With buckles of the pureſt gold. 


A belt of ftraw, and ivy bud3, 

With coral claſps, and amber ftuds ; 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 

Come live with me, and be my love. 


Thy filver diſhes for thy meat, 
As precious as the gods do eat, 
Shall, on an ivory table, be | 
Prepar'd each day for thee and me, 


The ſhepherd-ſwatns (hall dance and fing 
For thy delight each May morning: 

If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

| 81 
| Ir all the world and love were young, 
And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty pleaſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


But time drives flocks from field to fold z 


And Philomel beeometh dumb, 


| The reſt complain of ca1es to come. 


The flowers that bloom in wanton field, 
To way ward winter reckoning yield ; 

A honey- tonguc, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall. 

Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy poſies, 
Soon brrak, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 
Ia folly ripe, in reaſon rotten. 


* 


When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold, 
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Thy 
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Thy belt of flraw, and ivy bude, 
Thy coral clafpe, and amber flude ; 
All theſe in me no mind can move, 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


What ſhould we talk of dainties then, 
Ot better meat than's fit for men? 
"Theſe are but vain ; that's only good 
Which God hath bleft, and ſent for food. 


But could youth laft, and love ſtill breeds 
Had joy no date, and age no need; | 
Then theſe delights my mind m'ght move 
To live with thee, and ar love, 
| e 
| Ye fair, be advis'd by a friend, 
W hoſe council proceeds from the heart, 
On beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art; 
If a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 
Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens tbe ſoul into love. 


To day be not nice as a bride, 
To-morrow untimely ſevere; 

Let prudence andtruth be your guide, 
Nor caprice nor folly appear: 

Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your 

Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 

Inconſtancy ne er can be bleſt. 


Neglected, you'll wither and fade, 
Tauill beauty, by age, Gall decay; 
Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away: 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 
How great your ſad joſ+ to deplore 5 
Repentance, alas! is too late, 
When the power to chatm is no more. 


3 


8 — 33 
War did we of humble ftate, 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above, 
Or accuſe the will of fate, 

Which allows us alt to love ? 


* 


Love (impartial gepete boy} 

Deals his gifts as free as air, 
Love is all cke ſhepherd's joy, 

Lore is all the damſel's care, 

| Hope, that charmer of the ſoul, 

Hope, in love ſhould ever live, 


by C. uld our years fer ever roll, 


Love would bleſſings ever give : 
Youth, alas! too ſwiftly flies, 

Nor can C»pid bid him ftay 3 
Be: uty like a ſhadow dies, 
Lose has wings and will away. 


— — &F cw ow 


| Tur ſhepherd who roves the wood thro! 
| To hear the ſweet warblers in May, 
If by chance there's a ſongiier that's new, 
He liftens a while to the lay” 
Tho' the thruſh and the nightingale's thioat 
Are ſweeter by far than the reſt, 
| He better is pleas'd with the note 
That ſuits with the tune of his breaſt. 


80 I, tho” the leaſt of the choir, 
May win for a moment your ear, 


Love and pleaſure my voice would inſpire, 


And pleaſure and love can endear. 
Tho? ſlender my pipe and my ſong, 
There are who may liſt to my firain 3 


|My fame is to pleaſe the gay throng, 


Nor fing ia the grove all in vain, 


| Ig ———— ö 
Tur proſpect clear d. around is heard 
The muſic of the hive; 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive : 
[In ev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word is, „Sing and play; 
From eve to morn the ſages warn, 
« Ye maids, beware of May? 


Each lively ſcheme, each am'rous theme, 
| Our nymphs and poers chuſe; | 
The dance delights, the ſong invites, 
| As mirth provokes the muſe; 


In the biet ane bloom of — 
Shepherds mind to be owe 3 


Keep to virtue, tis your duty 

Then the aymph has nought to fear, 

Elſe ſhe'll Night whate'er you mentions 
Nor by looks your ſuit approve 3 

Honour knows no baſe intention, 
Virtuous love's reward is love. 


u the blaze, Ne. 


HOULD the god of loft affeQion,  - EY 
Gentle tair-ones, touch your hearts, 

Seek in virtue your protection ; 
Vietue will cepel his darts. 


But ſhould gen'rous be the paſſion, 
Scorn to keep the youth in pain; 

ftly ſooth his inclination, 

And give love for love _ 


ſhould, Oe. 


SWEET echo | —— 
fonts fr bers 
nos s margin green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightiagale_ 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 
＋ — tell me of a geatle pair, 
Narciſſus are. 
* ave 
His them ar 
— me but 22 
may' thou be tranſlated to the ſkie t. * 


— ConnNg $ harmonies | | 


1 


| 


— $ones; 


— — 
8 would = wo obtaia 
Pleaſure unalloy'd with 
Joy that ſuics the rut — 
Gentle ſhepherd lend an ear, - 


Learn to reliſh calm delights, 
Verdaat vales and fountains bright, 
Trees that nod on loping hills, 
Cora that echo murm ring rilla. 


Tranquil pleaſures never cloy, 
Baniſh each tumultuous j oy, 
All but love, for love inſpires 
Tender withes, fiercer fires, 


| See, to ſweeten thy repaſe, 


Blofſoms bud, the fountain flon 6: 
Lo! to crown thee, at thy word 
All that muſic can afford. 


go — — 
Bosv. curious thirſty fly. 
D ink with me and drink as I, 
Freely welcome to my cup, 
Cou d'ſt thou ſip and fipit up: 
Make the moſt of lifa you may, 


Life is ſhort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 

Haſt' ning quick to their decline, 
Thine's a ſummer mine's no mare, 

Tho” repexed to threeſcore ; 

| Threeſcore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will appear 28 ſhort as one. 


Hopes and fear alternate — 
S:rive for empire o'er my heart, 

 Ev'ry peril now defpifing, 

Now at ev*ry breath I tart, 


= 1 ye learned ſages, teach me, 


How to ſtem this beating tide ; 
| If you” ve any rules to teach me, 
Halle and be the weak one's guide, 
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Thus our trials, at a diſtance, The obdarate fair one awhil 
Wiſdom's ſcierce promiſe aid | 2 — a, —* Fo 
Yet, in need of — N man | 
We attempt to graſp a ſhade. 5 In vain he intreated implor'd, and careſs'd, Al 
C ob Of all his pretenſions ſhe made but a Jeſt; Muc 
Cone lia to me, ye gay and "yg | Tho' his life he declar'd her diſdain would deftroy T! 
2 nd ye hom cares moleſt, Yet retzardleſs the anſwer d him Pardonnezmoy, But | 
ar, wine, and love, but fend to prove, But finding hi | LP | T 
| | g his fighs no impreſſion could mak 
T hat Second Thoughts are beſt. He determin'd another expedient to take; bs You 
The queen of charms, the god of arms, And artifice now he reſolves to employ, « 
Gay 38 and the reſt, : _ | To make her forget to ſay, Pardonnezmoy. 2 
When aſk'd, ne er fl yet all n N 3 
Thai Second ö 8 | ” 1 wo —_ — oye _ _—— Ph bus did ſhine, WW Her 
er air wa :vine ; 
The jealous boy, if Daphne's coy, With ſuch ee he ran ' Fy 
*Gainſt Cupid will proteſt, And flatt'ry prevail'd over Pardonnezmoy.” 8 N. 
His nymph diidain, then think again; a * Ach 
For Second T hougbts are beſt, A : — It: 
The fair one too, unus'd to woo, | — N Ar DDr 
r 2 o at Black friars - bridge u#'d for to ply? 5 
1 e feather'd his oars with iuch ſkill and dexterity, 
, elf, W 2 a Y Sbe | 
For Sccond Thoughts are bel, He 1 tae, Apps = a — 2 — * cares oye St 
And Mart who doats.on ſcarlet coate, | | The maidens all flock'd in his bd fo teadil [ai But 
a I'm ſure will ſtand the teſt, And he eyed the young rogues with ſo 2 2 by 
Kor frown on her who dares aver, That this waterman ne'er was in want of a — No 
That Scrond Thoughts are beſt. W * Rope | ; A 
* b . . | 0 | 'di i 
Ev'n Neptune too, our fleet in view, | Twas rs ane — 2 1 aw — 
Key t Gallia's fleet in Bre; | | He was always firſt oars, wheh — i Nadi bo 
They me int to fight, he put them right; In a party to Ranelagh went, or — i 
Bow Second Thengies ws teſt. And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering * 
Again! but mark the tippling ſpark, But 'twas all one to Tom their jibing and jeering, A 
When ſeated as a gueſt, For loving or liking he little did care, Tak 
At f6rfi reſign his darling wine, - | As this water man ne'er was in want of a fare; | 
But Second Thoughts are beſt. | | . » * 
; . | And yet, but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen 
And you, I ſee, will fide with me, 4s he row'd-along, thinking of nothing at U 3 
Some louder than tbe reſt, He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lo ly and 4 — T 
Will cry, no more” and then © encore!” | That ſhe fmil'd, & ſo firait — 4 he did fal 
But Second Thoughts are beſts | | And would this young Jamſel but baniſh his ſorrouffh T 
| 93 — | He'e wed her to night before it was morrow : T 
Len time bee T- under told Daphne his pain, 8 Rould.this watermas ever know cave, | 
zan ß OR LG RON is FRRO-0 6 fhve Þ 8 
. R | 8 | ; 25 ONS 1 A ' 


* * 


Misetrrarteus Soncs, 


9 5 | Since no tell-tale fpy is wn * 1 
es 3 ſees, nor ear can hear 
Ar Tatterdewn hill there * an old A Who would not be kife'd 
ang . be Ho 3 dare, Celia, hearing what be ſaid, 
Much riches inosed dum and © will 3 Gently lifted up her head. 
roy, They Kept a h what they did get, Her breaft ſoft wiſhes fill: 
Tie Wes as lad or of arts; Since, ſhe cried, no ſpy is gear us, 
„ Moe 8 =, . had, aber nawe it was Bu. Eye nor ſens, — eat — 2 8, 
| And He was the pride ef their hearts. Kiſs—or what you will, 
Nut he were her locks, her ſhave i it m_ 0 As F Bang ming mic — roman 
re 4 ſmart was therſ Where chte ſat demure, 
ine, Her teeth were milk white, . | He figh'd and 822 'd to own his flame, 
ö; And ſleek was her ſkin ae a — e ä For love had ſtruck him ſure, 
„, Ian thick 7 the _ roy! A His aukward mien amaz'd-the fair, 
No bit of true blue g , bich he no doubt ſeem's thy at; 
A child, wet and cold, came and 1 d at the door | 2 — — ok prais'd her ſhape and airs 
Its mam it Mid loft, : cry'd. of May She anſwer'd, Swain, be quiet. 
met Bet was zu mild as the mornings , 
* * babe he bugg's claſe to her breaſt 3 | oy cs Do. 0 ” >} _ 
. the by, | may manages 
She kiſs'd ” l | er intrude. 
fair e who do you think the hag got for her prize, to kiſs, 
„air Why Love, the ly maſter of arts 25 45 Which,' frowning. the cry'd tye at; 
abe No ſooner be wale'd, but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, Aad chew be framing the the bliſe, 
are. And ſhew'd her his wings, and his daits. "Twas be a little quiet. 
rhei Quoth he, I am Love, but yet be -_ afraid, The fwain paeeiv'd ber RY tone, 
ithal WY Tuo' all I make ſhake at my * dk Add boldly grafp's her band; 
dies, So good, and ſo kind, have pov n, l; maid, The nymph was forc'd to own the flame, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my 4 * ann 
ering My mother ne'er dealt with ſuc di N. me, Alec? dow c cork wed de d pair! 
ing, A friend you ſhall 2 in me fti ; hug de, The power of words they try at; 
Take my quiver and ſhoot, | CA Now Damon has not one to ſpare, 
6 The Venus of T. — Bus. Pray, gear wife, be quiet. 
— 8 
zen, 2 ö 9 
U Conz nden, and laugh at the times, 
— Two as hood fg 125 5 — foliy a never ſo ripe, 
— Songht their mutual blijs, Ia at thoſe rhimes 
lid fall Though her heart was juſt relenting, For ev'ry man laughs pr Sage 
ſot ro Though her eyer fem d juſt conſen 5 That give his own fo 2 pe: 
25 ſhe fear d to Riss. oaks We live in a kind of diſguiſe; 
are, Let the ü | "We flatter, we lye and proteſt, 
are ? Since this ſilent rat any | White each of us artfully tries, - 
-& ill thoſe roſy uſhes de, ' On orhers to laben che jeſt. L1 
" Why will you refaſt 7 | 
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The virgin, when firſt ſhe is wood, | 
Returns ev'ry fip} with diſdain ; | 
And while by her luver purſu'd, 
Can laugh at her folly and pain: 
But when from her innocence won, 
And doom d for her virtue to mourn, 
When ſhe finds herſelf loſt and undone, 
He laughs (though unjuſt) in his turn. 


The fools who at law do contend, - [ 


Can laugh at each other's diſtreſs, - 
And while the dire ſuit does depend, 

Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs ; 
Till hamoer'd by tedious expence, bo 
Altho' to compound they are lat, 
They'll find, when reftor'd to their ſenſe, . 
The lawyers fit laughing at both, 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 

For each fool to laugh at the other, 
Let us ſtrive, with a gen'rous compaſſion, - 
To correct, not contemn, one another. 
Wall have ſome follies to hide, 

Which, known; would diſhonour the beſt; 
And life, whsn tis thoroughly tried, 

Like frienaſbip, will ſeem but a jeſt. 
CE OT > 
Trov foft flowing Avon | by thy filver ſtream, 
Of ſubjefts immortal thy Shakſpear wou'd dream; 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green bed 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Here ſwains ſhall be fam'd for their love & their truth 
And cheerful old age feel the tranſports of youth ; 
For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head, 


The love-ſtricken maiden, the fighing young ſwains 
Here rove without danger and toy withvut pain; 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſha)l here dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Flow on, filver Avon, in ſong evei flow, N“ 
Be the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſnow, 
Ever fullebe thy ſtream lite hir fame may it ſpread | 
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rho' thou the waters warp, 


— 7 — . 
V1RGINS are like the fair flower In its lufre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and clufter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolic around. 


But when once pluck'd, tis no longer alluring, 


To Covent · garden tis ſent, as yet ſweet ; 
| There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 
— — 101 — Py 


24 | Wurm lovely woman ſtoops to folly, 


And finds, too. late. that men betray; 5 
What charms can ſoothe her melane holy ? 
What art can waſh her-guikt away ? 

The only art, her guilt to covet, 

To hide her ſhame from ev'ry eye, ; 
To give repentance to her lover, - 
| And wring his boſom—is to die | 


TOS eonemomm————_ 


| BLow, blow, thou winter's wind, 


Thou art not ſo unkind, 


| Thou art not ſs unkind, 


As man's ingratitude: pets 
Thy tooth is nct ſo keen, og 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, e | 
Altho thy breath be rule, Fl : 
Altho' thy breath be rude, 
Freeze, freeze, thou bitter ſky,- 
Thou doit not bite ſo nigh, © 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 
As benefits forgot; 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 
Thy fting is not ſo ſharp,” 


Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 
As friends remember d not, 


2 
| TV HEN bick ringe hot, 
To high words got, 2 


And the turf ever hallow'd that pillows his head. ; 


: W 
| Ercakoutatgamioramg z 
, : — : | 2 0 


ring 


. 


4 


7 


The flame to cool, 
M golden rule 
Kees about the jorum. 


Wich ſiſt on jug, 
Caifs ho can lug ? | 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her ted rag, | 
In gibe can wag, 
Wich her mouth full of liquor. 
— 
Taz card invites, in crouds we fly, 
To jbin the jovial routful cry.; 
What joy—from cares and plagues * day, 
To hie to the mid niht Hark- away! 
Nr want, nor pain, nor griefs, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huſbands enter there; 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight Hark away. 


Uncounted ftrikes the morning clock, 
And drowſy watchmen idly knock; 

Till day light peeps, we ſport and play, 
And roar ta the jolly Hark away. 
When tir'd with ſport to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep, 

10 morrow's welcome call obey, | 
And again to-the midnight Hark . 


185 
L HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy o. 
he pride of all nature was ſweet Willy 0, 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plaiae, 
one ever was like to the ſweet Willy 0. 


le ſung it ſo rare ly, did ſweet Willy O, 
le ſung it fo rarely, Sec. 

He melted each maid, 

So ſkilful he play d, 


nature obey'd him, the ſweet „ O, 
ll nature obey 's bim, Sc. 

Wherever be came, 

Whate'er had a name, 


«3 


MuctLLanzous Soros. 
He would be a ſoldier, the ſweet Willy O, 


o ſhepherd ver pip's like the fweet Willy O. 


He would be a ſoldier, Se. 
hen arm d in the ſie d, 


With lword and with ſhield, 


| The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 
He charm'd them while living, the ſweet Will O, 


He charm'd them, Cc. 
And when H!ly dy'd, 
Tas nature that ſigh'd 


To part with her all in the fect Wl O. 


—— 6 
Tur lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn, 
Yonng Colin followed with his flail, 
She went to fill her milking pail; 
He lov's and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now, 


"| She anſwer'd ſhe muſt milk her cow. 


He ſighing vow'd be lov'd her more 

Than ever youth did nymph before, 

With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 
And preds'd the fair one in his arms; 

She bade him keep his diftance now, 

Nor hinder her to mille her cow. 


Fair maid, he cry'd, cou'd you approve 
An artleſs ſhepherd's honeſt love, 


Pon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 


Al, with their maſter's heatt, is thine, 


Then begg'd:ſhe wou d his flame allow, 


She anſwer d, ſhe muſt mille ber cow. 


Not ſo repuls'd, the comely youth, 

With kifles, prayers, and vows of truth, 

So pleas d the nymph, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 
And to the church they inſtant went; 

His flame ſhe did not diſallow, 

But quite forgot to milk her cow. 


107 


W.. parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the wy > fount may fler, 


bene er he ſung, follow d the ſweet 2 O. 


Or, N 4 tra slide, 


daa 
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Thoygh, in \ ſearch of lof repoſe, 
Through the land 'tis free to roam, 
S'ill it murmars as it flows, | | 

Till it reach its native home. 


W — — 108 — — 
Ho'D know the ſweets of liberty? 
*Tis to climb the mountain's brow 
Thence ta d iſcern rough induſtry 
At the harrow or the plough 
*Tis where my ſons their crops E *. 
Calling the harveſt all their own. 


"Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, 
Never felt unmaniy fear ; 

"Tis where the eye, with milder pride, 

Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, 

Such as Britannia yet ſhall ſee, 

Theſe are the tweers of liberty. 

10 

On! how vain is every dle nag, 
. How infipid all our joys, 
Life how. little worth poſſefiing, 
But when love its time employs ! 
Love the pureſt, nubleſt pleaſure, 
That the gods on earth beftow, 
Adding wealih to ev'ry treafure, 
Taking pain from ev'ry woe. 
| — 10 — 
| Ix infancy oer hopes and fears 
Were to each other known; 
And frigndihip in eur riper years, 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: 
O! clear him then from this offence z 
Thy love, thy duty, prove: 
Refiore him with that innocence 
Which firſt inſpir'd my love, 

BHO on Lethe's difmal firand 

Thy father's troub ed im ge ſtand! 
In his face what grief profound ! 

See be rolls his haggard eyes! - 
Hark! “ Revenge Revenge !“ he cries, 
And poig's tg big till blee wound, 
Oben the call, revenge his death, 

And caim his foul that gave thee breath, 


MrsczLLanzous gon 6 3. 


212 cans 

Oons ! — ne'er bluſh for trifle like thi 
What harm with a fair ene to toy and to kiſs? 
The greateſt and graveſt (a truge with grimace ) 
Would dothe ſame thing were they in the ſame plac 


No age, no profeſſion, | no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: 
That power, reſiſtleſt, po ſtrength can oppoſe ö 
We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe, 


113 1 — 
FarewtiL, the ſmoaky. town, * 
Each rude and ſenſual joy 3 | 


Gay, fleeting, pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in poſſeſſion clo. 


Far from the garnifh'd ſcene I'll fy, 
Where folly keeps her court, 
To wholeſome, found philoſophy, = 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


How happy i is the humble cell, 
How bleft the deep retreat, 

Where (-rrows billows never ſwell, 
Nor paſſion's tempeſts beat ! 

But ſafely thro' the ſea of ' life, 
Calm reaſon wafts us o'er, 


Free from ambition, noife, and ſtriſe, 


| Todeath's eternal ſhore, 
BY 6 His. So 114 
Love's a gentle gen'rous paſſion i 


| Source of all ſublime delight ; 


When with muteal inclination, 
| Two fond heart 3 in one unite, 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, - 
If compar'd with true content ? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When too late, we may repent> 
| Lawleſs paſfans bring vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love, 


{ Is a glorious emulation 


| Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


VE 


Tell us, myſterious 


RLL in the Downs e 


Pr 
Love ! ſweet * torment 4 
Pure delight in pain you give. 
g anguiſh, flattering, teaſing, 
e'Er from grief or rapture ceaſing, 
Yet I'll love, or ceaſe to live. 
— 116 
Teacu me, ye nine, to fing of tea, 
Of grateful green, of black bubea ; 
Hark ! the kettle ſoftly fingingy 
How again it bubbles o'er; © 
' Quickly Jobn, Black Suſan, bring in, 4 
Water in the tea pot pour. 
The bread and butter thinly flice, 
Oh! ſpread it delicately nice; 
13 the toaſt be criſp and crumpling, _. . 
rolls as doughy as a dumplingz: : 
W eating,  fipping, ſapſſing up the ſteam, 
We chat, and *midft a motley chaos ſeem 


Of cups Mid faucers, butter, bread, and cream. 


11 
Miss Dane, hen 1 and young, | 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept fr | Jouve” s embrace 
By Senep of Gar und wall of bras, Sg 


; ha ſh: „ tell ue, 


Why ous, why ſa jealous * 
2 x Rhee bary 


Make thee — thy wiſe leſs fair? 


ub her _ and let her ſee 4 1 
l this wofld pageantry, 
Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to khow,' - 

Is powder, pocket-glaſs, eee 82 

Be to her virtues ever kiad, 

Be to her faulte a little blind, - 

Let all her ways b&anconfin'd, '' © 
And clap your Padlock—on her mind, , 


was moor "4, 
The ſtreamers waving in ny wind, 


Then black-ey'd Suſan came on board, | 
bans where ſhall. my trug love find ? 


— 808. 


ö 
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Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me tron; | | 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew i 


William, who h oh upon the yard, 
Rock'd with tbe bil own to and fro, 


Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 


He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 
The cores fly ſwiftly thro? his glowing hands, 


And quick as light” ning on the deck he — 
80 the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 


Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 


If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hear, | 


And drops at once into her neft ; 
The nobleft captain in the Britiſh fleet, 


| Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet 1 


O Szſan, Suſan, lovely dear 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 


t Let me wipe off that falling tear ; 


We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 


| The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to * 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind ;z 


| They'll tell thee ſailors when away, 


In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Ves, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou at preſent whereſoe er I go. 


If to fair India's conſt we fail, 9 555 
T e eyes are (een in d'monds bright 3) 


| Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale ; 


Thy Kin i it ivory ſo. white 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 


{ Wakes in my foul ſome charm of lovely Sus. 
'| Tho” battle calls me from thy arme, 


Let nut my pretty Suſan mourn; 
Tho? catinons roar, yet ſafe from harms 

z William ſhall to his dear return: 

Love turns away the balls that round me fly, 


| Left 8 tears ſhould drop from. Suſan ee. 
ä e The 
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The boatſwain gave the dresdful word, 

The ſails their ſwell ng boſom ſpread z 
No longer muſt ſhe ftay on board; 

Tney kiſs'd, the figh'd, he hung his head; 
Her ie\s'ning boat unwilling tous 10 7d; 
Acieu ! the cry'd, and wav'd her lily hand. 

— 1 
To Aracreon in heav'n, The be ſat i in full glee, 
A few ſons of h-rmony fent a petition, 
That he their iulpirer and pa'rgn would be, 
When this anſwer argiv'd from the jolly old Grecian 
Voice, fiddle and flute, 
© No longer be mute, 
„In lend you my. name, and inf; ire you to boot, | 
« And beſides I'll inſtruct vag wi h mirth jo en wine 
© The myrtie of Venus, with Bacchus's vine.” 


This news. through Olympus d imme ately fl- w, 

When old Thunder preiended to zive himfelf ats 
4 If theſe v1. rtals ae ſuffer'd their ſcheme io purfue 

6 1 he devil a goddets will Fay above ftairs, 

} eedy they cry, 
«In ronjart of Joy, 

e Away to the ſons of Anacreon we'll fly; 
« And there withgood fello es we'll learn to entwine 
« The myr Fe of Venus with Bacchus $ vine. 


4% The yellow hair'd god & his nine fuſty ma di 
« Fram 12 s banks, will incgnrigent flee, 
&« Idalia will, byaſt but of 4enantlels ſhagen, | 


| 


] 
9 


. And the *biforked hill a mer deſar t will be. 
6s My thunder, ao fear ont, k | 
„Sant oon do ns errand, . Trant; 


% And dam'me, I'll fwinge the riogleaders war- 
% 114i trim the young dogs for thus daring te twine 
6 The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus: vine,” | 


Apollo roſe np, and ſaid, „PHyrher neer qwarrel, | 


MisexktAxvrous 'Sdxts. 


Nexi Momus got vp, with bh hir, 
ard fwore with Apotlo he'd cheerful 


: 


ty join, 


© The full tide of harmony il] all be his, . v 

gut the fong and the catch and the * da To | 

„hen de not jealoits, [mio "Ws 

& Of thefe honeft — [0 Wh: 

| Cry'd Jove, * We relent. ſince the truth you now te Seve 

|** And 1wezr by old Scyx that they Jorſy hall ent wis c 

1* The myrtle of Venn wit Barchus"s vine.“ Whe 

ve ſons of *Aracreon, then j join hand i dy, hand, Y 
Preſerve unanimity, end love; 

Tis yours to ſupport what s io woes agnn'd; Beg 

| You've the ſanction of gods and at of Jui if it 

While thus we agree, ] flat 

Our toaſt let it be. To g 

i May our elüb flourim happy, uni and free: The 

| And long may the fons „f a entw ine On 1 

Che myrtle of Venus with BuceBus's vine, The 

120 —— = Whe 

In + the golden barge we ride; The 

Down the ſiſver Thames we glide, Why 

Eternally pick Eac; 

Cold * ang, er 2 Tod 

Ladies ing and joking Let . 

See oe T — Any 

Ladies Jol ee bes dn Sho 

ran joking r . The 

Puff! puff! 2 Som 

With flute, doc e flute,” 7 46 Thi 

And 1 1 I4 Phe! 

Hum! hum t bom! wi wo _ . 

Wirk flats and with fllarps,' Each 

French horns and Welch ER 2 Here 


And ſometimes by ſpatgbes, 
Gees, canons, and ichen, 


*« Gaod king af the gods, 1h ur vot ries below 
6 Your thunder is uſelefs:“ ten thowio: his laurel, 


Cry'd, ie evitabile fylnen, you knows | 
«« Then over each 
« My Javrels J. In ſpread, . f esd; 
go my on fram your , 0 tachers h. ita £4 6 
* Whi e Inu in thetr club. room ther ex Jovially t1 cow 


% The myrtle of Yexus wiihi Backbus's vine. 


They fing ang bawl away; 


. ly i JP E197 453 
Bebbiamo, — * 5 oh ef 
And * © city bar 5 That 
Up che ter to Arg e eee, 
While Chea e 2 ave ron in abe, Of p 
And el 4. 75 at e 1 Whe 
l - Eat W | uc 


+ a 


4 


Mrsctttantbus Sbirdy, 891 
A 121 11 g | So love, that ſeems it once fo Hir, 
In love to — and Tanguith, Its joys oft changes to defpair. 
Yet to know your paſſion vain „ I {bours, 
To harbour hearr-felt anguilh, CoMt bafte toabes adding, ye friends "a neh- 
Yet fear to tell your pain. The lovers — bliſs can yo longer delay ; 
What pow'rs unrelenting, Forget all your ſorrows, your care, and your labours, 
Severer ils inventing, And let ev'ry heart best with raptuſe to- day: 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe; - | Ye vot'ries all, attetd to my call, 
Where days and nights tormentiag, Come revel in pleaſures that never can cloys 
Yield not a momeat's eaſe. 
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BesTow your attention on this little fro, 
If its not very good, it is not very long; 

flattert myſelf no perſon here grudges | 

To give an apinion-—you're monſf rau good Judges. 
The ſage politician ſtill low'rs on the times, 
On ruin and beggary ringing the chimes: 

The free- hearted fellows old quidnunc deſpiſe, 
Who. revel like princes—tbey're monſtrouſly wiſe, 


T he ladies, good creatures, mean all for the bef}, 
Why, if the French come they will nd us well dreſt; 
En d fo like ſoldiers, hair powder d & frnzzled, 
Todecide which was which, hey'dbe nano p 
Let ng ſour grey beard. deride their inteat on, [(zled. 
Any Tady among Leden coul va uiſh 4 'renchman; 
Should the monfieurs invade, what with women and 
They'd de monfrouſly Stau! toget ſafe back a again, men 
Some diſciplinarians who ſervice have known, | 
Think Britons haue ſpirit enough of their own ; 
They fee with & . 28. roam, 
And think they'd. be axfly. beiter at heme 3 
Each hight bicker flac! let 1. jovite, 
Here /tant, Apollo, and "Bac Ls gelizht ; 
7 1 13 — enjoy the gay ſmiles of this throng, 
Halt think this of wat in monfirous good hag, 


| — 
* flattering ho dee fa ancy. warns, 
That none cn fly From beauty” 8s charms, 
And till allures us with 4 ſcene 


Of pleaſure: E ferarie. 
When'dft the'dawn is roly'red 


Surceeding clouds the ſkies . 


| 


| 


i 5 


Come, ſee rural felicity, 
Which love and innocence ever enjoy, 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 
Still croud to, and beat at the breaſt of the great; 
To ſuch wretched paſſions | we give no admiſſion, 
But leave them alone to the wiſe-opes of fate; 
We boaſt of no wealth, but conteniment and health, 
In mirth and in friendſhip our moments employ . 
Come, fre rural felicity, &c. 


With reaſon we taſte of esch heart ſtirring pleaſure 
With reaſog we drink of the full- loving bowl; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within mea ure, 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul. | 
Then come at our bidding to this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude, here, our bliſs to annoy. 
Come, ſee rural felicity, Sc. 


12 
Com E hither my 3 ſquire, 
Take friendly i: ſtructions from mei 
The lords ſhall admire 1 
Thy taſte in attire, 
The ladies ſhall languith for thee, 
Such ftaunting. gallanting, and'jJauntingy 
And frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne'er, like a clown, | 
Shall quit Zonden's ſweet town, 
To live in thine own country. 


A ſkimming diſh hat provide, - 
With lttte more ben then tace 2 


7 | —_ hairs on a ſide, 


pigtail ty'd, 
Wil fer of off thy jally broed " 
wy ch ihr Fe. _ Co 
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Go get thee a footman's'frock, 
A cuidgel quite up to thy noſe; 
Then frize like a ſhock, 
And plaiſter thy block; 
And buckle thy ſhoes at thy toes, 5 
Such flaunting, Cc. „ 


A bface of ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee. ſhall trivez 
1a a chaiſe and pair " 
They ſhall take the air, 
And thou on the box ſhall drive. 
Such flaunting, Cc. 


Convert thy acres to caſh, * 
And ſaw thy timber trees . 
Who'd keep ſuch traſh, 
And not cut a flaſh, 
. Or enjoy the delights of the town? 
Such flaunting, gallanting, and juin 
h er frolicking thou ſhalt fee, - | 
: Thou ne er, like a clown, 
Shall quit London's ſweet town, 
To live in thine own AP | 
| 126 — 
; Wyo has Cer been at Paris muſt needs know the 
The fatal retreat of th' unfortupate brave, [ Greve, 
Where honour and juſtice moſt addly contribute 
To eaſe heroes pains by a halter and gibbet, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. [put on, 


There death breaks the ſhackles which force had 
And the hangman complea:swhatthe judge but begun 
Therethe 
Find their pains do more baulk'd, and their hopes 
Derry down, &c. [no more croſt. 
Great claims areThere made, many ſeerets are known 
And the king, & the law, & the thief has his own : 
But my hearers cry out, what a duece doſt thou ail! ? 
Cut off theſe reftectiang, and give us thy ws: 
Derry down, Sc. 
Tas there, then, in civil reſpeR to harſh wo 
And for want of fallevitneſsvs back a bad 22 


„ 


8 


MuicrLLanzous SoNnGs: 


58 What frightens you thus, my good fon, ſays ihe prief 


use of tbe pad, & the knight ofthe poſt 


A Norman of late was ablig'd to appear, 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave cordaliare 
Derry down, Se. 9 


The ſquire, whoſe good grace was to open the ſcene, 

Seem'd not in great baſe that the ſhew ſhould begin 

Now fitted the halter, naw travers'd the cart, 

And often took leave, but was leth to _— 
Derry down, &c, % - * 


You murder'd are ſorry, and have been confeſt ? 
O, father ! my ſorrow will ſcarce ſave my bacon, - 
For* twat not that I murder 0, but — taken. 
Derry down, SSS. 
Poh ! pr'ythe, ne'er trouble thy head with ſuch fan- 
Rely on the aid you ſhall have from St. Francis :{ cies 
If the money you promis's be brought to the chef, 
You have only to die, let the church! do the reſt, 
Derry down; Sc. 


Ahd what will folks ſay. if they fee you afraid ? 

It reſſicte upon me, as I knew not my trade: 

Courage, friend; to day is your period of ſorrow, 

And things will go better, nn wm to norrow, 
Derry down, %%. „„ 


To-morrow ! our hero reply d, in a fright; [night, 
He that's hang'd before noon, ought to think of to- 
Tell your kong quoth'the prieſt, & be fairly tuck'd 
For you ſurely 22 hall in paradiſe ſup. Cop, 
Alas! quoth the ſquire, howe'er fu the treat 
Parbleu I I an be little Dre 1 

I ſhould therefore eſteem it a favour and grace, 


Would you be ſo kind ants goin as. place. 
Derry down, Se. 


That I wou's, quoth the father, & thanlc-you to boot! 

But our actions, you know, with our duty muſt fuit 

The feaſt I propoſe to you, I cannot taſte, _ 

For this night by our order is mark d for a faſt, 
Derry down, Ge. 


Then turning about, <P Bat bas 2man be aid. 


| Dipſatch e ee , 


- 


'3- 
For 


For thy cord, and. my cord. both equail equally rie, 
And welive by ay gold for weed * die. 
Derry down, Cc. 1 8 
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OLIN. one day, in angry mood, 

Becauſe Myrtilla whom he lo d. 
Laugh's at his flame, and meck d his fighs, 


Thus fervently to Fopa applies : 
ths F Fove! thou ſov'reighn god above, 


ho know'f the pains of lighted: love; 
Hear à poor mortaF's pray'r, and take 
All the whole ſer for pity d fake 
And then we men might live at eaſt, 
Secure of happineſs and peace. 


Joe kindly heary, (ke pray'd hot twice ; * 
And took the womin in a trice. 

When Calin ſaw the coaft was cliar, 

(For not a fingle firl was near,) 

Reflecting with himſelf, *twas kind, 

Says he, to watify mind; 

But now my paſſion'y o 75 Tout, 

Give me Myrtilla bi wm 

Let me with her on — 8 3 

And keep in heaven all het 


Comte, ye f mie 8 
And the reaſon declare, | 


- 


('Tis a point much your anſwer behoving)- 


Why the words of a feold, 
As we often are told, 
Are ſo very pathetic and moving ? 


Why the reaſen's ſoon ſhewn; 

Was there ever man known, 
Ir bis ſenſes, would tarry to hear her ? 

Then there needs little proving 

Her words muſt be moving, | 
Since none who can move will Aay near her. 


1 — 12 


Cour all ye ſhepherds of the plain, 


Come ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry ſwain, 


Leave all your work, and haſte awzy, 
For Demon weds his Pollidg. 4 

Let mirih and pleaſure then go round, 
Let ev'ry heart with joy abound ; 


MitcErt bft Shes; 


All hall be happy on th 


333 


And we'll be merty, dri „be, 7 
For Damon weds his 5 2 
| The ſwains * ie in 12 
The 3 n 
In honour 0 Tce = — 
That Daun * bis 
No meli all KR 


e — 3 
For we'll eaſt all our ca cars, 5 
When Damon weds his 


The roſe and lily * PM bann 
And ev'ry leaf ower we'l 


7 


And make achaplet fair and gay, 


To deck thi N Phe. 


Beneath flowers vi tw 


And — . on ev'ry boug 


And all to grace the . 1 di 

Of Damon and bis Pbilda, fo 

Faintsr The, al ies racing 

| Seat of pleaſure and of Jove, 

Venus here will chuſe her dwelling, 
And for ſalce her Cyprian grove 

Cupid, from his favourite nation, 
Care and envy will remove, 


| Jealouſy that poiſons paſſion, 


And deſpair that dies for love. 


Gentle murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love, 

Soft join kind diſdaining, | 

Shall be all the pain you prove, 

| Ev'ry ſwain ſhall pay his =_” 

| Grateful ev'ry nymph ſhall prove, 

And, as theſe excel in beauty, 

Thoſe ſhall be renown's for loves 

19} =——Y 

Fam Kiny s charms — Febnny * 
Zo enger he for billi 

When lo! the nymph the fon f 

To ſhow her pow'r of Killing : 


| | The ſhepherd briſkly chang's his tune, 


And da roquRte, remember 


* 


394 


The lover you refuſe in Tune, 
You'll wiſh ſot in December. 


Young Jebnay ſoon met Philo mel, 
Good- natur d, blithe, and bonny, g 
She ſpoth'd the love-fick ſwain fo well, 
Proud Kate's forgot by Fobnny. 
Coquettes take warning, change your tune, 
This woeful truth remember, 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, 


Alas! poor Kate! with ſcythe ſo th arp, 
Time o'er ber.forehead ſtruck her, 
And now her charms begin to warp, 
She's in a piteoss pucker. ws. > 
Coquettes, take warning, change your tune, 
This weeful truth remember ; 
The lover you refuſe in Fune, 
You'll wiſh for in December. | 
132 
Fan filent ſhades 2 Elyflargroves, 
Where ſad —— ſpirits mourn their loves; 
From eryſtal ſtreams 
ove crowns the fields with flow'rets all the year: 
oor ſenſeleſs Bs in 'atters cloath'd and folly, 


Is come to cure her love fick melancholy : 


Bright Cynthia kept her revel: late, 
While Mab, the fairy queen did dance 5 
And Oberon did ft in tate, 
When Mars at Venus ran his lance. 
In yonder cowſlip lies my dear, 
Intomb'd in liquid gems of dew ; 
Each day I'll water it with a tear, 
Its fading bloſſom to renew, - 
For, ſince my love is dead, 
And ell my joys are gone, 
Poor Beſs, for his ſake, 
A garland will make. 
My mufic {all be a groan : 


Tu lay tne down and die within ſome] hollow tree, 


The raven and cat, the ow} and bats 

Shall — forth my elegy; 

Did you nat ſee my loye as mes d 8 
* two — eyes, ii * ä . 


| MuscnLtanzous Son as. 


Leſt be ſhould datt a 13 has plane ye; 
His boat he will no longer ſtay; ' © * 


I | Come, come away, come, come aa ay: 


| And Beſs in her ftraw, whilft free from the ws 


and from the country where | 


| Thou doſt not quake, and art truck ab 
| Daſt no ſpeak thy words * ; 


Ir fondly thou doſt not miſtake, 464, 


They will ſcorch up your hearts. 
Ladies, beware e, 


Hark ! hark ! I bear old 3 oy 


| 
The furies laſh their whips and call, 


Poor Beſs will return to the place whence ſhe came 
Since the world is ſo mad ſhe can hope for no cue; 
For loves grown a bubble, a ſhadow, a name, 
Which fools do admire and wiſe men endure, 
Cold and hungry am I grown, 


| Ambroſia will T feed upon. 


Drink nectar ſtill, and fing 
Who is content, does all ſorrow prevent, 


ln her thoughts, i is as great as a king. 
| HonesT lover, whoſoever, - 
If in all thy love there ever 25 
Was one wav'ring thought; if thy flame 
Were not ſtill even, ſtill the ſame: —_ 

Know this ; 3 

Thou lov't amiſs; 

And to love true, 

Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


It when ſhe appears th* room, 


And in firiv'ng this to cover, 


Know this, ' 
Thou lov'ſt amiſs z 
And to love :rue, 
Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. ; 


— 22 


And all defects for graces take; ; 
perſuad ſt thyſelf that jefts are ako + 


When the hath. little or nothing ſpoken 1 | 
Know this, | x 


Thou lov'& amĩiſ  . On 
And to love true, ih 


| Thou mod begin die. nd 


\ 


f when thou appear'ft to be within, 
hou lett'ſt not men aſk and aſe) again ; 
e: Nd when hen unſwer ſt, if it be 
ei ro what was aſk'd thee properlyt 
Know this; 
Thou lov'ſt amiſs; . 
And to love wy ; 
ou muſt begin , and love anew, 


If when thy ſtomach 1 to eat, 

ou cutt'ſt not fingers "ſtead of meat, 

nd with much gazing on her face 

oft not riſe hungry from WN 

Know this, ; 

Thou lov | amiſt;z 

And to Jove true, 

hou muſt begin again, and love anew. 

f by this thou dot diſcover 

That thou art no perfect lover, 

ind defiring to love true, | 

Thou doſt begin to love anews . 
Know this, 

Thou lov'ſ amiſs; 

And to love true, . 
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| OW prone the boſom is to figh ! 
low prone to weep, the human eye! 
u thro” this painful lite we ſteer, 
[his valley of the figh and tear, | | 


hen by the heart with forrow griev'd, 
thouſand ble Mags are receiv d, | 
ith ev'ry comfort chat can cheat; 

Tis then bright * e grateful dear. 


hen ev'ry pang is o'er, 

nd friends long abſent meet once more, 
raughe with delight, and love fincere z 
Tis thea ſweet — Joyful tear. 


hen two fond lovers, daom' d. to part, 
eel deadly pangs invade their heart, 
orn from the object each holds det; 


50 SOIT wp 


1.8 


Misczri An kovs 6. 
When wretches, on the earth reclia'd, 


Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. N 


Their doom of condemnation fign'd, 
(The end of carthly being near 3) 
Tis then foft pity's tee 


If on ſome lovely creature” s face, 
Rich in proportion, colour, grace, 
A pearly drop ſhould once appear ; 
"Tis then the lovely, beautcous tear. 


When mothers; (O! the grateful fight) 
Their ch dren view with fond delight; 
Surrounded by a charge fo dear, 

Tis then the fond, maternal tear. 


When lovers ſee the beauteous maid, 
To whom their fond attention's paid, 
With coaſcious bluſhing ſobs draw near; 
Tie then the lovely, pleading tear. 


| When two dear friends, of kindred miad, 
By ev'ry gen'rous tie conjoin'd, 
Behold their dreaded parting near, 

{Tis then, O then — bitter tear. 


But when the wretch, with ſins oppreſs'd, 
Strikes in an agony his breaſt 3 * 


- 


When torn with guilt, remorſe, and fear; 


| "Tis then the beſt, beer tear. 


An 
A wretched thing like me, 


N Heap ruin thus on ruin, 


And add to miſery. | 
The griefs I languith'd under, 
In ſecret let me ſhare, 


| But this new ſtroke of thunder, 


Is more than I can bear. _ 


— — 


Sn How pleaſant a failor's life paſſes, 


Who roams o'er the watery maia-! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearfully ſpends ali his gain. 


| We're firangers to party and faction, 


0  hangur and u — de ue, 


] - 
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And 


— would not 3 beſe qJian, 

or power or pro 11 v. 

Then why ſhould wg 2 4 riches, 
Or any ſuch gli 

A li 


ht beaft, and 5 pair Fe breeches, 


oes thorough the world, i my brave boys. 


The world is a bequiify 
Enrich'd 2875 iſp 4225 * 
The toi ler v enty — 
Which plenty too often 
Whea terrible tempeſts wIy Aa 
And mountainous billows Oy 
No grandeur or wealth can avail t, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why, Gg. 
The courtigr's more ſubjec̃t to dang 
Wo rules at the helm of the 
Than we, that to poligjcks — | 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 


The various ble ſſigzs of pature, - 
In various nations we try ; 


No m than vs can be 


ortaly Ker, 

Who merrify liy 
Then why, 85 ® "ot ye tes 
12 


Ir yo voa at an cffice ſoljci. your due, 

And would not have 1 matters neglecteq, : 

You muſt quicken the cJgrk with che perguiſite goo, 
To co what his duty dizefted. 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
Sbe, too, bas this palpadle failing, 
The perquiſite ſoftens her inte conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is enn 
138 
Ir ſhe whilpess ihe * be he ever ſo wiſe, 
Ibo great and aqpportgnt his truff is; 
His hand i; unſlasdy, 5 7 air of black eyes 
Will kick up the balance of juſtice. 


— — 


If bis paſſic us are Girony, his judgment grows weak ii fo happy a 


For love throvgh his” veins will be creeping ; 
Azd his werſhip, „f neer to a round ditrpt'd check, 
Though be: -ght io be blind, will be peeping, 


M3631 4590s $oxGy- 
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Warn pn 19fy morn aypearing, W 
Paints with gald the verdant lawn, F 
Bees on banks of jhywe diſporting. Firt 
|| Sip the ſweets and hail the dawns N - 
Warbling birds the day proclaimi 
Carol ſweex Libs hy li 15 ely ftrain 
They for ſalet t y dwe 
Ta ſecure the golden mu” 
See, content, the humble gli Fair f 
| Fakes the ſcatter'd cars rhat In 
Nature, all her children viewing For v 
Kindly bounteous cares for all. He 
How happy a flate Joch the miller dd. 
Who would be no greater, nor fears ti be leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for fo ort, 
Which is better tban ſervitely cringing at burt. i he 
What tho' he all whiten'd arid tf r W. 
The more he is powder'd, the more lj u; Wa mw 
A clown in his dreſs may be ae ER 
| Than a courtier who fruts in "His g 18 1 8 And 
Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd, they're not r fit to h _ 
{ The hands of his hettery are not very clean; [een or i. 
A palm more polite may as dirtjly deat” + Pr 
Gold, in handling, will flick to ie fingers like me: 
Wh-t tho” if a pudding for dinner he hacks, 
He cribs, without ſetuple, from other men's ſack 
In this, of right pple exawple he brage, 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 
Or ſhould he endeavour te heap an eftate, 
in his too he mimiekd the ile of the ie; Tr 
IWhoſe aim is alone hig own coſſers to fill, And 
| As all bis copeern's 39 hint grifts to but mill, H 
He eats when he's hu & dripks when = | Tha 
And down ben ha 2222 tbe Tha 
Then riſes up Tall 5 i 702 a 


j 
1 
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Wurm Britain's queen on Albion's firand 
Firſt landed from the German main, 
Neptune, the guardian of our land, 
ith Naids join'd, and ſung this ſtrain 2: 
Hail, happy iſle; 
Whoſe ſun has ſeldom ſeen, 
So gracious, ſo 
Belov'd a queen. 
Fair freedom Creads no galling chain, 
In George and Charlotte's love ſecure z 
For while the laws his will reſtrain, 
Her mild commands our hearts allure, 
Britons with glory, | 
With glory crown the day, 
From whence ſprung George 
And Charlotte's ſway. 


In her the power to charm is ſeen, 
With unaffected wit and ſenſe; 

A truly great, yet humble mien, 
Etfulgent truth and innocence, 


And when no more theſe virtues ſhine, 
Save in the bright hiſtoric page, 

Or in her own illuſtrious line, 
Prolong'd by heav'n from age to age, 


Still Britannia 

Her grateful voice ſhall raiſe, 
In joyful ſtrains, 

To Charlcitc's praiſe, 


— 4 — 
Tur breed came forth frac the barn, 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks; 
How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſh-ets ? 
That ha' neither blarkets, ne theets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has een right muckle to do, 


Woo'd and marry'd and aw 
Macry'd and wood and aw 


M1iscrLLANxEOUs SONGS. 


And was ſhe not very weel off, 
| To be woo'd and marry'd and aw ? 


| What is the matter? quoth Holly, 
Though we be ſcant o' claiths, 

We's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas, 

The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles of woaz 


| We's ſee a laſs of our ain, 


And ſhe'll ſpin blankets enow, 


Then vp ſpake the breed's mother, 


The deel ftick aw this preed! 
I had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed, 
My gown was linſy winſey, 
And ne er a fark at aw; 

Ane you ea' gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa, 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came frac the plough: 

Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer-enough ; 

The ſtirk that gaus in the tether, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 

To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad ye ha', ye jade? 


Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 


As he came home ſrae the kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you as well as I, 
For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha” a better than you, 
I'ſe ne er ha' ane in my life. 


Then up ſpake the breed's filter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 
O, gin I married to neet, 

*Tis aw that I'd defire 3 


| But J, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 


And do the beflI can; 


Mm 
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Warn Br queen on Abion's dend 
Firſt landed from the German main, 
Neptune, the guardian of our land, 
ith Naids join d, and ſung this ſtrain: 
Hail, happy iſle ; 
Whoſe ſun has ſeldom ſeen, 
So gracious, ſo 
Belov'd a queen. 
fair freedom Creads no galling chain, 
In George and Charlott?s love ſecure ; 
For while the laws bis will reftrain, 
Her mild commands our hearts allute. 


Britons with 
| With glory coma the day, 
5 From whence ſprung George 
And Charlotte's ſway. 


In her the power to chatm is ſeen, 
With unaffected wit and ſenſe; 

A truly great, yet humble mien, 
Effulgent truth and innocence. 


lad when no more theſe virtues ſhine, 
Save in the bright hiſtoric page, 

Or in her own illuftrious line, 
Prolong'd by heav'n from age to age, 


Still Britannia | 
Her grateful voice ſhall raiſe, 
In joyful trains, 
To Charlate's praiſe, 


—  Y 4 7 — 

Tar breed came forth frac the barn, 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks; 

How can I be married to-day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ha' neither blaykers, ne theets, | 

And wants a covering too ? 
The. breed that has aw things to borrow, 

Has d'en right muckle to do, 
Woo'd and marry'd and aw 3 

Matry'd and woe d and aw 5 


And was ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and marry'd and aw ? 


i What i is the matter? quoth Willy, 


Though we be ſcant o claiths, 
We 's creep the claiſer together, 
And drive away the fleas. - 
The ſummer is coming on, 
And we's get pickles of wooz 
We's ſee 1 our ain, 


| And ſhe Uſpin blankets enow;.. 


I Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 


- The deel ſtick aw this preed ! 
I had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 
MV gown was linſy winſey, 

And ne er a ſark at aw; 
Ane you ea' gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 


| 
| | As be came frae the plough : 


 Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer- enough; 
The ftirk that gaus in the tether, 
Azad our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt : 
| What wadye ha', ye jade? 
Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
| As he came home frae the kye; 
Wolly wou'd ne'er ha had you, 
Had he known you as well as IL, 
For you're baith proud and ſaucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wafe z 
Gin I ne'er ha” a better than you, 
I'ſe ne'er ha' ane in my life. 


Then up ſpake the breed's fitter, 
| As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 
O, gin I married to neet, 

| *Tis aw that I'd defire; 

But I, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſſ 1 ns 
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1 did not care what came o me, 
So I had buta gude man, 
Woo'sd and marry'd, &c. 


— ], oo | 
Wurn Fanny to woman is growing apace, 
The roſe-bud beginning to blow on her face; 


For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what, 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than, among the gay youths, a tyrant ſhe reigns ; 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what, 
Tho? all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, the ridotto and rout ; 
Tho flatter d, and envied, yet pines at her lot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 
A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him the likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing tis Czpid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for thing, but cannot tell what. 
Ye fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may; 
Each look, word. and action, your wiſhes betray 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, [what. 
Tho” they pant e er ſo much, you'll ſoon know for 
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Tuner ſay there is an echo here, 

I' try, Til try, Pll try; 

Ha! — tis not here —ha !—nor is it there, 
You'll find it by-and- by. 

Pray try again hal — try again, 

Perhaps this place more likely is; 
We'll find it by-and-by, 
Ha! Ha! 

Echo. | 
That's it—that's it: 
By Fove, you've hit it to a T, 

Zebo. Tea; 


; 
| 
| 
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At laſt he fell fick, as old chronicles tell, 


Ecbo. roll. 


It ſeems to be in a humour to cram, 
Echo. —_ : 
To cram — cram, cram, cram, cram, 
Echo ham — —= ham, ham, ham, 
As I hope to live, it calls for ham. 


Trrrt was an old mag, & tho' it's not common 
Yet, it he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho? its incredible, yet I've been told 


He was once a mere infant, but age made him old 1 Fer, C 
Whene'er he was hungry, he'd long for ſome meat, 

And, if he could get it, 'tis ſaid he would eat ; Tun 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, His 
And his liquor, moſt commonly ran down his throat, Wy, | 
He ſeldom or ever could ſes without light, His 
And yet, I've been told, he could hear in the night; p 


He has often been awake in the day time, tis ſaid, 
And has fallen afleep as he lay in his bed. 
Tis reported his tongue always mov'dwhen he tall d 
And he ſtirt d both bis arms & his legs when hewalk' d 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you feen him you'd 
For one leg ort'other would always be firſt. [ burſt, 
His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen d to grin 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs twixt his noſe & * chin 
| man, 
Among other ſtrange things that befel this good yeo 
He was married poor ſoul, & his wife was a woman ; 
And unleſs by that liar, Miſi Fame, we're beguil'd, 
We may roundly affirm he was never with child. 


And then, as folks ſay, be was not very well; 

But what was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition 
As he could not give fees, he could get no phyſicians 
What pity ! he died; yet, tis ſaid that his ceath 
Was oceaſion' d at laſt by a ſtoppage of breath; 


. 


Bu: 
Had heliv'd a dag longer, he d hen a day 


peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder! 
older. 
WITH 


W 1TH chearful old friend, & x merry old ſong, 
And 2 tankard of porter, I could fit the night long, 
ad laugh at the follies of theſe that repine, [wine 
ho* I muſt drink porter, while they can drink 
I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great; 

Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly eſtate 3 

But what I abhor, and deem 28 a curſe, 

I; meanneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe, 

Then let us, companions, be cheerful and gay, 

And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away; 
Upheld by a friend, aur foes we'll deſpiſe, 


la 1 Fer, the moze we are enry'd the higher we riſe, 
eat, | 09 — 

Tur farmer's dog leapt over the ſtyle, 
bo His name was little Bingo, | 

The farmer's dog leaptover the ſtyle, 

His name was little Bingo. 
B with an LI with an N, | 
, N with a G- with an 0; | 
His name was little Bingo: 

Ak Baſe N—_G—O! 
alle'd His name was little Bingo, - 
yon'UThe farmer lor d a cup of good ale, 
urit, He call'd it rare good lingo. 

The farmer lov'd, Sc. | | | 
eanz | ST with an I, Sc. 
| grin WAnd is not this a ſweet little ſong ? 
chin I think it aby jingo. 
man, And is not this, Se. 
d yeo | J with an I, &c. 
man ; | 
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You know I'm your prieſt, and your conſcience is 
But if you grow wicked, it's not a good ſign, [mine 
50 leave off your raking, and marry a wife 
And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled 
Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 
The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 


for life. 
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So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 
You out with your ring, and 1 pull out my book, 


The bride & the bridegroom in coats white as 


ſnow | 


8 


To my man then a challenge 


Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


| 1 thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey. 
You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 

I hut up my 


book, and I pocket your gold, 
6, Se. 


That ſnug little guinea for me, 


Ne Ka, 8 


- 


49 
bleen has prov'd ſo unte, 


Poor Darby! ah, what can you do? 
No longer Ill ſtay here a clown, 
But ſell off, and gallop to town : 

I'n dreſa, and I'll ſtrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizzle my hair, 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh; 
But how for to compaſs the cath. f 
At gaming, perhaps, I may win z 
With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd; 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 


A duel eſtabliſh my fame; . 
I'll write; 
But firſt, I'll be ſure he won't _ 

We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, | 
Then ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 
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Dx ar Kathleen, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed ont, 


You never dream how late tis. 

= morning gay, 

away | 

To have with you a bit of play, 

On two legs rid 

Along, to bid PR 

Good morrow to ight-caps | 

Mmz hi _Laft 
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Laſt night a lietle bowſy 
With whiſkey, ale, and eyder, 
J aſk'd young Betty Biowwzy, 
To let me fit belide her, 
Her anger roſe, 
And four as ſloes, 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe : 
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Yet here I've rid 
Along, to bid | 
Good-morrow to your night-cap 


% Beneath the honey-ſuckle, 
„The daiſy and the vi' let 
% Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 
% They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it. 
« Sweet Cal and Bell 
& Pve pleas'd fo well 
% Bu hold, I mutnt kiſs and tel 
% So here ['ve rid, | 
„ Along, to bid \ 
% Goocd-morrow to your night cap.” 


a — 1151 — 
Oo R reck'ning we've paid, here's to all bon repos, 
The decks we have clear'd, & 'tistime we ſhould go 
A coach did you ſay ? no, I'm fober and ftrong, 
Waiter ! call me a link boy, he ll light me along. 


Obſequious the dog with his dripping-torch bows, 

Your honor, poor Jack, fir, your honor, Fack knows 
For the ſake of the pence:hus hell honour me on, 
 Gold-duft ſtrows the race-ground where all honor's 


[ won, 


Hold your light up! whatbalf-naked'objets here lye, 
Thus hudzled in heaps ? good your honour, they cry; 
To poor creatures, your honour, ſome charity ſpare 
Honour's phraſe is neceſſity's common-place prayer 
Young periſhing out-caſts thus nightly are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too por to be own'd, 

For be, in theſe times, wou'd be policy's ſcorn, 
Who diſtreſs wou d aſſiſt, yet expect no return. 


With courtierelike bowing the ſhoe cleaners call. 
And effer their bruſh, ſtool, & ſhining black ball 
Japanniag, your honour, theſe colouritts” plan, 

Gag really ſome hogours may want a japan. 


For my fortune good, I winna marry 
']Een'sye like, quoth Fockey, ye may let me be. 


Ganging in a pleugh, and wand'ring o'er the lee; 


And gin you will not ha've me, ye may let me b 


To varniſh the taſte 18, t eaſes from duft, 
Each picture now glares with a tranſparent cruſt; 
Nay, ſome ladies faces are colour'd like blinds, 
While men uſe japanning, which maſquerades mind 
Of honour, of freedom, yet England can boaſt, 
And honour and freedom's an Engliſbman's toaſt 
May infamy ever deſerters attend, 
But honours crown thoſe who our hanours defend 
152 
J OCKEY ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my 2 good, 
thee, 


I ha'e gold and gear, I ha'e land enough, 
I ha'e ſeven good oxen ganging in a pleugh, 


And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 

Pve ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 
A peat ſtack fore the door, will make a ranting fi 
I'ſe make a ranting fire, and merry we will be, 


Fenny ſaid to Fockey, gin ye winna tell, 
Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the Jaſs myſel 3 
Ye're a banny lad, and I'm a laffic free, 
Ye're welcomer to take me than to let me be, 
A 0 ANG Os : 
S you mean to ſe: fail for the land of delight, 
Andinweclock's ſoft hammocksto ſwiag ev'ry nig 
If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhou ld prove 
Fill your ſails with affection, your cabin with love 
Let your heart, like the mainmaſt, be ever upright, 
And th= union you boaſt like our tackle be tight; 
Of the ſheals of indiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the qu ick ſands of jealouſy never come near. 


If huſbands e er hope to live peaceable lives, [ wive 
They muſt ceckon Thins give the helm to the! 
For the evener we go, boys, the bettet we fail, 
And on ſhip-board the helm is tillrul'd by the ta 


Then liit to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe 
If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deipi 


A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 


And a hundred to one but you double Cape Hern. | 
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That you with youth uncommon, 
lave ſerv'd the girls this trick, | 
And wedded an old woman ? 

Happy Dick ? 

h belle condemns the choice 

Of a youth fo gay and ſprightly 

But we, your friends, rejoice, 

That you have judg'd ſo rightly 2 : 

Happy Dick ! 

hough odd to ſome it ſounds, 

That on threeſcore you veatur'd,' 

et in ten thouſand 


leez Happy Dick ! 
auty, we know, will fade, 
| As doth the ſhort liv'd flower; 
ig fir ¶ or can the faireſt maid | 
©, Inſure her bloom an hour 2 
ne b Happy Dick! 
Then wiſely you _—_ | 
For fixty, charms to tranſient; 
As the curious value coin 
We. The more for being ancient : 
Happy Dick! 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
The fading beauties round her. 
And the herſelf ſtill be 
right, The ſame that firſt you found her 2 
iht; Happy Dick . 
clear, Oft is the married ſtate 
ear. With jealouſies attended; 
; ad hence, through foul debate) 
[ 1 Are nuptial joys ſuſpended: 
1 Happy Dick! 
he tail But you, with ſuch a wife, 
No jealous fears are under; 
* 3_ {She's yours alone, for life, 
— Or moch we all N wonder: 
Jen? 


VV HENCE comes it, neighbour Dick, 


Ten thouſand charms are center'd 2 


M1$ceLLantous Sons; | 
Her death would grieve you fore, 


But let not that rorment you 3 


My life ! ſhe'll ſee fourſcore, 


If that will but content you 2 
Happy Dick ! 


On this you may rely, 


For the pains you took to win her, 


{ She'll ne'er in child-bed die, 


Ualeſs the devil's in herz 
Happy Dick ! 


Some have the name of hell 

To matrimony given 

How falſly you can 

Who find it fuch a heaven 
Happy Dick ! 

With you, each day and night 

Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs; 

While eavious virgins bite 

The hated ſheets for madneſs 2 
Happy Dick ! 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſe 
had miſs'd in any other; 
And when you've buried this, 
May you have ſuch another: 
Happy Dick! 
Obſerving hence, by you 
Ia marriage ſuch decorum, 
Our wiſer youth ſhall do f 
As you have done before em : 
Happy Dick! 


My ite te died lat Saturday nigh 
buried her on the Sunday 

I courted another, in coming from churfth, 
And I married again on Monday 


On Tueſday after, I ftole a horſe; 


On Weaneſday apprehended ; 
| On Thurſday, I was tried and caft, 


| Way "i 


And To morrow the week will be ended. 
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For you ev'ry ſhepherd the us'd with diſdain, 
But Strepbon, alas, is a falſe-hearted ſwain. | 
Tothe willow, e. - 


For the ſake of the nymph, whom your wit did 
Add a tear to the brook, adda figh to the air; 
But if your hard heart doth relentleſs remain, 


May you love as I love, and like me love ia vain. | 


To the willow, Ec. 


Warn firſt my ſage mother began to adviſe, 


© Deareſt Nancy (ſaid ſhe) to be virtuous and good, | 


To treacherous man ſhut your ears and your eves.' 
I promis'd for certain I wou'd if I cou'd. [fair, 

On the green when I danc' d, and the lads call'd me 
While fighing and flatt'ring on tip-toe they ſtood, 

They begg'd I'd believe them their Vows were ſin- 
I told them I certainly wou'd if I cou'd, [cere; 


And when my dear Fockey appear'd on the plain, 
Each elde:ly maiden and ill-natur'd prude, 

All bid me beware of the blooming young ſwain. 
I ſaid with a figh I wou'd if I cou'd, 

He approach'd with delight, and call'd me ſweet 


Then whiſper'd with all the reſpect that he ſhou'd 


If I offer'd my hand, you'd refuſe, I'm afraid ; 
I, laughing, reply'd, I wou'd if I cou'd. 


Thoſe ſmiles are propitious, the ſhepherd then ory'd 
Thy meaning, tho' humble, be ſoon underſtood, 
We'll meet in the morn, & I'll make you my bride, 
I promis'd, with bluſhes, I wou'd if I cou'd. 
We mer this bleſt morning, and haſten'd away, 
For my ſhepherd is honeſt, and faithful, and good 
And I, ſimple I, faid I'd love and obey; | 
But certainly meant, that I wou'd if I cau'd. 


Wurx dewy morn on moon beams bright, 
Invite our nymphs to ſport and play; 
To me their ſongs give no delight, 
Love tunes my ſad and mournful lay z 
And all the day long, 
I fing this. ſad ſong, 
Return to my arms, my dear ſwain; 


New SoNGs, 


[enfnare | 


Imaid; 
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O love bring him here, 0 
To baniſh my care, | 
Or—ygive me my heart back again, 
He promis'd he ſoon wou'd return, 
While tender fighs beſpake his truth; 
Yet ſtill my Jemmy do I mourn, 
I ſtill lament the abſent youth. 
And all the day long, Cc. 


Thus Jenny ſung among the broom, - 
Where liſt'ning ſtood her conſtant ſwaing 
The lad came forth, Ge ken'd him ſoon, 
And carroll'd ſweet her alter'd ſtrain, 
Now all the day long, | 
Love and joy claims my ſong z 
For Jemmy once more cheers our plain ; 
Fond love brought him here, 
To baniſh my care, | 
Not to—give me my heart back again. 


I Told a ſweet damſel a tender ſoft tale, 
Each eve as we fat in the ſhade, | | 

In hopes that in time my fond ſuit might prevail, 
For ſhe was a delicate maid. 

I ſaid that my love was ſo ardent and true, 
That nothing my paſſion cou'd cure, 


| But ſhe only anſwer's, ah ! what will you do? 


"Tis a pity indeed to be ſure, 
I play'd on my pipe, and ſung a ſoft ſong, 
The ſentiments warm from my heart : 
She liſten'd attentive, but then ere twas long, 
Declar'd it was time to depart. . 
I preſs'd her white hand with a langyiſhing ſmile, 
And ſaid, pity the pangs I endure, | 


But no other anſwer cou'd gain all the while, 


Than, pity indeed to be ſure. 
At length little Cupid affifted my plan, 
To ſoften the nymph to my mind, 


| My wiſhes to crown, and my heart more trepan, 


She ſoon became tender and kind ; 
To church the next day ſhe conſenied to go, 
Suſpenſe I no longer endure, | 
For wedlock's the greateſt delight we can know, 


„* - 


'Tis charming indeed to be ſure, —COME, 
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Cour, and crown your Billy's wiſhes, 
Vain's the taſk you now purſue; 
Leave, O leave, thoſe pewter diſhes, 
Think not they can ſhine like you, 


What, tho' curling ſtreams around thee, 
Quick in circling eddies play, | 

Beauty's luftre might confound me, 
Did not thoſe obſcure its ray, 


While you ſcour that radiant pewtery 
Which reflect: our roly hue 3 
Who'd not wiſh to be a ſuitor 
To its bright reflexion too. - 
| $ 
ForTUNE's like a tight—or flip bor, 
As Tue heard that poets ſay; 
If tight it galls—if looſe it trips you 
So I'll keep the middling way, 
Tight: ſhoe nips you 
Looſe i} oe trips you. 
Nips you, 
5 Trips you; 
So I'll keep the middling way. 


| 


$. — 
SINCE I feel I am growing old, 
Let me not united prove 
Fire and water—heat and cold 
The ſeythe of time and ſhaft of love. 


But would you know the art 
Of poſſeſſing the heart, 
Untivall'd fix'd—conftant and kind, 
That loves you—not your pelf, 
Fall in love—with yourſelf, 
And the devil a rival you'll find. 


Lo mms [shy beaux 
Bitty Briſtle ſcorns to rank with thoſe flimſy 
Who with heelpiec'd conſtitution, and with never 


Van out a life of pleaſure : [paid for clothes, 


They faintly ſqueeze the hand, while 1 boldly 
ſqueeze the toe; cry out oh 


But *tis all in the way of buſineſs, tho” the ladies | 


Naw Sonxcs. 


I mourn a lover huſband dead. 
| | 3 
| Warn cruel parents ſullen frown, 


| « "Tis love, dear love! that has undone me.“ 


Like a double channel pump, & as fmart as a ſeal- 
kin ſhoe, . [ wear out two, 
Tho? I don't much look the beau—but egad Ill 

| Who yawn out life a pleaſure, 
And faintly ſqueeze the hand! while I boldly 
ſqueeze the toe, {cry out oh |! 
For tis thus I fit the ladies, tho' they ſometimes 
Of the foot and the heart I take meaſure. 
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TRE fag through the foreſt, when rouz d by the 
Sore frighted, high- bounding. flies wretched, forlorn 
Quick panting heart burſting, the hounds nowinview 
Speed doubles ! ſpeed doubles | they eager pui ſue. 
But ſeaping the hunters again through the groves, 
Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he rove 
Not ſo in his ſoul who from tyrant love flies, 
| The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing he dies. 
12 

Bear on my heart, eyes pour your tears, 
Corroding grief conſumes my years z 
As thou, my girl, I once was glad, 
But now a widow ever ſad, 


Love made me happy for a while, 


| And then, like thee, I'd chearful ſmiles 
Now like the willow droops my head, 


And loud complaints and chidings ſtun me, 
I cry, “ alas! if 'm undone, 


Oh how happy, happy e'en in ruin 
What pleaſures flow from my undoing ! 
My parents, friends, were all forgot, 
When once my true love came a-wooing ! 


Of the foot and the heart 1 take meaſure, | 


No terrors from the world I ſee, — 

No fear of babblers I diſcoverz 1 e 

Talk on, gay world ! the world to me 4 

Is my dear conſtant, conſtant lover! hen 

| e Q haw happy, &cs Ani 

Can ve, ve old, refuſe conſent? | He pr 

| Oh let not rigid rules entrap ye! Fo An, 


Se. 


For what means prudence, but content? | 
Or what content, but to be happy? | 
| Oh how happy, happy! Sc. 
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1S once a gentle red -breaſt took his ſtand, 

0 chant his ſong upon Fliza's hand; 

ſiewing the garden with a wiſhful eye, 

e from his lovely miſtreſs ſtrove to fly: 
Harm d, ſhe caught him quickly to her breaft, 
ad thus the fooliſh flutt'ting bird addreſs'd : 


What though, when morning gilds the plain, 
« And nature's ſongſters crowd the ſpray, 
You never trill your love-taught ſt:ain, 

« Melodious to the bright'ning day: Wo 


Torn from its mate, thou ne'er ſhalt know 
« What pangs a lover's breaſt invade, 
Nor pour thy tale of tender woe 

«© Mid the dark foreſt's dreary ſhade," 


he faithful Damon, who had ſeen him ſip 
\mbrofial fragrance from Fl:z2's lip, | 
ad heard him oft his plaintive notes prolong, 
nd ſooth her with his ſoft enchanting ſong, 
o his feather d friend this leſſon did impart, 
hich ſoon recall'd and fix d his wand'ring heart: 
Sweet ſocial bird, contented reſt, 
« Elias captive ſtill remain, 
With eviry kind endearment bleſt 
« *Tis liberty to wear her chain. 


Then {well for her thy little throat, 
& For her attune thy ſweeteſt lay; 
Her beauty will inſpire each note, 
« Her ſmiles thy labour well repay.” 


4 an—_—_— [> ww 
HA! where is my 8 ſongſters, ah where 
Say, what can occaſion his ſtay ? | 
e preſs'd m to go with him once to the fair, 
And I told him it muſt be to day: 
Nhen he aſk'd my conſent, I agreed with a ſmile, 
And ſoon as we ſettled the plan, 
He promis'd to wait for me here at the tile, 
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But tis not the crowd of the village I feel, 
Nor does Damon delight in ſuch joys ; 
For well I reinember he told me laſt week, 
Content fled from tumult and noiſe : 
His heart is a ſtranger to falſhood and guile 
No virgin he ſtrives to trepa ; 


|| He promis'd to wait for me here at the ſti le, 


And I'm certain he'il come if he can, 


Though great folks, to make me a wife may. be 
Though Damon no riches can boaſt, [ glady 
From his childhood he ſhar'd with me all that he 
And his kindneſs ſhall never be loſt, 
As a boy I partook of his ſports and his toil, 
So his fortunes I'li ſhare as a man; 
He promis'd to wait for me here at the tile, 
Ana I'm certain he'll come if he can, 
| 16 
Warn o'er the downs, at early day, 
| My low land Willy hi'd him 
With joy I drove my cows that way, 
In milking to abide him; 
My bonny bonny lowland Will, 
My bonny lowland Willy ; 
My bonny bonny, Sc. 
O love, to ſhew thy pow'r divine, 


— 


Make che lowland laddy mine, 


My bonny bonny, Sc. 


j Twas o'er the downs he firſt began 
| To tell how well he lov'd me; 


Cou'd I refuſe the charming man 
Ah! no, his paſſion mov'd me. 
My bonny boany, &c 

My Willy's love to me is joy, 

| LIJown'd it ſoon believe me; 

To Kirk I il hie me wi' the boy, 

For he will ne'er deceive me. 


| My bonny bonny, Sc. 
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War virgin or ſhepherd in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays, | 
The ſong of the heart and the offspring of love, 


And I'm certain he Il come if he can. 


O'er 


{ When ſung in my Cordon praiſe. 
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O'er brook and o'er rake as be hies to the bow'r, 
How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip, 

And ſure when of love he deſcribes tho ſoft power, 

þ The honey dew drops from his lip. 


How ſweet is the primm oſe the violet how ſweet, 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze, 

But Corydon's kiſs when by moonlight we meet, 
To me is far ſweeter than theſe. | 

I bluſh at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 

1 figh when J offer to ſpeak. 

And oh what delight my fond boſom o'erflows, 

When I feel the ſoit touch of his cheek. 


Reſponſive and ſhrill be the notes from the ſpray, | 


Let the pipe thro? the village reſound, 
Be ſmiles in each face O ye ſhepherds to day, 
And ring the bells merrily round : 
Your favours prepare my companions with ſpeed, 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 
A twelvemonth ago on this day I agreed, 
To be my lov'd Corydor's _ 
, | 
"Wane abſent from the ſwain I love, 
Tho? dull each ſeaſon of the year, 
IT know his mind can never rove, 


And fill to him I'll prove fincere, 


While abſent, & Co 
What are all the beaux of pleaſure, | 
That around the city rove, 
Or the miſers wealth or treaſure, 
To the ſhepherd I approve, 
He has ev'ry charm to pleaſe me, 
He alone is my deſire, 
Ceaſe ye coxcombs then to teaze me, 
Damon only I admire, 
Damon, &c, 


U 


1 TH ů— 
N ſearch of ſome lambs from my flocks that had 
One morning I roam'd o'er the plain, [ftcay's, 
But alas, after all the enquiries I made, 

I found it was labour in vain, 


Then vex'd and fatigu'd I reclin'd in 5 ſhade, 
Ang ſung how young Colin the * 


Naw Soncs. 


Now, now, ſaid he, Pbæbe my paſſion requite 


Lack a day, it were labour in vain. 


| | __ Coquettiſh airs and pride give o der, 


L 


My love to obtain with endearments eſſay'd 
But he ſigh'd and he ſooth'd me in vain. 
Ah me! Glly fool thus I chid my coy heart, 
Who cou' d let him unpitied complain, 
Ang ſuffer a boſom untainted with art 
deſpair and ftill labour in vain. 


From the copſe full of rapture my Colin flew light 
Where he lurk'd and had heard my fond firain 


And no more let me labour in vain. 


A bluſh gave my hand and my heart to the youth 
While he thank d me and thank d me Win, 
And now to deny a return to his truth 


209 — 
ReciTATIVE. 
affect diſdain, 
To vex the heart you moſt approve, 
Why wou'd you give the ſhepherd pain, 
Becauſe he's true to — and | love, 


An Celia why 


In time ſweet maid, in time relent, 
The ſwain tir'd out may ſue no more 


And you too late, too late repent, 


| Alx. 
Celia let not pride undo you, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on, 
Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 
Still in vain till love is gone, 
Let not, Ec. 
When your beauties ate decay d, 
Vou' h repeat and die a maid. 
You'll repent, c. 
See how fair the blooming roſe ia, 
Once by all ſo jultly praie'd, 
When the role its fragrance looſes, 
See the wither d thing deſpis'd. 


When the roſe, _ Da Ca 


daylll ar 


| Wear iſt mee Sings tock by whale end I 1 
Was it nut your fond cuſtom to promiſe and iay. 


a Ca 


dayfll am ſafe from your arms, 


You preſt me, 
Careſt me, 


hardly was — yes naYs 
| hardly, Se. 


at then you cou'd go, and to others be kind, 


Careſt them, 

And them, , 

faw not your falſhood, for love made me blind. 
it now all my fondneſs is turn'd into hate, 


ll have my revenge you ſhall feel tis from Kare, 
I' hauntye, 


To daynt ye, 
ij doubts and ſuſpicions thro' life be your fate, 


ſelf, 
O court at one time three young maids ye bold 


ancy one of us might very well do, 
u'd find me enough of ail conſcience for you. 


wou'd you have done if all three had complied 
be + low ſays one ſhepherd can have but one bride, 
| had been rated the third of a wife, 


my rage I bad made yon be tried for life. 
In my rage, Cc. 


once we cou'd do without love and the men, 
e ſhou'd not be cozen'd again and again, 


they were more ſheepith we might be too kind, 


Warn you knelt at my feet, 
And kiſs' d me ſo ſweet, 
tat was Ito think or to do? 
With joy and with pain, 
I ſaw my dear ſwain, 
! I had not been in love but for you, 
Oh! I'd not, Se. 
Was it worth ſo much art, 
To win a poor heart, | 
d leave its young owner to grieve, 
Tho' a dupe to your charms, 


it and bid the tongus that was made to deceive. 


nd ia. 


jj to bring other maidens as much to your — 


well muſt you thiak of that creature * 


t love is our errand, and ſwains ſpeak their mind 


1 


| 


| 


| 


j 


| 
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— yen falſe lout, 
Your tricks are found out, 


| Be hooted for this off the plain t 


May the nymph ne'er be true, 
Who is courted by you, 


May you 882 and be lov'd not again, 
— üKh— 24 — — 
I got to be inted in love, 
Nor yet to be ſtinted in ladies, 
I thought I cou'd bill like a dove, 
And courting my pleaſure and trade is * 
I I;k'd one for the charms of her face, 
For wit and for wiſdom another, 
The third for a nameleſs ſoft grace, 
Then why is ſo mighty a pother ? 
Put all theſe perfections in one, 
To one only one I'll de ſteady, 
But ſurely the ſwain you won't ſhun, 


Who for beauty at all times is ready, 
Who for, &a 


. — 
Lzr us fly to W 2h bowers, 
From the hot and ſultry hours, 
From the bot and ſultry hours 3 
Let us ſeek the ſhelt” ring ſhade, 
Where the ſun beams can't invade, 
Wherethe ſun beams can't invades 

Let us, Ee. 


All our paſſions may be ſtill, 
Near the gently purliag rill. 
_ Evry tumult of the breaſt, 
Silent groves can lull to reft. 
Farewel then to ſtriſe and noiſe, 
Welcome ſweet and tranquil joyn. 
Silent groves, &c. 


Farewel ſweet and tranquil jovs, 
Sounds of riot charm no more, 
Rural ſcenes can peace reſtore, 


Rural ſcenes can peace reſtose. 
Rural, Se. 
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W 265 8ſt [ert0 arms, 
HEN the trumpets ſhrill notes call'd the ſold- 

Each youth left ſoft pleaſure for wars rude alarms. 

The trumpets ſhrill notes led to conqueſt & fame, 

And each youth is return'd with a heroes great name. 

And each, &e, 


Fair beauty now invites the ſwain, 
Where peace and pleaſure ever reign, 
To tragrant wood and ſhady grove, 
Sacred to friendſhip and to love, 
Sacred to, Sc. [arms, 


| When the trumpets ſhrill notes ſhall again call to 
Again our protectors ſhall ſhield us from harms, 
W h<nthe trumpets ſhrill notes thall again lead to fame 


Bright conqueſt their valour and worth ſhall pro- 


Bright conqueſt, &c, [claim. 


27 
A SOLDIER, a ſoldier, a foldier for me, 
His arms aie ſo bright, 
And he looks ſo upright, 
So gallant and gay, 
When he trips it away, 
Who is fo nice and well-powder'd as he. 


Sing rub a dub 1ub a dub rub a dub a dub a dub dub 


| Thunder and plunder, 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me. 


Each 


{ dub 


morn when we ſee him upon the parade, 

He cuts ſuch a flaſh, 

With his gorget and ſaſh, 

And makes ſuch ado, 

With his gaiter and queue, 

Sleeping or waking, who need be afraid, 
Sing, rub a dub, Cc. 
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Or elſe when he's mounted ſo trim and ſo tall 
Witch broad ſword in hand, 

The whole town to command, 
Such capers, ſuch prances, . 
Such ogling, ſuch glances, 

Our hearts gallop off, and are left at Y hiteball 

Sing taran tantaran tantaran tantaran tan | 

Trumpet and thump it, 

A ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me, 

| -- ſoldier, Sc . | 

23 commenters = 

YouNG Patie blames me ev'ry day, 

For having gin my hand away, 

For, having, Sc. 

Unto a care that's dim and zuld, 

Becauſe that he had ftore of gold, 

Yet Patie muſt by me be taught, 

It was not mine but Mither's fault, 


I was too young to think of love, 

Which made me then her choice approve, 
But had I then my Patie ſeen, 

Auld Gilpin's wife I ne'er had been, 

By charms ef gold I then was caught, 


Yet 'twas not mince but Mither's fault. I 

{ 
Yet fince I'm wedded I'll be true, If th 
And keep my word and honour too, C- 
Perhaps Auld Gilpin ſoon may die, No n 


Then Patie may his place ſupply, 
But if by age again I'm caught, 
It ſha'no be my Muther's fault. 


all, 
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Linnet's neſt with anxious care, 


When inſtantly the plunder'd pair, 


And is it thus, eries I, unkind, 
You'd raiſe compaſſion in me ? 
Hence, cruel, hence—unleſs you find 
Some better way fo win me. 
Alas ! if to give pain, cry'd be, 
My love for you has wrought me, - 
I practiſe but that cruelty, 1 
You have ſo often taught me. 
If thus the Linnet, and his mate, 
Can raiſe compaſſion in you; 
No more unkindaefs intimate, 
But let your Strephon join you. 
This ſaid, like lightning back he flew, 
The-mofly neſt reſtoring z 
The linnets kept their young in view, 
No more their loſs deploring : 


Had rais'd affections in me; 


This certain way to win me, 


An! roſe, forgive the hand ſevere, 
Thar fnatch'd thee from thy ſcented 


Vhere bow'd with many u pearly tear, 


Thy widow'd partner droops its head. 


Young Strephon one day found me, | 


With cries came fluttering round me: 


ean- while this act ſo ſweet, ſo kind, 
nd Strephon was well pleas'd ta find 


W 


* 
» 


Or ſadly gem'd with kindied teart, 


The fire of youth, the froſt of age, 


And thou ſweet violet, modeſt flow'r, 


O take my ſad relenting figh, 
Nor ſlain the breaſt whoſe glowing pow'r 
With too much fondneſs bid thee die. 


| Sweet lilly, bad I never gaz'd - 

With rapture on your gentle form, 

| You might have dy'd, unknown, unprais 
The victim of ſome ruthleſs ſtorm, 

Where fickle Love his altar rears, 
Your little bells had learnt to wave, 


Had deck'd ſome hapleſs maiden's grave. | 
Inconſtant woodbine, wherefore rove, 
With gading ftem about thy bow'r, 


4 Why with my darkling myrtle wove, 


In bold defiance mock my-pow'r: 
Why quit thy native garden fair, 


+ To flaunt thy buds, thy odours fling, 


| And idly greet the paſſing air, 
On evgry wanton zephyr's wing ? 
Vet, yet, repine not, tho' ſtern Fate 
Hath nip'd thy leaves of varying hue, 
Since all that's lovely, ſoon or late, 
Shall fick'ning fade, and die like you a 


\ 


Nor Wiſdom's voice, nor Beauty's bloom, 


 Th' infatiate tyrant can aſſuage, 


| 


that ſeal d your doom. 


Or ſtop the hand 
| Nun 


Scrav 
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Stay, traveller, tarry here to night, 
FT The rain yet beats, the wind is loud, 
The moon has too withdrawn ber light, 
And gone to ſleep behind. a cloud: 


«Tis fev'n long miles acroſs the moor, 

© And ſhou'd you chance to go aftray, 

You'll meet, 1 fear, no friendly door, 
+ Nor Soul to tell the ready way. 


Come, deareſt Kate, our meal prepare, 
This ſtranger ſhall partake our beſt, 
A cake and raſher be his fare, 
With ale that makes the weary bleſt : 
Approach the hcarth, there take a place, 
And till the hour of dreſs draws nigh, 
Of Rebin Hood and Chevy Chace 
We'll fing—then to our pallets hie. 
Had I the means I'd uſe you well, 
*Tis little I have got to boaſt; 
Yet ſhould you of this cottage tell, 


Say, Hal, the woodman, was your hoſt, 


InentST with . fond deſite, 
My troubled mind has ſtrove 

To check the thought that dare aſpire 
To gentle Anna's love. | 


But renſon cannot love reftraing 
And vain my efforts prove; 

My heart till fondly longs to gain 
In gentle Anna's love, | 


CoLD lle the wind, no gleam If light, 
When Ellen left her home. | 
And brav'd the horrors of the night, 
O'er dreary wilds to roam. 
The lovely maid had late been gay, 
When Hope and Pleaſure ſmil'q 3 
But now, alas! io Grief a prey 
Wau Ellen, Sonow's child. 
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She long was William's promis'd bride, 
But ah ! how ſad a doom, 

The gentle youth in Beauty's pride, 
Was ſummons'd to the tomb 

No more thoſe joys ſhall Ellen prove, 
Which many an hour beguil'd ; 

From morn till eve ſhe mourns her 

Sweet Ellen, Sorrow's child. 


| With falt'ring ſtep away the hies, 


O'er William's grave to weep, 
For Ellen there with tears and fighs, 
| -- up watch would often keep: 

The pitying angel ſaw her woe. 

And came with aſpect mild 

Thy tears ſhall now no longer flow, 

Sweet Ellen, Sorrow's child. 
Thy plaintive notes were heard above, 

Where thou ſhalt ſoon find reſt, 

Again thou ſhalt behold thy love, 

And be for ever bleſt: : 


Ab! can ſuch blifs be mine, ſhe cry'd, 


With voice and looks fo wild, 


Then ſunk upon the earth and dy'd— 


Sweet Ellen, Sorrow's child. 


6 
mt a vor'ry of Bacchus, 


bis godthip adore, 


And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour; 


| And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom inſpires, 
For ſhe lights in our ſouly the moſt ſacred of fires; 
Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold, 
My bottle and laſe I by turns muſt enfold ; 
For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove 
Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the goddeſs of love. 
When fill'd to the fair, the briſk bumper I hold, 
Can the miſer ſurvey with ſuch pleaſure in gold; 
| The ambrofia of gods no ſuch reliſ can boaſt. 
If good yu fil your glaſs, and fair Kitty 's the 
t - 


And the charms of your girl more angelic will be, 


If ber ſofa's encircled with wreaths from his tree; 
4 


For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can prove 


| 


Is of Bacchus, gay god, and the 9 


0 
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All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoul, | — 1 10 — 
O give me my fair. one and give me my bowl; Ip a ſailor would not like a lubber appear, | 
Bliſs reflected from either will ſend to my heart | He muſt very well know how to band, reef and 
Ten thouſand lweet joys which they can't have | ſteer 3 
apart: But a better manœurvre *mongft feamen is found, 
Go try it ye ſmilling and gay looking throng, "Tis the tight little maxim to know how to ſound, 
And your hearts ſhall in uniſon beat to my ſong, | Which a ſailor ſhould learn from a bay to 2 thoal, 
That the fweeteſt of unions that mortals = prove | But * kind of founding, is founding the 
Is of Bacch and the goddeſy Ove. , | 
: =» ODE 7 | F've ſounded a- ſhore and "As ſounded at ſea, 
WT ; * ; I've ſouned a-weather I've ſounded a-lee, 
Tae 22 r 8 I've ſounded my quine at the rendezvous houſe, 
Where oft, ales 3 4 4 . —_— : And I've ſounded my purſe without finding a ſoufe; 
Is Doke's hoot ts ace har bY 7 a. What then, they*ve a brother in each honeſt ſoul, 
mY | And ſailors can ne'er want for ſounding a bowl. 
Go, gentle gale, I ah waft my parting ſighs, All men try for ſoundings wherever they ftcer ; 
Fraught with the. anguiſh of a heart that dies; Your Nabobs for ſoundings try hard in Cape Clear; 
Breath all the ſorrows of a ſad adieu, ; I And there is not a ſoul from the devil to the Pope, 
Then ſwiftly fpeed me from the ſyren's view. That could live but for ſouading the Cape of G 
And thou, ſweet ſoother, whoſe reſponſive ſtrain Hope : 
Returns each figh 2nd echoes every pain, 3 Nor A nor danger, our hearts ſhall con- 
bear this poignant pang, theſe pangs d ul, 
And ſoftly figh them to the cruel fair. {deſpair, | Tho gory he rein fungings—ahil founding 
wl. 
Moxic charms the ravih'd ſoul, - | Be gill my heart, embrace — 1 
: Every paſſion can controul 3 z Nor ftrive for liberty io vain 
Fires: Sounds though rais'a by human art, For all thy efforts only prove 
, Can ſtrike the ear and touch the heart. | —. 2 — how 1 _ 
| e day and ni t devoid of re 
xrove boy Long . n The anxious fears that fill my breaft—e 
hy Moſe deſcend, and O defend, Theſe witneſs to the pow'rs above 
ola From rude hands, the facred firain. How much I feel, how much I love. 
—— | Then waft her, Tephyrus, my fighsy 
4 , 5 | 9 And tell her, Cupid, though my eyes, 
* the O Flowing fountain ſhould'ſ thou e er With what a paſſion long I've ftrove — 
„ 3 Glver' er ware around her glide, How much J feel, how much I love. 
de. 82 thou art d by love's fond tear, 6 
mY But murmur not whole eyes ſopply'd: 1 War is beauty but a flower, 
prove Or ſhould'ſ thou gentle zepbyr c'er A roſe that blooms for an hour, 
ove. Approach the idol of my heart, Cheriſh'd by the tears of Spring, 
Tell her then, breath a Ggh fincere, R 


But whiſper not whoſe figh thou art. 


- See how ſoon its colour flies, 
Bluſhing, trembler, droops and dies; 
Ade will come with wint'ry face, | 

Eyv'ry tranſient joy to chace. 


Friendſhjp's but an empty name, 
Glitt'ring like a vap'riſh flame; 
Youth flies {aft ane ſoon dacays, 
Bliſs is loſt while time celays ; 
Deck, O deck, your couch with flow 13, 
Laugh away the ſportive hours ; 
Then fince life's a fleeting day, 
Ah ! enjoy it while you may, 
OO —_—_—_—_— 
Ter me babbling echo why 
You return me ſigh for figh z 


When I of flizhed love complain, 
Tou delight to mock my pain. 


Bold intro der night and day, 
Buſy tell-tale hence awayz 
Me and my cares in filence leave, 
Come not near me whilſt I grieve. 


But if my | ſwain in all his charms, 

Returns to bleſs my longing arms, 

Fl call thee from thy dark retreat, 

The joyful tidings to repeat. : 

Repeat, repent, repeat thy firain, 

Tell it o'er and o'er again; 

From mora till night prolong thetale, 
Leet it ring from vale io vale, 


14 — 
Is am'rous mood young Strephon long 
Had told a melting tale, 
And tun's his pipe and rais'd his ſong 
To Fanny of rhe vale : 
The blooming Nymph attentive heard 
| _ Whate'er the ſhepherd ſaid, 
And oft as feriouſly declar'd, 
She vow's te dre a maid. 


The ardent youth his ſuit to gain, | 
And all her fears remove, 

Said, Taat ſuch vows were held in rain 

_ By Jupiter and Love 3 s 1 


— 


— 
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Then graſp d her hand, and look'd and bgh'd, 
and ev*ry art diſplay d, 

Vet ſtill ſhe jeeringly reply d, 
' She vow'd to die a maid. 


The church in view, acroſs the mead, _ 
He pointed to the place 

The fair one let him gently lead, 
And ſoon faid Hymen s grace: 

With ſparkling eyes ſhe view'd the 2 
And laughingly the faid, 


| 'Tis your fault if my vow remain, 


To let me dic a maid. 


DEAR image of the maid I love, 
Whoſe charms you bring to view, 

In abſence ſome delight J feel, 

| By gazing ſtill on you: Pg 

Debar'd her fight by tyrant pow'r, 

_ How wretched ſhouſd | be, 

But that I cheer each lonely hour 
By gazing ſrill on thee. 


Oh! could I call this fair one mine, 
What rapture ſhould I feel; . 
Oh ! could I prefs that orm divine, 
1 Each hour my bliſs wou d ſeal: 
| But, ah! depriv'd of all her charms, 
My ſoul canfind no reſt; 
And ſhould ſhe bleſs another's ume, 
Deſpair would fill my bread. | 


2 — 
A Tinker I am, 1 2 0 
My name's Natty Sam, 
From morn to night 1 trudge it 3 
So low is my fate, 
My perſonal eftate 
Lies all within this budget, 


Work for the tinker ho ! good wives, 

| For they are lads of mettle— 

| *Twere well if you could-mend your lives, 
As I can mend a ME . 


1 Tt 


The man of war, } When deep immers'd in ſulph'rous ſmoke, 
The man of the bar, He feels a glowing pleaſure; 
_ Phyficians, priefts, free thinkers, He loads his gun, or cracks his joke, 
That rove up and down, . Elated beyond meaſure : 
Great London town, | Tho! fore and aft the blood ftain'd decke, 
What are they all but tinkers ? Should lifeleſs trunks appear ; 
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Work for the tinker, &c. Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


Thoſe mong the great 

Who tinker the ſtate, 

And badger the minority, 
Pray what's the end 

Of their work my friend, 

But to rivet a good majurity ? 


The ſailor knows no fear. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
— Where ſcorching beams aſſail him; 
| When all the canvas hangs ſupine, 


Work for the tinker, &c, And food and water fail him: 


This mends his name, 

That cobbles his fame, 
That tinke:rs bis reputation 
| And thus, had I time, 


Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhore, 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning | 

They call the watch—bis rapture's oer 
He ſighs, but ſcorns complaining. 


7 I could 1 in my rhyme, | 
olly 2 all the nation. Or burning on that noxious coa 
Work for the tinker, &c, | where death ſo oft befriend 1 * 3 
—— 17 — Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland's froſt, 
Sing the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, True courage till attends him 


A theme renown'd in ſtory ; 
It well deſerves more poliſh'd lays, 


hea lightnings dart, when thunders toll, 
And all is wild commotion : 


_ | Noclime can this eradicate, 
He glories in annoyance, 


And fay, aretars rewarded ? 


Is peace theft would you ſtarve them; 
What ſay ye Britain's ſons;— Oh! no, 
| Protect them and reſerve them 4 


* 
22 
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Then oh! prote &, Kc. 


Then ch! protect, &c, 


Oh,! "tis your boaſt and glory. He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
V hen mad- brain war ſpreads death around, And bids grim death defiance. 
By them you are protected; 3 | Thea oh, protect, æc. 
ut when in peace the nation's d, ö | ktows no fears, , 
Theſe bulwarks are neglected. "Pp — den neylected + 8 
Then O! protect the hardy tar, Behold him moving long the piers, 
Be mindful of his merit , Pale, meagre and dejected: 
And when again you're plung'd in war, Behold him begging for employ, 
Hel thaw — — — | Behold him diſregarded ; 
arkneſs covers 
— pc. - IR , Then view the anguiſh in his eye, 


: Then oh! protet, &e; 


hen the bark on the white top'd waves, . To them your deareft rights you owe, 
With boiftrous ſweep is rolling; 
et coolly ftill the whole he braves, 
Tatean's amet Bo howhag, 


Thea oh! P, te | Shield 


- 
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Shield them from poverty and pain, 
* policy to da it 3 


Or when grim war ſhall c:me again, 
Oh, Britons, you may rue it! | 
| Then oh ! protect, æc. 


18 
Warn 6:4 T be the village maiden, 
Like Cymon, motionleſs 1 taod,.. 
*P'was Iphigenia's felf appearing, 
So lovely, beautiful and good 
Her cheeks out hluſh d the rip'ning roſe, 
Her (ſmiles would baui h mortal 's woes 
So ſwect᷑ the villige maiden. 


Clariſſa's eyes, all eyes atwacting, 
Her breath Avabian — feign; 


For her, like ore. would Avarice wander, 

Ad venture all the prize to gain 3 

Itold my dove with many fears, | 

Which ſhe returned with ſpeaking tears 
Thea figh's the village maiden | 


She ſigh'd becauſe ſhe bad no inches, 

To make her lady-like and gay 3 
Tho' virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd toname the wedding day. 
The care of wealth let :knaves endure, 
1 ſhall be rich and envied furs, 

T0 gain the village maiden. 

i... 19 2—ů—— 
Tao Bacchus may boaſt of his care - killing bowl, 

And f. in thaught<-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas | has no charm for the foul, 

When ſofter de votion the ſenſes invite: 

To the arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 
| His portion obtivious/2'batu may bees; | 


But to Fancy that feeds on the charms ofithe fair, 


The death of RefteRion's the birth of all woe. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſs'd of a 
With riot would bid the fweet-v be gone. 
For the tear that bedews Senfibility's firive, _ 

Is a drop of more worth a a Bacthut's tun: 


fo disine, 
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| Come then, roſy 83 and foread o'er my ſight, 


_ 


| Wurn Night ber ſable 580810 drew, 


1 Poor Charlotte from her home withdrew, 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 


Each change and — life been my 
doom, 

And well can I ſpeak of i its Joys and its rife z 

The bottle affords us a gli e thro' the gloom. 


But Love's the true — our 
Hie. 


The magic illuſons chat raviſh the ſoul; 
Awake in my breaff the ſoft dream of deligbt, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl: 


Nor &er, jolly god, from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by Friendſhip and ſweeten'd 
by Love, 


20 


And ſcatter'd datkneſs &er the plSng, 


To weep o'er Werter'y lear remains : 


| She to his ſacred tomb drew near, 


And mousn'd bis.lad untimely.end ; 
In pity ſhed the tender taar, 
For her much-loy'd departed friends 


on; Werter! Werter! Charlotte cd. 


Had we each other ſooner ſecn, 


I Thou wouldft not in deſpair have "dy'd, 


For thine alone I ſhould have been, 


| But heav'n otherwiſe ordain'dy 


And thou, alas ! an now-no mere 


Whilft I on earth am yet detain'd, 


And Hall, vill death, thy fate deplore.. 


Jud as he ſpoke, away*@in white, 


Stood Werter's ghoſt before her eyes; 


She trembling view's: the awful fight, 


That Ma her foul with dread 
% Unhappy fair,” the ſpirit ſaid, © 
„ Thy ighs forbexr, thy 3 


« And tears for me-no longer ed, 


22 5 
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4 Thou too, like me, wilt ſoon be bleſt 
« Wich laſting joy and true delight, 
% Where nought can e er thy bliſs moleſt:“ 
It bow d, then vaniſh'd from her fight, 
With downcaſt look and ſolema pace, 
Poor Charlotte home ward bent her way; 
And ne'er again approach' d the place. 
Where Werter's hallow'd relics lay. 


| 21 
Wurn darkling tempeſts threaten wide, 
And clouds obſcure each light, 


The moon and ſtars no longer guide 
How terrible the night: 


Now up, now down, now high, now low, 


While lightnings flaſh and winds do blow; 


What dreadful images appear 
Yet then the ſailor muſt not fear, 


Yet do not mourn, my deareft Sue, 
Or give thy breaſt alarms ; 
My love and conſtangy to you, . 
Shall ſave me from all harms : 
Tho' thunders roll and lightnings fly, 
And billows toſs the veſſels high ; 
Tho? dreadful images appear, 
Thy Jack ſhall think on thee, my dear. 


Perhaps the tempeſt ſoon may ceaſe, 
And morning beam with light, 

And halcyon days of loye and peace, 
Shall crown us with delight. 

Safe wafted to my native ſhore, 

My faithful Sue to meet once more; 

Each proſpe& then my heart would cheer, 

When bleſs'd with thee, my only dear. 

— 22 
Fun 
Llove to ſee it foaming wide; | 
The chearful Bumper then diſplay, 
Drink to the friendly and the Bay. 
Drink will exhilirate the foul, 1 
And make wit ſparlale like the bowl. 
Like Bacchus, round my temples twine 
The cluſters of the juicy vine; 


* 
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Pour in the claret, *twill impart 
New raptures to the drinker's heart; 
„Twill then exbilizate the foul, 

And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


Let Love and Bacchus both unite, \ 


Each join d, affords ſupreme delight; 


] A bumper and a kiſs inſpire 


The mind with mirth and fond deſire; 
Both will exhilirate the foul, 
And make wit ſparkle like the bowl. 


| The gods themſelves to drink incling, 
Nectar is punch infus'd with wine 


Inſpiring mirth, and love, and joy, 
Such raptures which can never cloy: 
Drink will exhilirzte the ſoul, 

And make wit ſparkle like the bowl, 


wg 1 
HxRE, a beer bulk, lies poor Tem Bowling, 


The darling of our crew, 


No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 


For death has broch'd him to: 


His form is of the manlieſt beauty, 


His heart was kind and ſoft, 


Faithful below he did his duty, 


And now he's gone aloft. . 

Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare, 

His friends were many and true bearted, 
His Pall was kind and fair: | 


And then he'd fing fo blith and jolly, 


Ah! many's the time and oft; 


But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 


For Tom is gone aloft. 


|} Yet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 


When be, who all commande, 


Shall give, to call life's crew together, ? ap Ny 


The words to pipe all hands. | 
Thus death who kings and tars diſpaiches, 
In vain Tom's lite has .-doFoag ö | 
For though kis body's ynder batches, 
| | 2 HOW 


_—_ 


416 
24 — — 

N OW the bluſtering Boreas blows, 
See all the waters round. are froze; 
The trees that ſkirt the dreary plain, 
All day a murm'ring cry maintain; 
Tie trembling fureſt hears their moan, 
And ſadly mingles groan with groan, 
How difmal all from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Heaven defend the Poor diſtreſt; 

Such is the tale 


On hill and vale, 
Each T ravelier may behold it is; 
While low and bigh 
Are heard to cry, 
Neſe my heart, how cold it is! 
Humanity, deligh tful tale! 
While we feel the Winter gale, 
May the high Peer in ermin'd coat, 
Ineline the ear to Sorrow's note; 
And where with Mis'ry's weight oppreſt, 
A fellow fets a ſhiv'ring gueſt, 
Full ample let his bounty flow, 
To ſoothe the boſom chill'd by woe; 
In town or vale, 
5 Where er the tale 
Of real grief unfolded is, 
O may he give 
The means to live, | 
To thoſe who know how cold it is, 


Perchance fome warriar, blind and lam'd, 


Some dauntleſs tar for Britain maim d 
 Confider theſe, for thee they bore 
The loſs of limbs, and fuffer'd more; 
O pals them not, or if you do, 
Tu figh to think they fought for you. 
Go pity all, but bove the reſt, 
The ſoldier, or the tar diftreſt 3 
Thro' Wiater'weeign 

Relieve their pain. | 
For what they've done ſure bold it is; 
$M Their wants ſupply, 

Where're they cry, - 
_ Bleſs my heart, how cold it is! 


| 


. p 


O come then, meſſen 
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And now ye ſluggardy, floths and beans, 
Who dread the breath that Winter blows, 
Purſue the conduct of a friend, 
Who never found it yet offend; 
While Winter deals its froſts around, 
Go face the air and beat the ground, 
With cheerful ſpirits exerciſe, | 
(Tis there Health's balmy blefling lies: 

On hill or dale, 

Tho' ſharp the gale, 
| And frozen you behold it is— 

The blood ſhall glow, 

| And ſweetly flow, 
And you'll ne're cry, how coldf t is!- 


| — — 
In vain to me the hours of care, 
When ev'ry daily toil is oer; 
In my ſad heart ao hopes I find, 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 
Nor ſunny Africa could pleaſe, 
Nor friends upon my native ſhore; 
To me the dreary world's a cave, 
| For Oran is, alas! no more, 


| In bowers of bliſs, beyond the moon, 
The white man ſays his forrow's o'er; 


And comforts me with ſoothing hope, 

Tho' Oran is, alas! no more. 

of Death, 
Convey me to the ftarry ſhore, 

Where I may meet with my true love, 
And never part with Oran more. 

Tue morning fwil's ferenely gays 

Sweet muſic fill'd the grove; 


| Bright beam's the cheerful God of day, 


And fill'd each breaſt with love. 


Tze lark attun'd his ſong on high, 
All natur@blith was ſeen; 
A ſweeter voice ſeem'd to reply, 


Twas Polly of the green 


17 


My oaten pipe beneath the ſhade, 
tune to mirth and glee; 

She ſtood and liſten'd white L play's, 
What charms I then did ſee: 


Upon her cheele was ſeen ; 
The graces did her form adorn, 
Dear Polly of the Green. 


I gaz'd, ſhe ſmil'd, I ſmail'd againg 
With infinite delight ; ; 

Fond love I found in ev'ry vein, 
Her form fo charm'd my fight: 

No maid that ever 1 beheld, 
Had ſuch a graceful mein; 

So much the ev'ry one excel d 
Sweet Polly of the green. 


Ye pow'rs who rule the realms above, ' 


Attend my ardent pray'r ; 
Let Polly to my withes prove, 
As kind as ſhe is fair 2 
O! Venus, to my ſuit incline, 
As thou art Beauty's queen, 


And let the charming maid be mine 


Dear Polly of the green 
Wurv Arthur firſt in court began 
To wear long hanging fl:eves, 
He entertain'e three ſerving wea, 
And all of them were thieves. 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman, 
The ſecond was a Scot, 
The third he was a Welchman; 
And all were knates, I wot. 
The Iriſhman lov'd uſquebaugh, 
The Scot lov'd ale call'd blue cap; 


Tho Welchman he lov'd toafted cheeſe, 


| made his mouth a mouſe-trap, 
Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; 


The Welchman had like to've fron choak d 


But he pull d her out by the tail, 


The roſy bluſh which deeks the morn, 


1 


c — 
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} 


1 


: 


MisczLLaxzous Sonos. 


— —— 28 — 
A Sailor's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late, now early, 
| Now up and down, now to aad fro, 
What then, he takes it cheerly, 
Bieit with a ſmiiing can of grog. 
If duty call, 
Stand, vita, or fall, 
To Fate's laft verge he'll jog ; 
The kedge.to weigh, 
The ſheets belay, | 
He does it with a wiſh ; 
To heave the lead, 
Or to cat-head, 
The pond'rous anchor tiſh 2 
For while the grog goes round, 
* All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſs it to a man; 
We ſing a little, and laugh a littte, 
And work a little, and ſwear a little, 
And fiddle a little, and foot it a lite, 
And ſwig the flowing can, 


If howling winds, and roaring ſem, 
Give proof of coming danger; 


We view the ſtorm, our hearts at caſe, 


For Jack's to fear a ſtranger, 
Bleſt wich the ſmiling grog welly, 
Where now below 
\ We headlong £0, 
Now riſe on mouatains 
Spitz of the gale, 
| We hand the fail, 
Or take the needful reef; 
| Or man the decile, 
| To clear ſome wreck, 
To give the ſhip relief: 
| Tho? perils threat around, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 


We deſpiſe it to a man. 


| We Lag «kat he 
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But yet think not our caſe is hard, | 
Tho” ftorms at ſea thus treat us, 
For coming home—a ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweethearts greet us. 
Now to the friendly grog we quaff, 
| Our am'rous toaſt, 
5 Her we love moſt, 
And gaily fing and laugh; 
The fails we furl, 
Then for each girl, 
The petticoat difplay, | 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey ; 
And then the grog goes round, 
All fenſe of danger's drown'd, 


We deſpiſe it to a man. 


T Was in che good ſhip Rover, 
I ſail'd the world around, 
And for three years and over, 
I ne'er touch'd Britifh ground: 
At laſt in England landed, 
I left the roaring main, 
ind all relations ſtranded, 
And went to ſea again. 
\ That time bound firait to Portugal, 
„Night fore and aft we bore; | 
Nut when we made Cape Ortugal, 
A gale bleweff the ſhore. 
She lay ſo did it ſhock her, 
A log upon the main, | 
Ti fav's from Davy's locker, 
| We put to ſea again. 
Next in a frigate failing, 
Upon 2 ſqually night, 
Thunder and lightning hailing 
| The horrors of the fight ; 
=y precious timb was lopped off, 
| , when they eae'd my pain, 
Thank d God 1 was not popped off, 
And went to fea again. 


We ſing a little, &c. 


WO 
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Yet fill am I enabled 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Although I'm quite difabled, 
And lie in Greenwich tier. 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
Who ͤſas'd me from the main, 
Pl! praiſe with love and loyalty, 
| But ne er to ſea again. 


O — 
I Travers'd Judah's barren ſand, 
At Beauty's altar to adore; ; 
But there the Tu?k had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters weep no more, 


In Greece, the bold imperious mein, 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 
Bade Love's devotion not be feen, 
Where coaftancy is never nigh. 
From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
I bent my never-ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's temple bore, 
A mind devoted ill to pray, 
But there too, Superſtition's hand 
Had fickly'd every feature o'er; 
And made me ſoon regain the land, 
Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhores 
Where Hymen, with celeſtial power, 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour, 
That uſhers in each happy morn, - 
Ye daughters of Old Albion's He, 
Where'er I go, where'er I tray, 
Ob! Charity's fweet children, ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 


— cu 2121 


Tur twins of Latona ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſeto partake of the chaſe; ; 
And Sol len4s a ray to chafte Dian's fair moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles on her face. 


For the ſport I delight in, the bright queen of love, 


With myrtles my brow ſhall adorn, [ grove, 


While Pan breaks hivehaynter, aud ſkulls in tbe 


$ 


Excell'd by the ſound of the horn, 


* 


The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry, 

Vet ſweeter the note of ſweet echo's reply; 

Hark ferward, hark forward, the tame is in view, 

Bat love is the game that I wiſh to purſue, 

The ſtag from his chamber of woodbine peeps out, 
2 he hears in the gale, 

Yei flies till entangled in fear and in doubt, 
His courage and conſtancy fail ; 

Surrounded by faces he prepares for the fray, 
Deſpair taking place of his fear, 

With antlers erected awile lands at bay, 
Then ſurrenders his live with a tear, 


| 


| — 32 — — 
A Roſe from ber boſom has ſtray d, 
T' ſeek to replace it with art: 
But no—'twill her ſlumbers invade, 
I'll wear it {fond youth) next my heart. 
Alas! filly roſe, haft thou known 
«Twas Daphne that gave thee thy place, 
Thou ne'er from thy ſtation hadſt own — 
Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 


| 3 + 
QEVERE the pangs of fiches love, 
Each hill and dale my plaint hall ring; 
And as the woodlands wild I rove, 
Sweet Philomel ſhall hear me fing. 
| Flower of the fore® was my dear. 
Sweet as ihe vi'let in the vale 
Her vows of love were ſweet to bear, 
But tranſient as the paſſing gale. 
the willow by the brook 
Fl1 silent fat with folded arms, 
And on the heedleis ſtream I'll look, 
While beavea reminds me of her charms, 
So . Flower of the foreſt, &c. 


* 


22 3 
O Fortune how Grangely thy gifts are rewarded 
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| He whoſe fame from his valour and victories aroſe 


| By his poor faithful dog blind and aged is led, fir, 


While the ſoldier's ſad tale thus attracted his 
| I have fought, I have bled, I habe 


| ſhail bloom, fir; 


| I've eſpous d her for life and this is my dower, fir, 


{ That my ſoul's only wiſh was, pro publico bono. 


{| Hereafter ſhall meet this my ſad firange relation; 
| Depriv'd of his fight, forc'd to grope out his way, fir, 


419 


[fario. 
Belli- 


| Eno s. | 
| Date Obolum, date Obolum, date Obolum, 


fir, 

| His country's protector, and ſcourge of his foer, firg 

With one foot in the grave, thus to for his 
Date Obolum, &e. 8950 

A young Roman knight in the ſtreet paſſing by, fr, 


The veteran ſurvey d with a heart-rending figh, fir, 
And a purſe in his helmet he dropt with a tear, fir, 


; 


as, Gs 
nquer'd 

Rome, fir. M's we 

I have crown'd her with laurels which for ages 


7 Date Obolum, &c, 


Pre enrich'd her with wealth, ſwell'd her pride, 


and her pow*r, fir, 


| Date Obolum, &. 
| Yet blood I n&er wantonly waſted at random. 
Loſing thouſands their lives by a nil deſperandum ; 
And conqueſt obtain'd, I made both friend and 
foe know, | 


Date Obolum, e. | 
If ſoldier, or ſtateſman, whatce'er rank or ftation, 


The bright beams of virtue will turn nightinto day, 
diet Obolum, ... 
But wanting light, the dread contraft remark, fir, 
When he 1 great leap in the 

a dar , fir ' 
He may wiſh, hilf his friends wring their hands 
round his bed, fir, 


| How much to thy ſhame thy caprice is recorded; | He, like poor Belliſarius, had begg'd for his | 
love, As the wiſe, great, and good, from thy frowns | ür, | bread 
ve never” ſcape any „ unf. Date Obolum, &c, 

Witneſs brave Belliſarive, who begg's for a balf- | 


420 | | 

Whit I, poor, diſtreſis' d, and to darkneſs inur'd, fir, 

In this vile croſt of clay, when no longer immur d 

At Death's welcome ſtroke my bright courſe ſhall 
begin, fir, - | 


And enjoy endiefs light from the ſunſhine within | 


Pate Obolum, Date Obo'um, Date Obotum, Belli- 


35 

Wir Grit 1 began, fir, to ogle the ladies, 
And prautle foft nothing, as a pretiy fellow's 

trade 1863 feature 
nil with capturous praiſes, I dwelt on every 
1 1 flole a ly kifs, twas fye you wicked creature: 
But foon in tunes lower, and fofter, and ſweeter, 
Half pleaz d, they'd whiſper fye, fye, you wicked 
x c;eal ure. | F . 
ladeed my attractions no gallantry needed, 
Each evening new conqueſt to conqueſt ſucceeded; 
Perpiex d bow ſo many fond claims | could parry, 
Ta fertte them all, | refolv'd, faith, to mary — 
And prefs'd lovely Laura in language ſtill ſweeter, 


l „1 1 , . ; 
| nnn Fa your's you E N His handkerchief, la! ſmelt ſo ſweetly, 


Tar ſan ſets in night, and the ſtars ſhun 
Paz glory remains when tneir lights fade away, 
Begin, ye tormentois, your threats arc in vain, 
Por the ſom of Alkpomook ſhall never complain. 
| Remember the arrows he ſhit from his bow, 
Reaember' your chiefs by his hatchet laid low: 


Why fo flow? do ye wait till 1 ſhrink from my | 
| in, | | | | 
Mol ihe fon of Alknomook firall never complain, | 


Keanmber the wood where in ambuſh we lay, 


And the ſcalpe which we vore from your nation | 


away; 3 
Now the fame riſet faſt, ye enult in my pain, 
But the ion of Alknomook (halt never complain. 
1 av tqthe.laodwhete my father is gone, 
His ghoſt ſhall rejaice in the fame of his ſon : 


Death comes a8. a friend, he eclioves me from pain, | 


Aa thy ton O Alknemook, has ſcorn d to com- 
| plain, ned | 


theday, 


U 


MiscsLLantous Songs. 


O hear a fweer goldfinch's ſonnet, 
{ This morning I put on my bonnet; 
| But ſcarce in the meadow, pies on it, 
When the Captain appears in my vie w. 
I felt an odd fort of fenfation, 


| 


My heart beat a ſtrange pit-a-pation, | 
I bluſh'd hike 2 pink or carnation, Lik 
When fays he, my dear, how do you dos My:h 
] | Wi 


The dickine, thinks I, here has popp'd him, 
I thought to flip by, but 1 Ropp'd him, 
So my very beſt courtſey I dropt ia; 

With an air—he then took off his hat, 
He ſeem'd with my perſon enchanted, 
He ſqueez'd my hand, how my heart panted ! 
He aſk'd fora kiſs, and I granted, : 
And pray now, what harm was in that 


Says I, fir, for what do you take me? 

He ſwore a fine lady he'd make me, 

No, damn him! he'd never forſake me, 
And then on his knee he flopp'd down, 


| His whiteteeth he ſhew'd fo completely, 
He managed the matter fo neatly, 
I ne'er can be kiſz' d by a clown. 


No more Fe court the rown-bred fair, 
Who ſhines in artificial beauty 3 
For native charms without compare, 

Clain: all my love, teipect, and duty. 


Oh my bonny, bonny, Bet, ſweet bloſſom, 
Was I a king, ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch I'd bear thee, 

| To grace thy faithful lover's boſom, 


vet aſk me where theſe beauties lie, 

I cannot fay in ſmile or dimple; 
———ůů —'X = 
e713 ie happy nature Wild-ane 6Gmple, | | : 


MisezLT Ano Son dt. 


At dainty beau for ladies pine, 

And ſigh in numbers trite and common; 
Le gods, one darling with be mine, 
Ad all I aſk ig--lovely woman. 

5 i Oh my bonny * &c. 

Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bowl, 

Like thy bright eye with pleaſure dancing ; 
My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
Wich rapture ev'ry ſenſe entraacing, 
Oh my bonny Bet, &c 

3 —— 

An! odwdh can fly my ſoul's true love, 
Sad I wander this lone grove, 
Sighs and tears for him I ſhed, 
Henry is from Laura fled : 
Thy tor ve to me tnou didft impart, 
Thy love ſoon won my virgin heart; 
Bur, deareſt Henry, thou ſt betray d 
Thy love —wich thy poor Cottage Maid. 


Through the vale my grief appears, 
Sighing ſad wich pearly tears; F 
Oft thy image is my theme, 

As | wander cn the green : . 

See from my cheek the colour flies, 
And love's ſweet hope within me dies; 
For oh, dear Henry, thou'f betray'd 
Thy love — with thy poor Cortagy | Maid. &$: 


N 


| Money one. eee 
My dad kept a pig, and my mother fold whiſky; 

ly uncle was rich, dot would never be aly, 

ill I was inlifted by C Caſey. 

eh ! rub a dub,- row de dow, Caſey! | 
| My dear little Shelab, 1 thought would ru crazy, 


n Ltrudg's away with tough Corporal Caſey | 


| Þ march's frgra-Kilkenay, and as Gowns thinking 
In Shelab, I nes k 
EAR ore d to leak freſh as g. dai ſey, 
e For fear of bhing from Corporal Caſey. 


mts ater tas VO Gly! 


| 
'F 


| 


1 


| 


FE 


- „„ 


n was 


The devil go with him Latent hook, 
He ſtuck in my ſkirts ſo, ould Corporal Caley | 


We went into battle, I took the blows fairly 
That fell on my pate, but they bother d me 


rarely; 
And who ſhould the firſt be that dropt? Why, ant 


pleaſe ye, | 

friend, honeſt Corporal Caſey; 

Och ! rub a dub, row de dow, Corporal 8 
Thinks I, you axe quiet, and I ſhall be af 


- So eight years I fought ANI at Caſey, 
41 
| Noo gort to the chace can com 
So — the pleaſure it yields 
How ſweet, how refreſhing the air, 
Inhal'd in the woods and the fields. 
As we ruſh in purſuit, new ſcenes fill appear, 
New landſcapes encounter the eye | 
| Not Handel's ſweet muſic more pleaſes the = 
Than that of the hounds in full cry, 


| New ftrength from the chaſe we derive, 
It's exerciſe purges the blo% * 


How happy that mortal muſt live, 


Whole ſport yields both phyfic and food; 
80 new and ſo varied its charms they ne er cloy, 
— 

e oftener, t er, more we en 

The more we rein lov with the LA 


42 — 
Go patter to lubbers and ſwabs, do you 
Bout danger, and feur, and the like! 
A ti ght water bat, and good — Ge me 
2 it e*nt to g little III Eu ad 
ere ee oat 
* „ 
And ſhiver each ſplinter of wd, 
Clear the wrecks, tor te yl eee, 


thi ; 42 
Aol _—_ reef'd faralail we'll { 

_ Avaſt! ng Jay think. me a mille. 
To be back; 


Tk. 


* n 1 * 
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To keep watch forthe life of Poor Jack. 


Why, I heard the good Chaplain palaver one day, 
About ſoulz—heaven—mercy—and ſuch ; 
And, my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and belay! | 
| Why, twat juft all as one as High Dutch. | 
But be ſaid, how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye ſee, 
Without orders that come down below; 3 
And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me, 
That Providence takes us in tow. ns 
For, ſays he, do you mind me, let ſtorms e er ſo oft 
Take the top-lifts of ſaitors a-back, 
There's a ſweet little cherub fits perched aloft, 

| To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


I ſaid to our Poll (for you fee ſhe would cry) 
When le we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 
What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eve? 
Why, what a damn'd fool you mutt be! | 
Caat* Peg = world's wide, and there's room 
us * | 
Both for ſeamem and labbers aſhore 3 
And if to Old Davy I go, my dear Poll, 
Why, 208 never will hear of me more ! 
Why 


u' a hazard, eome, don't be ſo ſoft, | 


Perhaps Fimay faughing come back; z 
For d've ſee, there's u cherub ſs ſmiling aloft, 
To keep watch for=the life of Poor Jack, 


Dy'e mind me, a ſailor ſhould be ev'ry inch, 
All as one a3 a piece of the Mig, 


And with ber b 
„ dlitzen, 2 5 
From tht moment the anchor u a- tr /p. 


Ax to 2 all weathers, all times, tides, and 
en g — | 5 ""* | 
Nought's a trouble from qr er — 
My heart is try Poll and y — my friend's, 
__ Aus for my Hin, ty Klin? = 
en when my time comes, Here me ſp ſoft, 
As wich grief to be take g- bark; ö 


| MisCELLANEOUS SONGS, 
For they ſay, there's a Providence fits up aloft, |], 


the world, without off "ring to 


The fame little cherub thar fits up alot, 
„ Will look ov  gobd biigh for Poor fark 


- 
= CO Omg * 9 x bad. ao. io. th 
* 


Ke 


I was, ye fee, a watetman, 
, z 2 w : 
And ſpruce and tight as any; _ 
From Horſleydown to Richmond town, 
I turn'd an honeſt penny: 
None could of fortune's favours brag 
More than could lucky I; 
My cot was ſnug, well fil my cag, 
ID, 
it icht, and ight 
I cheerfully did row ; way 
And to complete this princely life, 
Sure never man had friend and wife 
Like my Poll and my partner ſoe. 
I roll'd in joys like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near eareſs'd me; 
*Till woe is me, ſo lubberly, 
he ſailors came and preſs'd me ! 


| How could J all theſe pleaſures leave ? 


How with my wherry part ? 
I never ſotook on to grieve, 
It run my very heart. 
But when on board they gave the word 
To foreign parts to go, 
I ru'd the moment I was born 
That evet I ould thus be torn 
From my Poll and thy partner oe. 
I did my duty manfully 
While en the billows rolling; 
And night or. day could find the way 


\.  Bliadfpld to the main -top bowling. 


Thus all the gangers of the main, 
Quickſends and gales of wind 
I brav'd, in hopes to meet gin 


2 Thaſe joys] left brhiad. 
v1, Ia climes afar, midit honeſt war, 


Pons broadfiges on the fee 
In hopes theſe perils to relate, 
As by my fice arteative ſac 

My Poll ad my partner foe, 
end'I_ his ci, 
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Came home for conſola tion; 
Like lightning (for I felt new life 
When freed from war's alarms ) 


I ruſh'd and found my friend and wife 


Lock'd in each other's arms 3 
Yet fancy not I bore my lot 
Tame, like a lubber no; 

For finding I was fairly trick'd, 
Plumb to the devil I boldly kick d, 
My Poll and my partner Joe. 


| : — ͤ ũ——— 44 — — 
A Plague of thoſe. muſty old lubbers. 
Who tell us to faſt and to think, 


And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 


With nothing but water to drink ; 
A can of good ftuff, and they twigg'd it, 
Would have ſet them for pleaſure agog, 
And ſpite of the rules 
Of the ſchools, the old fools 
Would all of em ſwigg d it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


My father, when laſt I from Guinea 
Return'd with abundance of wealth, 
Cry'd, “ Jack never be ſuch a ninny 
to drink” — ſays I © father your health: 
80 I ſhew'd him the ſluff and he twigg d it, 
And it ſet the old codger agog; | 
And he ſwigg' d, and mother, 
And fifter and brother 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, 
And ſwore there was nothing like grog. 
T'other day as the chaplain was preachin 
Behind him I curiouſly ſlunlæ - 
And while he our duty was teaching, 
As bow wg ſhould never get drunk, 
I hew'd him the ſtuff, and he twigg'd it, 
Which ſoon ſet his reverence agg 3 
And he ſwigg'd and Nick ſwigg'd, 


1 And Ben ſwigg'd and Dick ſwigg'd, 
And I ſwigg'd, and all of us ſwigg'd it, | 


Aad ſwore there was nothing like grog. 


Zo pleaſant on this fide the grave; 

It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 
And thakeve'en more valiant the brave, 
| As for me, from the moment I twigg d it, 
The good ſtuff has fo ſet me agog; 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 

Helm a-lee or a-weather, 


| For hours together, 
I've conftanily ſwigg'd it, 


| LirtLe thinks the S 
While at home ſhe tarries, 
What muſt be a laſe's life, 
Who a ſoldier marries ; 
Now with weary marching ſpent, 
Dancing now befote the tent 


1 Lira, lira, liza, lira, lira, la, 


With her jolly ſoldier, 


| In the camp at night ſhe lies, 


Wind and weather ſcorning; 
Only griev'd her love muft rife, 


| And quit her in the morning: 


But the doubtful ſkirmiſh done, 
Rlithe the fings at ſet of ſun, 
Lira, lira, lira, lira, lira, la, 
With her jolly ſoldier. 
Should the captain of her dear 
Uſe his vain endeavour 
(Whiſp'ring nonſenſe in her ear), 
Two fond hearts to ſever; 


= At his paſſion the will ſcoff, 


Laughing thus, fhe'll put him off, 
For her jolly ſoldier. 


1 4 : 
Tur wind blezw hard, the ſea ran high, 


The dingy ſeud drove croſs the ſky, 


All was ſafe ftow'd, the bowl was lung, 


| When careleſs tltus Ned Haulyard ſung: 


QOoa 


And, damm'e—there's nothing like grog. 
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Then truſt me there's nothing like drinking 
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A failor's life's the life for me, 

He takes his duty merrily 

If winds can Shiſtle he can ang. 

Still faithful to his friend and King 
He gets belos d by all the ſhip, 

And toafts his girl and drinks his flip, 


Down top-ſails, boys, the gale comes on, 


To ſtrike top gallant yards they run 


And now to hand the fail prepar'd, 


Nied cheerful * ypon the yard —— 
A ſailor's life, &. 


A leak . leak come lads, be bold, 


There's de feet water in the bald, 


Eager on deck ſee Haulyard jump, 


= bark ! while working at the pump 


A ſailor's life, &c. 


And ſee, the veſſel nought can ſave, 
She ſtrikes and finds a wat'ry grave; 
Vet Ned, preſerv'd with a few more, 
Sing as * ſhore 


And now da d perils paſt, 
On land as well as ſea, at lat, 
Ia tatters, to his Poll at home, y 
See honeſt Haulyard finging come— 
A failor's life, &c. 


Vet for poor Haulyard, what diſgrace ! == 


Poll ſwears ſhe never faw his face 


He d her for a faithleſs the, 
And, finging, goes again to ſea. 
A ſailor's life, & c. 


Dawrzs ſnow no more is ſeen, 
Bluſtering winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody 
I bear him !=—hatk! 
The merry lark, 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Fiping to our n 


A ſailor's life, c. 


” 
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When the golden fun appeary 
On the mountain's ſurly brow ; 
When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy; behold them now 
Then, then,. — Oh, hark 
The merry lark, 
Calls us to the new-mown hay, 
Piping to our roundelay, 


| When the village boy to field, 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs ; 
Fain ſhe would not ſeem to yield, 
Vet gets her tumble on the graſs; 
Then, then, — Ob, hark, 
The merry lark, 
While they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 


W hat are honours? What's a court? 

Calm content is worth them all; 
Qur honour lies in cudgel ſport, 

Our 9 court a greenſward ball, 
| ut then, - Oh, hark 

The merry lar K, 

Calls us to our new- mon hay, 

Piping to our N 


Win on Cleora's form I gage 
Surveying that exauſtleſs lore, 


Till then ungotic'd charms I + 


And thoſe, till then praig'd, I adores 
And whilſt 1 look'd with fond, ſurpriſe, 
And catch ſoft-madneſs from my fair, 
I wiſh'd for Argo's hundred eyes, 
And with to gaze for ever there. 
But when Cleora's voice I hear, 
And when ſhe ſtrikes the trembling firings 
I wiſh each eye was made an ear, 
To lift with angels when the fings : 
Thus whſle in rapture they rejoice, 
My ſenſes ftill her empire own, 
And touch ber, ſee her, hear her yoice— 
All, all confirm me her. alone. 


Ty E midnight moon ferenely ſmiles 
O'er Nature's foft repoſe : 

No low'ripg cloud obſcutes the ſky, 
Nor g tempeſt blows, 


| Now ev*ry paſſion finks to reft— 


The throbbing heart lies ill; 


| And var ing ſcenes of life 


No more diſta@ the Jab'ring will. 


——ů— O28 


W Bipeds made up of frail clay, 


Alas l are the children of ſorrow, 
And though briſk and merry to-day, 

We all may be wsetched to-morow ; 
For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain, 

Thea fearleſs of life's ſtormy weather, 
Leſt pleaſure ſhould only briag pain, 

Let us all be unhappy tagether. 
I grant the beſt bleſſing we know 

Is a friend, far true ſriendſhip's a treaſure, 
And yet, leſt your friend prove a foe, 

O tafte not the dangerous pleaſure. 
Thus friendſhip's a flimſy affair, 

Thus riches and hevith are a bubble, 
Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 

Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble. 


If a mortal would point out that life 
That on earth-could be neareft to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his ftars, chooſe a wife, 
To whom truth and honour are given, 
But honour and tr.th are fo rare, 
And horns, when they'r cutting ſo tingle, 
That with all my reſpe& to the fair, 
I'd adviſe him to ſigh and lize fingle. 
It appears from theſe premiſes plain, 
at wiſdom is nothing but folly, 
That pleaſure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true . 
That all thoſe who laugh ought to cry, 
That "tis fine frifk and fun to be grieving, 
Ang that, fince we muſt all of us die, 
We thouid taſte no enjoyment while living. 
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| Tae wind was buſh'd, the ſtorm was over, 
Vafurl'd was every flowing ſail 3 e 
From toil releas'd, when Dick, of Dover, 
Went with his meſſmates to regale: 
All danger's o'er, cried he, my neat hearts, 
Drown care then, in the ſmiling can; 


| 


And, fuſt, I'll give my buxom Nan, 
She's none of them that's always gigging, 
And, ftem and ftern, made up of art, 
(One knows a veſſel by her rigging) 
Such ever {light a conſtant heart t== 
With ſtraw hat, and pink ſtreamert flowing, 
How oft to meet me has ſhe ran; oS. 
While for dear life would 1 be roving, 
To meet with ſmiles my buxom Nan. 


Jack ſJollyhoat went to the Indies | 
| To ſee him ftare when be came back! 
The girls were ſo all off the hinges, | 
His Poll was quite unknown 8 
Tant maſted all, to ſee who's talleſt, 
| Breafſt-works, top ga'nt ſails, and a fan; 
Meſſmate, cried I, more {ail than ballatt— | 
Ah! ſtill give me my buxor Nan. 
None on life's ſea can ſail more quicker, 
To ſhew her love or ſerve a friend) 
But hold, Pm preaching o'er my liquor 
This one word then, and there's an end: 
Of all the wenches what ſomdever, | 
I ſay, then fnq me out who can, 
One half ſo true, fo kind, ſo clever, 
Sweet, trim, and nex, as buxom Nan. 
WAS near a thicket's calm retreat, 
Under a poplar tree, 


- . * * 


And wept her carey away, 
ns” 


OY 


Come, bear a hand, let's toaſt our ſweethearts, 
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The btook flow'd gently at her feet 
la murmurs ſmuoth along; 


Her pipe, which once te tun d moſt ſweet, 


Had now forgot its ſong. | 

No more to charm the vale ſhe tries, 
For grief has fill d her breat : 

Thoſe joys which once the us'd to prize 
But love has robb'd ber reſt, 


Poor hapleſs maid! who can behold 
Thy lorrows ſo ſevere, 


And hear thy Javelorn ſtory told 
Without a falling tear ? 
Maria, -luckleſs maid —adien 
_ Phy ſorrows ſoon mult ceaſe ; — 
For Heav'n will take a maid ſo true 
Too everlaſling peace. 


* 


'T HE moon hath cimb's * bigheſt hill 
| That riſes o'er the ſource of Dee, 
And frum the eaſtern ſummit ſhed 
Her filver light on tow'r and tree; 
When Mary laid her down to ſleep, 
Fler thoughts on Sandy far at fa: 
Then loft and low a voice was heard 
Say—=# Mary, weep no more for me? 


Sue from her piilow gently raie'd 

Her head, to alk who there might be, 

And ſaw young Sandy ſhivering ſtand, 
With palid cheek and hallow eye, 

„O Mary dear! cold is my clay, 

« It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea 3 

* Far, far from (hee, I ſleep in death, 
„So, Mary, weep no more for me; 


% Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
„ We toly'd upon the raging main, 
„% And long we ftrove our bark to ſave, 
„% But all our ſtriving was in vain: 
« Fen then, when horror chill'd my blood, 
% My heart was fill'd with love for thee, 
«s The ſtorm is paſt and I at reſt, 
«4 Jo, Mary, weep no more fer me 


A 


CY 
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« O! maiden dear! thyſelf prepare, 
« We ſoon ſhall meet upon that ſhore 


c And thou and | ſhall part more." 
Loud crow'd the cock ; the ſhadow fied! 
No more of Sandy could the fee; 


Bot foft the paſſing ſpirir ſaid, 


« O! Mary weep no more for me.” 


_ 
Her mouth, which a ſmile, 
Devoid of ail guile, 
Half opens to view, 
Is the bud of the roſe 
Ja the morning that blows 
Impearl'd with the dew. 
More fragrant her breath 
Than the flow'r-ſcented heath 
At the dawning of day, 
The hawthorn in bloom, 
The li'\ley*'s perfume, 
Or the bloſſoms of May. 


— 
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| SEE the courſe throng's with gazers, the ſports 
; | L* Done, done“ 
The confuſion but hear, * I det you, Sir? 
Ten thouſand ſtrange murmurs reſound fat and 


are begun; 


Creſt 


the plate ! 


ditch ruſh 


_ horſes 


« Where love is free from doubt or care, 


— — 


Now Reynard's turn'd out, and o er hedge and 


Lords, hawkers, and jockies aſſail the tir d ear: 
Wnilſt, with neck like a raiabow, erecting his 
| C | [1ag his breaſt ; 

Pamper'd, prancing, and pleaz'd, bis. head touch- 
Scarcely ſnuffing the air, he's ſo proud and elate, R 
The HIGH-METTLED RACER firſt tarts for iſ 


Doge, horſes, and huntſmen, all hard at his bruſh; 
Thro' marſh, fen, and brier, led by their fly prey, 1 
They by ſcent and by view cheat a long tedious 


[courſe, 1 1 


way; | 
While alike born for ſports of the field and the N 
Always ſure to come thro'—a ftaunch and fleet ( 


When 


And what matches he won too, the hoſtlers 


It 'twas not for us ſmouchers, I dont know what 


ee — <= — - 
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; If nobleman have loft race-horſe, sod all their 


When — run down, the fox yields up his 
reathon 

The N FLOW RACER is in at the | 
ath. | 


Grown aged, us'd up—and tuen'd out af the ſhud : | 
Lame, ſpavin'd, and wind-gail'd, but yet with | 
3 ſome blood, | | 

ile knowing poſtillions the pedigree trace 
Tell his dam won this ſweepſtakes, his fire gain'd 
that race, [ count o'er 


As they loiter their time at ſome hedge-alchouſe 
: door; leo, 

While the harneſs fore galls, and the ſpurs his fides 

The e ETTLED RACER's a hack on 
—- | "I _ 0 


Till at laſt, having labour'd, drudg'd early and late, 

Bow'd down by degrees, be bends on to bis fate 

Blind, old, lame, and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 

Or draws ſand till the ſand of his hour-glaſs 
fands ll; | 

And now, cold and lifeleſs, expos'd to the view 

In the very ſame cart which he yeſterday drew, 


While a pitying crowd his ſad relicles ſurrounds — | 


The HIGH METTLED RACER is ſold for 
| the hounds. 


— 6 
a VE jobbers, a 

Who on the Alley's gay par terre your tea and cof - 
fee drink, _Wid my fal lel de ra, &c. 
9 your yellow boys, come hither at my 


I'm buyer and I'm ſeller, and I can ſarve , ou all. 


Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 
Ye bulls, ve bears, ye lame ducks, and all the 
__waddling crew, 


Lyou d do; 


Wid my fal lal de ta, &c. 


ye tribe of pen & ink, 


| 


———ñ7＋V ES 4A SA BE ct A Att. 
_ E. 


money ſpent . [ per ſhent 
My heart it melts, I draw de pond, I lend tor ſhent 
| | Wid my tal lai de ra, &c, 
But if a life you would inſure dats old and crazy 
grown, 3 [buſineſs done. 

De ways and means I'll let you knew, to get de 
| | id my fal lal de ra, &c. 

Ye captains and ye colonels, ye jointer'd widous 
all, i 

To little Iſaac come, when your ftock begins to 
| Wid my fal lai de ra, &c, 


| I'l} put ye in a method once more to raiſe de caſh 


In buy into your ſhinking funds—dat you may 
cut a flaſh, | | 8 35 
| Wid my ral lal de ra, Kc, 
Ye parſhons wid good livingy, ye courtiers wid 
| good place, ſcaſe ; 
Advice I'll give you gratis, and tink unon your 
| Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 

If dare iſh poſhibility, for you I'll Faiſe de duſt— 
But den you muſt excuſe me if I ſarve myſelf de 
bells _ Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 


But they out-wit the Jews themſelves, for bills at 
fight they draw; : 


We, when we lend our moniſh, run ſome riſk 
tho* tis Lut ſmall— 

But they take all de moniſh, and run no riſk at all, 

| | Wid my fal lal de ra, Kc. 


Make the billows foam and roar ; 
Thou can'ſt no terrors breed in v»liant mines; 


But "ſpite of thee we'll live and find the ſhores 
Then cheer my hearts and be not aa, 


If e'er _— ſhecurities, tis we that find goad 
pail, 


Our friends have got 


But keep the gun room clear . 


ſhometimes fail. Tho? hell's broke looſe, and demons roar abroad, 
de tarni —but den they |} 
Wid my fal lal de ra, &. 


Whiltt we bave ſea-room heile, boys never fear, 
x 11 
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{fall; 


I give advice to ev'ry tribe, but phyſic and de law, 


Wid my fal lal de ra, &c. 


7 =» 
BLow, Boreas, blow ! and let the ſurly winds 


— —— — tn 


— TE. ” Ca 
—— Ga is "na AE — 
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Hey! how ſhe toſſes ap —how far 
The mounting top-maſt touch d a ftar ! 


'The meteors blat'd as thro' the clouds we came, 


And, Salamander like, we liv'd in flame ! 
But now we fink ! now down we go 
To the deepeſt ſhades below: 
Alas ! where ace we now ! who, who can tell? 
Sore tis the deepeſt room in hell, 
Or where the ſea-gods dweil: 
With them we'll live, we'll live and reign, 
With them we'll laugh & ſing, & drink amain; 
But ſee ! we mount! ſee, ice, we riſe again! 
Tho flaſhes of lightning. and tempeſts of rain, 
Do fiercely contend which ſha!l conquer the main; 
Tho the captain does ſwear inſtead of a pray'r, 
And the ſea is all fi. d by the dæmons of th' air, 
We'll drink and defy | 
The mad ſpiriis that fly 
From the deep to the ſky, 
And ſing, whilft the thunder does bellow : 
For fate ſtil} will have | 
A kitd chance for the brave, 
And ne'er make bis grave 
| Of a falt water wave, | 
To drown—no never to drown=-=a good fellow. 
3 — 


F Areweltto old England, thy wane cliffs adieu! 


Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you; 


Tho? occans divide me as wide as the pole, 

No diſtance can change the true love of my ſoul! 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bale, 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune's great pail, 
Ay divert my firm mind from it fond thought of 
Facewelito old England, dear Mary, adieu ! [you; 


Deer Mary, adieu l can that ſhip go to wreck 
Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on the 


deck ; | 
Kay, many love-knots on the tops have I made, 


play d 
Their ſports are no paſtime but ſorrow to me, 
My mind is more bappy ia fighing to thee 3 
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While guileleſs my fhipmates at chequere have 


More bappy, by far, when Pm thinking of you, 
| For the hope of return, takes the ſting from adieu 


Yes ! the hope of return's all the Joy of a tar; 
"Tis his compaſs, his helm, tis his guide and his 
ftar; 

'Tis impreſa d on bis boſom the moment he ſails, 
I: ſhortens long nights and it quickens light gales; 
The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope in his mind with the day; 
| With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

And changes adieu l into welcome return. 


59 | 
Tur day is departed, and rount from the cloud, 
The moon in her beauty appears; 
The voice of the nightiagale warbles aloud 
| The muſic of love in our ears: 
| Maria appear ! now the ſeaſon ſo tweet, 
With the beat of th: heart is in tune, 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


I cannot, when preſent, unfold what I feel, 


I zb, (can a lover do more) 
Her name to the ſhepberes I never reveal, 
Yet 1 think of ber all the day o'er: 

Maria, my love, do you long far the grove, 
Do you ſigh for an interview ioon; | 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 

Alone by the light of the moon? 


| Your name from the Thephetds, whenever I hear, 


My boſom is all in a glow ; ; 
Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro' mine 
My heart thrills==my eyes overflow t fear, 
Ye pow*rs of the fky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his bonn; 
Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


— 
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Wu o'er the bleeding covpſe-of France 
Wild Anarchy exulting ſtands, ) 


| And female fiends around her dance, 
3} Minh fatal lamp cord$4n their hands, 


Cuo. 
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v, Cuno us We Britons ſtill united fing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King. 
Poor France ! whom bleſſings cannot bleſs, 
By too much liberty undone ; 
Defeft is better than exceſy— 
For having all is having none. 
Cnon vs Let Britons then united ſing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King. 
True Freedom is a temp'rato treat, | 
Not ſavage mirth, nor frantic noiſe ; 
*Tis the briſk pulſes vital heat, 
And not a fever that deſtroys. 
Cxonrvs.—Let Britons then united fing, 
Oid England's glory, Church and King. 
The Gallic lilies droop and die, 
Profan'd by many a patriot knave ; 
Her clubs command, her nobles fly, 
Her Church a martyr—King a ſlave. | 
Caron us. While Britons ſtill united ſing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King, | 
While pillow'd on his people's breaft, 
Dur 80 ereign ſleeps ſecure, ſerene; 
Unhappy Louis knows no reſt, 
But mourns þis mcre unhappy Queen, 
Cuno us—Let Britons then united ſing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King, 
He finds his palace a baſtile, 
Amidft the ſhouts of liberty; 
Doom'd every heart-felt pang to feel, 
For merely ſtriving to be free. 
Cao us.—Let Britons then united ſiag, 
Old England's glory, Church and King, 


Go, democratic demons, go! 
In France your horrid banquet keep; 
Feaſt on degraded Prelates woe, 
And drink the tears that Monarchs weep ! 
C non us. While Britons ſti li united ſing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King. 
Our Church is built on Truth's firm rock, 
And mocks each ſacrilegious haad 


7 < 


| Then ſai ors think of their far diſtant home, 


| Or, my lad, if you a miſtteſs kind 


1 Should any thought of her come o'er your migd- - 
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In ſpite of each eleAric ſhock, 
The heav'a-defended ſteeples land. 
Caron us. - While Britons true, united fing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King, 
Old Britiſh ſenſe, and Bririſh fi- e. 
Shall guard that freedom we polleſs ; 
Prieflley may write, and Paine conſpire; 
We wiſh no more, and fear no le's. 
CHorvus. While Britons foil united fing, 
Old England's glory, Church and King, 


— q — £1 a 
Wa EN it is night, and the mid watch 18 come, 
And chilling miſts hang o'er the darken'd main, 


And of thoſe friends they re er may ſee again. 

| But when the fight's begun, 

| Each ſerving at his gun, 

Should any thought of them come o'er your mind 

Think, only, ſhould the day be won, 
| How "twill ch er | 

| The heart to her | 

| That their old companion— he was one. 


Have left on ſhore—ſome p etty girl, and true, 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind. | 
|  Atid figh to think how it may fare with you. 
O! when the fight's begun, 
And ſerving at his gun, 


| T hink, only, ſhould the day be won, 
| How *twill cheer 
| Her beart to hear | | 
That her own true failor=-he was one. 
| 62 — — 
SWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear, 
When forc'd from her to 8 
| Adown herchecks rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was franght with woe 
Our anchor weigh, for fea we ſtood. 
the land we left behind; 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 


My fighs incteas'd the wind. 
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We plow'd the deep, and now between 8 


N 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Us lay the ocean wide | Tur ſable-clad curtain's undrawn, 
For five long years I had not ſeen The lark carols ſweetly on high; 
My ſweet, my bonny bride. | Quickly opens the eye of the morn, ed 
That time I fail'd the world around, Zee the ſun-beams are gilding the ſky : 
All fer my true love's ſake ! | The buntſman he throws off the hounds, Pe 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound The horn winds a tedious delay; | 
I thought my heart would break. | Andthe heart of each ſportſman, elated, rebounds, 
The prefogeny bots I alk 'd in vain © | In expecting the ſummons for hark, hark away, Or 
To let me once on ſhore; Hark ! a burſt gives the ſignal for chaſe, A: 
1 long'd to ſee my Poll agarn, Thro' woodlands we daſhing purſue; 25 
But ſaw my Poll no more. While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, A 
„% And have they torn my lobe away! 'Till the huatiman proclaims him in view. 
And is he gone!” — me cry'd: Now his ſtrength and his cunning a mort. W 
My Poll v eeteſt flow'r of May, Zee the dogs ſeize in triumph their prey, 
She languiſh'd, droop'd, and dyd While the death of the game, gives freſh light to 
| the ſport, | 
| | —— — Th re-echo wi ; * 
Tur ni: he was ſtill, the 20 ſerene Wa e . gg n e 
Fann'd by a ſouthern breeze; | Now for Liberty-hai: we repair, a Fo 
The glimm'ring moon might juſt be ſeen, To repleniſh the joys of the field, 3 
Reflecting through the tree:: Where good humour combines with the fair, T 
The bubbling water's conſtant courſe, And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield 3 
From off th'e adjacent hill, I While the bottle and bowl both unite, . A 
Was mournful Echo's laſt reſource, | To vie with the ſports of the day. 3 
All nature was ſo ſtill | x Let bumpers go round to the ſportſmnan's delight, 1 
The cooftant ſhepherd ſought this ſhade, And all joinin the chorus of hark, hark away. 
By ſorrow ſore oppreſs'd, —_ 656 — It 
Cloſe by a fountain's margin laid, Wurn the faney ſtirring bowl EY 
His pain he thus expreſs'd : PS Wakes its world of pleaſure, | ; H 
Ab wretched youth! why didft thou lo } Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
Or hope to meet ſucceſs; And life's an endleſs treaſure. 8. 
Or think the fair would conſtant prove, | Mem'ry decks my waſted heart, 
Thy blooming hopes to bleſs; Freſh with gay deſires; 
Find me the roſe an barren ſands, | Rays divine my ſenſes dart, 
The lilly mid tbe rocks, l | And kindling Hope inſpires, 
The grape in wild deferted lands, 4 Then who'd be grave, 
A wolf to guard the flocks ; When wine can ſave Y 
Thoſe you, alas ! will ſooger gain, | The heavieſt ſoul from ſinkiag 
And will more eaſ« find, And magic grapes. K 
Than meet with ought but cold diſdain, i Give angel tha 
In faithleſi womankind . To every girl we're Jrinking, 


95 
Yo 


ts, 
Jo 


On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
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Here (ſweet benignity and love 
Shed their influence round me, 
Gather'd ills of life remove, 
And leave me as they found me. 
Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true 
Still to nature's feeling; 
Peace and beauty ſmim there too, 
And rock me as Im reeling, 


Then who'd be Fave, c. 
Her penſi ve leſſon taught me; 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdem wak'd and caught me 
A bargain then with love I knock' d, 
To hold the pleaſing giply, 
When wile to keep my buſom lock' d. 
But tura the key when tipley. 


| 


Then who'd be grave, &c. | 


When time aſſuaz d my heated beart, 
The grey beard blind and fimple, 
Forgat to cool one little part 
aſt fluſh d by Lucy's dimple, 
That part's enough of beauty's type 
To warm an honeſt fellow; | 
And though it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts me ill when mellow. 


Then who'd be grave, &. 


Life's a voyage, we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in; 
It may be ſo to pride or care, 
That's not the ſeal ride in: 
Here floats my ſoul till Fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover, 
Briz ht worlds that fair in proſpect lie, 
To him that's half ſeas over. | 
| Then who'd be grave, &c. 


— 66 


ä As1 lean'd o'er the gate one midſummer eve, 


When the ſky in the brook look d ſo clear ; 
Young Robin came flily and tugg'd at my ſleeve, 
And I could nothelp thinking it queer; 
He patted my cheek and he play'd with my hand, 
And he gave me ſuch a whimſical leer, 


| Forif my tenderneſs offend, 


1 a 


| You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, 
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Then talk'd about things T could ſcarce underſland, 
That I could not help thinking him queer. | 

Now all on a ſudden he let his thoughts looſe, 
And he aſk'd if to church I would fteer ? 


| I thought him a whimſical and mad-heaced gooſe 


For his talking of matters ſo queer: | 
I meant to have chid him for wiat he had Cid, 
When he whiſper'd ſo ſoft in my ear, | 
That if I had hurt him my heart would have bled, 
For my heart it felt ſomehow ſo queer. 
How long have you lov'd me, pray Robin? ſaid 1, 
When he anſwer's, ** a calendar year; 
| I then was reſolv'd with his ſuit to comply, 
Altho' it ſeem'd haſty ahd queer; 
Folks thought it ſo odd that an hour, or ſo, 
Should have made me ſo ready appear: 
But many a laſs who have anſwer'd with no, 
Have died old maidens, ſo queer. | 
| 67 | 
RRETURNNG from the fair one eve, 
Acroſs yon verdaat plain, 
Young Harry ſaid he'd ſee me home, 
A tight, a comely ſwain ; 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
| And would not be refus d; | 
Then afk'd a kiſe, I bluſh'd and cry d, 
I'd rather be excus d. 


[4 


I mean no harm, I ſwear; 
Long time I hade in ſecret ſigh d, 
For you, my charming fair; 


And if my love's refus'd, | 
I'n leave you— what, alone? cry'd I, 
I'd rather be excus'd. 
He preſs” my hand and on we walk d, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit; 
But till to all he ſaid, I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute, | 
At length got home, he angry cry d, 
My fondneſs is abus'd; | 
Then die a maid—indecd, ſaid I, 


I's rather be excus d. 


? 
* 
| 


* 
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Owner ſummer's eve, when Luna's beam | 


Ulumin'd hill and dale, 
And gayly wanton'd on the ſtream 
With zepbyr's gentle gale ; 
What all alone, my pretty maid ? 
Cry'd Colin, paffing by, 
Take company ; I flouting faid, 
Gr, no, not I. 


0! let me, faid the ſmiling ſwain, 


Conduct you thro” the grove ; 
Andthen in fond and moving ftrain, 
. Renew'sd his tale of love. 
He begg's | name the happy day, 
And bop'd the time was nigh, 
Says I. ba done I cani.ot ftay, 
Indeed, ſays he -n I. 


We parted, but the tefty youth, 
In female arts vataught, 
Mifook my meaning; for in truth, 
I meant not as he thought, 
T hen threw me oft in Colin's way, 
And imil'd when he came nigh, 


Again he woo'd, could I ſay nay ? 


Why, nc, indeed, not I. 


Ward De ia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I wou'd approach, but dare not move 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear, 
No other wit but ber's approve— 
Teil me, my heart, if this be love? 


If the ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho” | was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inftantenemy I prove 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When ſhe be ab'en!, I no more 


Delight in all that plcas'd that before, 
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The pleaſing ſpring, or ſhady groe 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? | 


I wen arm'd with infolent diſdain, 


She ſeem d to triumph o'er my pain; 
L trove to hate, but vainly ſtrove 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
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LAWYERS pay you with words, and fine ladies 
with vapour | | 
Your pariſons with preaching, and dancers with 
capers z | 
Soldiers pay you with courage, and fome with 
their lives; 


| Some men with their fortunes. and ſome with 


their wives | 
throw both in; | 


Phy ficiane with Latio, and great men with nothing: 
I, not to be fingular in ſuck a throng, 


Aud fighting, and heQ"riog, and dancing and 


fring; 
And preaching, and ſwearing, and bullying, pre» 
ſcribing, 


bribing z | 
And ev'ry profeſſional art of hum-dromming, 
| Are clearly of ſome fort a ſpecies of humming ;_ 
Humming ray take me with you, the term's very 
ſtrong, 5 | 
But I only meant—hamming the end of a ſong. 
For all who thus kindly may-pay me attention, 
| would I had laggvage of ſome new invention 
My thanks to return; far. here's the expreſſion 
Caa deſcribe of your kindneſs the grateful im- 
maven #7. .....--- | 
Ny ev'ry defire of your heart be propitioug— 
| Be lafiing ſucceis the refult of your wiſhes 3 
| Unimpair'd be your joys, your lives happy and long, 
| And now—l m come to the end of my fangs 


Some with fame, ſome with conſcience, and many 


} a or your kindneſs pay you with the end of 2 ſong. | 
But pleading, engroſſing, declaring, and va'pring— { 


And coaxing, and wheedling, and ſeeing, and 


I 


5 


If I Vat now, a nice natty crop ! 


* Here, Bobby !—=My Bibbidy Bob! | 
Now ſqueaking ! now 3 | 


| a nob. 


It goes — to ſtop up the paſſ- 


Msestrunsev- Sog GS, 
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My name's Tippy Bob, "I 


With a watch in each fob, 

View me routd—0on each fide, and the top; 
I'm ſure I'm the thing! 
Nay, I wiſh I may ſwing, 


Fm up to each rig, « 
Of my hat ſm ke the gig ! 
Like — my locks dangle down 1 
And look in my rear, 
As an oftrich I'm bare! 
But the knowingeft ſmart of the town | 


As | walk thro” the lobby, 
The gicls cry out “ Hobby! 


Then potting and — þ 
80 ſmirking and pleafing 
L coaxing and teizing! 


Obſerve well 
| And the fall —— ca pe, 
It's the thing! It's the adi am mel an't it? 
And this bow round, my neck, 
Would at leaſt hold a — 3 
It may catch ſome old Ducheſs, too! may'nt ie ? 
Then under this collar, | 
I've got a large roller, 
"Tis juſt like a huge German ſauſage ; 
And iqueez'd up fo tight, 
That, by this ;goad light, 


Bn 7 wall thr 
My veſt, a foot long, | 


Nine capes in a throng, 

My breechez—my ſmall clothes—1 mean, 
From my cheſt to my caif— | 
Damn ihe mob ! let them laugh, 

I _ not by them ta be ſeen ! 


| 


105 + Ride: 45 | 


Pp 


The firings at my knees, 
Like chevaux-de-frize, 


My boots to the ſmall of my leg ! 


My ſpurs the nonſuch ! 
No crop can me touch, 


For I ſwear I'm at home to a peg ! 
As I walk thro? the Lobby, & 
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Excoweass' i in an angel's frame 
An angel's virtues lay 


Ton ſoon did Heav*n aſſert the claim, 


And call'd its own away. 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's charme, 


Wuſt never m re return; 


What now ſhall fill thoſe widow'sd arms? 


Ah, me l--my = nnoa's urn, 


Can I forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which bleſt when ber I Knew 

Our hearts in ſacred bends entwin'd 
Were bound by love too true. 

The rural train, which once were ud 
In feſtive dance to turn, 

So pleat d, when Anna they amur'd, 
Now, weeping, deck her uan } 


The ſoul efcaping from its chain, 
She claſp'd me to her breaſt, 

« To part with hee is all my pain!“ 
She cry d—then ſunk (0 reſt. 

While M. m'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 
From beauteous Anna torng 

My heart ſhall breathe. ics ceateleſs firain 
Of ſorrow o'er her van. 


There, with the earlieft dawn, a 8 


Laments her murder'd mate; 
There Philomela, loſt to love, 
Tells the pale moon her fate, 
With yew aod ivy round me ſpread. 

My Anna there ll mourn; 
For kf my ſoul—now ſhe is dead, 
Concenters in her van, 


— — — — — 
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Wurn Werter fair 2 beheld, 
As ſhe danc'd with the nympbs on the green, 
He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell's, 
And prais'd the ſoft grace of her mien ; 
But all her accompliſhments known, 
Gentle Werter to adore ; 
He fighs for a heart not her own, 
And the joys of poor Werter are o'er, 


Tho? vows the fair Charlotte engag d, 
As a Friend gentle Wer:er was dear ! 


Her ſmiles oft his ſorrow aſſuag d, 


While Pity bas dropp'd a ſoft tear. 
Urg'd by love, he grew bold, and ſhe cry'd, 

«© Wetter, leave me, and ſee me no more“ 
He figh'd—he obey'd—and he dy'd ! 

Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


Ye Nymphs ! let not Cupid deceive, 
Under Pity's ſoft garb hide his dart; 


Werter's ſorrows are laid in the grave, 


While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's-heart. 
And oft o'er his grave bas the cry'd, 0 
White with flow'rets ſhe deck d it all o'er, 


% He ſaw me be lov'd—and he dy'd !“ 


Thea the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


DEAR is my little native vale, 


The ring-dove builds and warbles there 
Cloſe by my cot ſhe tells her tale 
To ev'ry paſſing villager. 
The ſquirrel leaps from treeto tree, 
And thells bis nuts at liberty, 


In orange groves and myrtle bow'rs, 
That breathe a gale of fragrance round, 

I charm the fairy-footed hours : 
With my lov'd lute's romantic found ; 

Or crowas of living laurel weave 

For thoſe that win the race at eve. 


he ſhepherd's horn, at break of day, | 
7 The ballet danc'd in twili-ht glade 5 
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The canzonet and roundelaß | 
Sung in the filent greenwood ſhade, 
Theſe fimple joys, that never fail, 
| Shall bind me to my native vale. 
| 75 


DI1STILL'D amidft the gloom of night, 


Dark bangs the dew-drop on the thorn, 
Till notic'd by approach of light, = 
It glitters inthe ſmile of morn, 
| Morn ſoon retires; her feeble pow'r 

The Sun outbeams with genial ray, 
And gently, in benignant hour, - 

Exhales the liquid pearl away, 
Thus on Affliction's ſable bed, 
Deep ſorrows riſe, of ſaddeſt hue, 
{ Condenſing round the mourner's head, 
They bathe the cheek with chilling dew. 
Tho' Pity ſhews her dawn from heav'n, 
Wben kind, the points aſſiſtance near— 
To Friendſhip's ſun alone tis giv'a 

To ſooth and dry the mourner's tear. 


- 
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Tus wealthy fool with gold in ſtore 
Wil ſill defire to grow richer, 


| Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 


M charming girl, my friend” and pitcher! , 
| Cronvus. | 10S: 
My friend fo rare, my girl ſo fair, 

With theſe what mortal can be richer | 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve ' 
To tail a hedger or a ditcher, 

„ | 

1 might enjoy my friend and pitgher ! 

| My friend 


friend ſo rare, &c. 


With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


1 4 
| * 
7 


8 rare, ce. &c| 
Tho' Fortune ever ſhuns my door, RT 
' | HI know not what tis can bewitch her; 
Wich all my'heart—can I be poor 5 
| With my ſweet girl, ee. 


* 


From all their ſports I turn away, 
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As on yon village lawn I ftray'd, 
One morning in the ſpring, 

Around the lambs all ſportive play'd, 
The birds did blythſome ſing ; 

Upon 2 bank where willows grew, 
I tun'd my oaten reed, | 

How much I'm chang's fince firſt l knew 
Sweet Molly of the Mead, &c. 


No ſhepherd was ſo blythe as I, 
No youth was e'er ſo bleſt, 

In rapture ſweet the time did fly, 
For love then warm'd my breaſt ; 

To pleaſe her was my ſole employ, 
To her I tun'd my reed, 

And morn and eve my only joy, 
Was MoF;;.of the Mead, &c. 


Soon as the fun reſplendant roſe, 
One morn I took my way. | 
And eager ſought ſome fragrant flow'r, 
To make her look more gay ; 
Right well ſhe ſaw my tender pain, 
And ſoon. my fate decreed, 
And now I live the happieſt ſwain, 
With Molly of the Mead, & . 


| Orr 2s on Thames ' F banks I ſtray, 


Where oymphs and ſwains appear, 


If William be not there ; 
The nymphs then laugh, 
The ſwains all quaff, 
Their cyder, ale, and perry, 
They nod and wink, 
While health they drink, 
To William of the Ferry, 
Dear William of the Feriy. 
When on the ſtream the youths attend, 
Their manly fill to ſhow, 
With rival force the oar they bend, 
And oer the ſurface row 


But none I'm ſure, 
| E'er ply the oar, 
Or ſteer ſo well the wherry, 
N As he who woa, 
The prize alone, 

Young Will am »f the Ferry. 
Dear William of the Ferry. 
Such bliſs ro me his ſmiles impart, 

Wpheneſer he talks of love, 
That now I find my yielding heart, 
Does all his hapes approve 

So Hymen's bands, 

Shall join our hands, 

Then I'll be blyth and merry, 
And fing thro' life, 
The happy wife, 


þ To William of the Ferry. 


Dear William of the Ferry. 


Wuen firſt oh the plain I began to appear, 
And the ſhepherds to ogle and fing; 
| They call'd me their dear, their deiight, and their 
But I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not J. [oy 


Not all their fine words, their flatt'ry and love, 
Tho they ſwore if I flown'd they ſhould die; 


Could bring me to like, co ove, or approve, 


For I heed no ſuch nonſenſe, not 1. 


| But now in my turn I'm in love tco, I find,, 


Tho' believe I for grief ſhould not die; 
Were. jemmy as falſe as the wav'ring wind, 
O I heed not ſuch nonſenſe, not I. 


II think the lad likes me, and he may prove true, 


And if ſo, I will love till I die; 


| But if he prove fickle, then I'll prove ſu too 
| 0 | 


I'll die for no ſhepherd, not I. 
80 


Fon tendernets form 'd, in life's early day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrow to mine led the way ; 
The leſſon of Pity was caught from her eye, 
And ere words were my own, I ſpoke with a figh, 
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dove, 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth, as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new: 


"The object ill changing—the ſympathy true. 
| Soft ember of paſſſon yet reſt in their glow ; * 


A warmth of more pain may thirbreaft never know! 
Or if tos indulgent the bleſſing I claim, [ flame. 


Let the ſpark drop from Reafon, that wakens the 


8x 
Ir Charles the Second's merry days, 
For wan: on frolics noted, 
A lover, of cabals | 2 
With wine, like Bacchus, n 
J preach'd unto my crowded pews, 
Wine was by Heaven's command, Sir, 
And d--mn'd was he who did re fuſe 
To drink whilſt he could ſtand, Sir. 


; Crnonvs, 
And this is law I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, Sir; 
That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
Pu ariak my gallon a day, vir. 


When James the Sot aſſum'd the throne, 
He ſtrove to ſtand alone, Sir; | 
But quickly got ſo drunk, that down 
He tumbled from the throne, Sir. 
One morning crop- fick, pale, and queer, 
By fitting up with gay-men, 
He reel'd to Rome, where — i 
Deny the cup to lay men. 
And this 18 law, &c 
Then Will thetippling Dutchman, ſav'd 
We crown'd him King of Cups, ard crav'd 
The privilege of think ing. 
He drank your Holland's gia, tis ſaid, 
And held predeftinatioa ; 
Fool l not to know that the tippling trade 
Aemits no trepidation. 


— —— 


Aud ohio in hw, Ac. 


| MisczgrLlaAxzors SonGs. 
The gightingale plunder d the mate-widow'd | 


When Brandy Nan TATE our Queen, 
"Twas all a drunken ftory ; 


I fat and drank from morn till een, 


And ſo was thought a Tory, 
Brimful of wine, all ſober folks 


We d—mn'e, and maderatian, 


Tin for right Nantz we pawn'd to France 


Our deareft reputation. 


King 3 the Firſt then $611'd the throne, 
And took the reſolution 
To drink all ſorts of liquors known 
To (ave the conſtitution. 
He drank ſucceſs in rare old rum 
Unto the State and Church, Sir, 
Till, with a doſe of Brunſwick mum, 
He dropp'd ro off the 22 Sir. 


King George the Second then aroſe, 


A wiſe and valiant ſoul, Sir; 

He los d his people, beat his foes, 
And puth'd abont the bowl, Sir, 
He drank his fill ro Chatham 3 | 

To heroes—for he choſe em; 
With us true Whigs he drank until 
He ge! in Abram's boſom. 
| And this is law, be. 


His Pagans MaJzaTy then came, 


Whom Hesv'n long preſerve, Sir 3 
He «© glory'd in a Briton's name, 
And ſwore he'd never ſwerve, Sir, 
Though evil counſellors may think 
His love from us to fever. 
Yet let us, loyal Britons, drink 
Our gracious king for ever, 


Cnon vs. 


And this is law I will maiatain, 
Till wine ſhall waſh me away, Sir," 

That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
Tu drink 1. baun dry, Sir. 


Au! 


| *Tis thou that bid'ſ the Fair conceal 
Their glowing charms beneath a Veil, 
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Faſhion, wherefore doſt thou ſtill 
The female breaft with anger fill, 
And teach ſuch cruel arts; 


To tantalize our hearts, 
O! baniſh the Bonnet, or draw up the Veil, 
And crown with ſimplicity each Britiſh Fair ; 
No longer their ſmiles and their dimples conceal, 
But let us behold them e en juſt as they are, 
Ah l Faſhion, tis thy ruthleſs power, 
That midit the grove and in the bow'ry 
| Oft damps extatie bliſs ; 
For when the neftar we ſhould lip, 


The cobweb flutters on the lip, 


O ! Fathion, bid the curtain riſe, 


That we may feaſt our longing eyes, 


With dimples and with ſmiles ; 


Then every youth hall bleſs thy ſway, 
And to thy precepts homage pay, 


Dear Gcddeſs of our Iſles. 
DO © baniſh the Bon 
Assist, © thou God of the Vine! | 
To Friendſhip libations we pour ; 
Let mirth, wit, and jollity join, 
To cheriſh the feſtival hour. 
'Tis wine makes us happy and gay, 
The Letbe and balm of all woe ; 


Let's ctown the full glaſs while we may 


A bumper to bleſſings below. 
Let monarchs for kingdoms contend, 
A ſceptre's no more than a toy; 
Our empire's a bottle and friend, 
Wit and wine are the fountains of joy! 


What's wealth or the gold of Peru ? 
Poſſeſi d, they but add to our care ; 


Kc. 


O baniſh the Bonnet, &c. | 


1 


| 


| 


Ves 
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The wretch may take gold as his due, 
But Sour s will have wine and the fair, 


All wiſdom, ſays Solomon's vain 
And reaſon brings doubt and deſpair, 
That books do but puzzle the brain, 
And teach us what ideots we are. 
Let wretches feek grandeur and gold, 
And learting—ail troubleſome things; 
Give us Wine, © thou God of the Bowl ! 
We're greater than ſages or kings, 


$4 


| A : PATRICK, 
 Roſe-tree full in bearing 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſeem 
One roſe, beyond comparing 
For beauty, attracted me. 
| mw eager once to win it. 
vely, blooming, freſh, and ga 
1... 
And now throw it far away, 


Nox Ax. 

How fine this morning early, 

The ſun ſhining clear and bright; 
So late I lov'd you dearly, | 

Thbho' loſt now each fond delight. 

The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 

Sunny beams no more are ſeen 
Farewell, ye happy hours! 

Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene. 


Bor Rn. 
The clouds ſeem big, &c. &c. 
| 35 | 
Warn firſt the fatal news arriv'd, 
That Werter was no more! 


| Charlotte of reaſon was depri d 


| 


Fell ſenſeleſs on the floor ! 
When ſhe reviv'd, her eyes ſhe rais'd, 
And cry'd, with __ deſpair, 
| 2 
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dove 
The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove, 
To youth, as it ripen'd, gave ſentiment new: 
The object ſtill changing—the ſympathy true. 


Soft embers of paſſſon yet reſt in their glow 7; 

A warmth of more pain may thirbreaft never know! 
Or if tos indulgent the bleſſing I claim, I flame. 
Let the ſpark drop from Reafon, that wakens the 
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Is Charles the Second's merry days, 
For wan: on frolics noted, 
A lover of cabals 1 92 
With wine, like Bacchus, n 
I preach'd unto my crowded pews, 
Wine was by Heaven's comming, Sir, 
And d--mn'd was he who did re fuſe 
To a whilft he could ſtand, Sir. 


Crnonvus, 
And this is law Iwill maintain, 
Until my dying day, Sir; 
That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
Pu ariak my gallon a day, Sir. 


When James the Sot aſſum'd the throne, 
He itrove to ſtand alone, Sir; 
But quickly got ſo drunk, that down. 
He tumbled from the throne, Sir. 
One morning crop- fick, pale, and queer, 
By fitting up with gay-men, 
He ree!'d to Rome, where ies fone. 
Deny the cup to lay men. 
And this is law, &c 
Then Will thetippling Dutchman, ſav'd 
Ovr liberties from finking —— - 
We crown'd him King of Cups, ard crav'd 
The privilege of thinking. 
He drank your Holland's gin, tis ſaid, 
And held prede ſti nation; 
Fool! not to know that the tippling trade 
Admits no trepidation. 


; 


And dhivid haw, Ace | 
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When Brandy Nan became our Quees, 
"Twas all a drunken ſtory ; 
I ſat and drank from morn till een, 
And ſo was thought a Tory, 
Brimful of wine, all ſober folks 
We d—mn'd, and maderatian, 
Till for right Nantes we pawn'd to France 
Our deareſt reputation, 
And this is law, &c, 


King George the Firſt then 611'd the throne, 
And took the reſolution 
To drint all forts of liquors known 
To (ave the conſtitution. 
He drank ſucceſs in rare old rum 
Unto the State and Church, Sir, 
Till, with a doſe of Brunſwick mum, 
He dropp'd from off the perch, Sir, 


King George the Second then aroſe, 
A wife and valiant foul, Sir; 

He le d his people, beat bis foes, 
And pufh'd abont the bowl, Sir, 


He drank his fill to Chatham Will, 


To heroesz—for he choſe em; 


With us true Whigs he drank until 


e boſom. 
And this is law, &c, 


His Pazrewr MaJzaTy then came, 


Whom Heav'n long preſerve, Sir 3 
He © glory'd in a Briton's name, 
And ſwore he'd never ſwerve, Sir, 
Though evil counſellors may think 

His love from us to fever. | 
Yet let ue, loyal Britons, drink 

Our gracious king for ever, 

Cnonvus. 


And this is law I will maintain, 

Till wine ſhall waſh me away, Sir," 
That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
Tu drink my galten 2 dzy, Sir. 


— — 


An: 


| The female breaft with anger fill, 


— — — 


Mise sI v rev, genes. | 


Faſhion, wherefore 26ſt thou ſtill 


And teach ſuch cruezl arts; 
"Tis thou that bid'ſt the Fair conceal 
Their glowing charms beneath a Veil, 
To tantalize our hearts, 


O! baniſh the Bonnet, or draw up the Veil, 
And crown with ſimplicity each Britiſh Fair ; 

No longer their ſmiles and their dimples conceal, 
But let us behold them e' en juſt as they are, 


Ah l Faſhion, tis thy rutbleſs pow'r, 
That midit the grove and in the bow'ry 
Oft damps extatie bliſs ; 


| For when the neftar we hould fp, 


The cobweb flutters on the lip, 
2 blunts the amorous kiſs. 


O baniſh the Brant, &c. 


O! PETTY bid the curtain riſe, 


That we may feaſt our longing eyes, 


With dimples and with ſmiles ; 


Then every youth ſhalt bleſs thy ſway, 
And to thy precepts homage pay, 


Dear Geddeſs * our Iſles. 


Assis r, © thou God of the Vine! 
To Friendſbip libations we pour ; 
Let mirth, wit, and jollity join, 
To cheriſh the feſtival hour. 


"Tis wine makes us happy and gay, 
The Letbe and balm of all woe; 

Let's crown the full glaſs while we 3 
A bumper to bleſſings below. 


Let monarchs for kingdoms contend, 
A ſceptres no more than a toy 3 


|  Ourempire's a bottle and friend, 


Wit and wine are the fountains of joy! 


| What's wealth or the gold of Peru ? 
Poſſeſi d, they but add to our care ; 
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The wretch may take gold as his due, 
But Sour s will have wine and the fair. 


All wiſdom, ſays Solomon's vain; 
And reaſon brings doubt and deſpair, 
That books do but puzzle the brain, 
And teach us what ideots we are. 


Let wretches feek grandeur and gold, 
And learning—ail troubleſome things ; 
Give us Wine, O thou God of the Bowl 
We re greater than ſages orkings, 
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A PaTzICX, 
Roſe-tree full in bearing 
Had ſweet flowers fair to ſe· 
One roſe, beyond comparing 
For beauty, attracted me. 
* eager once to win it. 
| vely, blooming, freſh, and 
I fink a canker in it, . a | 
And now throw it far away. 


Nox Ax. 
How fine this morning early, 


The ſun ſhining clear and bright ; 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 


Tho' loft now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, 
_ Sunny beams no more are ſeen - 
Farewell, ye happy hours! 
Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene. 
Born. ; 


The clouds ſeem big, ac. &c- 
3 


| Warn firſt the fatal * N arri vd, 
That Werter was no more! 
Charlotte of reaſon was depri vd 
Fell ſenſeleſs on the floor ! 
When ſhe reviv'd, her eyes the rais 
a d, with _ — 
| PI 


is'd, 


438 5 
His faithful heart be ever prais'd, 
% For love and truth dwelt __” 


The wretched Charlotte at his tomb 
Oft paid the tribute due; 

Wept o'er his grave, and mourn d his _ 
And figh'd for love fo true. 

His loſs ſhe could not tong ſurvive, 
For life was at a ſtand; 

Her colour fled, her cheeks grew pale— 
She dropp'd her lilly hand? ag 


Then gently rais'd her eyes to heav'n, 
With feeble voice ſhe cry'd, 
% Bleſt youth ! be all thy Faule . n“ — 
She heav'd a ſigh—and dy d. 
Albert he mourn'd his wife and friend, 
And ſhed the tender tear: 
The village wept their mournful end 
And nought was left to cheer. 
— 86 
SOFTLY ſweet the minutes glive,\ 
With tuneful Damon by my fide; 
His ſongs delight the i ning grove 
For Mulic is the voice of Love, 


When moon beams glitter oer the ſtream, 
How ſweet his ſong when love's the theme; 
His plaintive notes the nymphs Go 
For Mufic is the voice of Love. 


I other maids admire his lays, 
| While ſoft and ſweet he fings my praiſe; 
The tender tale I muſt approve 
For Muſic is the voice ot Love, 
| X 87 a 
Likz mine to botch is each man's trade, 
Each coils in bis vocation=mes 
One man tinkers up the ſtate, 
Another mend the nation; 
Your parſons preach to mend the hearts 
They cobble. heads at college ; 
Phy ficians patch with terms of art, 
And Latin want of know ledge. 


MiscElLantous SONGS, 


: 


But none for praiſe can more contend 
Than I, who cry, Old chairs to mend. 


| Your lawyer's tools are flaws and pleas, 
We manners mend by dancing; 

| Wigs are patches for degrees. 

And lovers are romaneing. 


| Fortunes are mended | up, and made 


Too frequently with places ; 
With rouge, when their complexions fade, 
Some ladies mend their faces. 


But none for praiſe can more contend 
Than I, who cry, Old chairs to mend. 


To th' cit's affairs, a gangrene ſpeck, 
The docket infant patches 


Spendthrift s their fortunes ſhatter d wreck, 

Pinker with prudent matches z 
Humility mends prelates pride, 

Their hard and ſtetn authority; 


| And miniſters bad mea'ures hide 


| Behind a good majority. 


! But none for praiſe can wore — 5 


| Than 1. who . Old chairs to mend. 
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"mona. 


| 


4 Is daudy courts, with aching hearts, 


The great at Fortune rail; 
The hills may higher honours claim, 
But peace is in the welt, © -- 


3 WILLIAM. 
Jes high born dames, in rooms of tate, 
Wien midnight revels pale; 


No youth admires their faded charms, 
For Beauty's in the vale. | 


Borg. a i 
| Amid the ſhades the vi virgia's ſighs 
| al fragrance to — gale; 
| $0 they that will, may-take the kill, 
Since Love is in the yale, 


; 


T HE END, 


